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Out of The Game 


| do not profit from this story. The DC Universe is the property 
of DC Comics, a subsidiary of Warner Brothers. The Boys is the 
property of Dynamite Comics and Amazon. Rated M for mature 
themes such as explicit violence, excessive swearing, and 
allusions to sexual topics. Please leave your thoughts below. 
Note: | am co-writing this, but my co-writer does not want their 
account name to be known | hope you all enjoy this! 


"Maestro," Homelander said as Ryan sat in the chair. He patted his 
son on the shoulders. 


"Pretty cool, huh?" Stormfront enthusiastically questioned the boy. 
"Yeah." Ryan replied. 


"Hey," Homelander said, scooting up to Ryan. "Wait until you try the 
big homie with bacon. It's so good. And the mocha noir shake is 
amazing it won't be lumpy like your mom's." He suggested to the 
boy. 


Behind Homelander, a young girl held out her phone, an eager smile 
on her face while her body was taut. As two young men approached 
the table. 


"Homelander? Can | get a selfie?" She asked the Superhero. 
"Ask the boss?" He said, turning towards Ryan before chuckling. 
"Just kidding!" Homelander said, moving towards her. 


Ryan looked on and soon noticed more people joining them. Soon it 
almost seemed like the entire restaurant was heading over to them. 
Those not joining them looked at them, their eyes practically glued 
to them. His anxiety rising, Ryan put his hands to his ears, clamping 
them shut. Suddenly, an explosion and bloodcurdling screams could 


be heard outside. Followed by an explosion. 


The two Soldiers outside the restaurant began to shoot at something 
that was obscured from the restaurant walls. A stream of fire 
washed over them, burning them to a crisp. A hellish roar made by 
something that no living creature on Earth could feasibly shout 
momentarily drowned out the screams. 


Screaming could be heard not just by Homelander but by everyone 
within the radius. Countless people flocked past Planet Vought, all 
screaming and clearly running away from something. A woman 
barged into the restaurant before going up to Homelander and 
grabbed his shoulder. 


"DO SOMETHING" The frantic woman yelled to their confusion 
furthering Ryan's unease. 


"From what?" Stormfront asked the woman when suddenly one of 
the walls was broken down. 


It was large, and flames emanated around it from the tips of its 
horns to the hooves. It was unlike anything anyone in that restaurant 
had ever seen. The creatures' roar deafened the screams of patrons 
as they began to scatter. Nearby soldiers began to open fire on the 
monster, but their weapons proved ineffectual. This was further 
punctuated when the monster breathed out its flames, burning the 
soldiers. 


Homelander and Stormfront paused, unaware of the growing anxiety 
attack that Ryan was presently going through. 


Just then, a thin man wearing a strange blue garb and hat with a 
golden band wrapped around it stepped out from under the monster. 
He had a very smug-looking grin on his face. 


"Oh wonderful, volunteers.” He said, his voice was high pitched and 
raspy. "| am Felix Faust! Master of the mystical arts, but more 
importantly, your demise." Faust boasted. 


It took a while for Homelander and Stormfront to regain their senses. 


"Oh, look, | see you're a magician." Homelander mocked him. 


"Sorry, Las Vegas is a little far from here." He added. 
"Nice outfit too." Stormfront added. 


"You have no idea what you are up against, do you?" Faust asked 
them with a smug grin on his face. 


"No, not really." Homelander said as his eyes began to glow red. He 
shot his laser vision at the monster and Faust, but nothing 
happened. The monster was only mildly phased and was pushed 
back an inch or two. While some sort of purple shield of light 
protected Faust from the attack. 


Before Homelander could comprehend what had happened, an 
energy blast from Faust's hand knocked him through the restaurant 
into the building. 


Homelander clutched his chest as he breathed in heavily from the 
burning sensation he felt from his chest. He could feel the hole in his 
costume as he removed his hand. The glass on the floor showcased 
what appeared to be an actual burn. It didn't appear severe, but it 
was like getting hit by a flamethrower to the recipient. He was on his 
hands and knees, trying to figure out what was happening. 


Stormfront watched on, her eyes wide open upon seeing what had 
just happened to Homelander. Before she could react, the monster 
commanded by Faust kicked her across the street. 


She flew a greater distance than Homelander, past the building he 
crashed into. 


Ryan had fallen down on the floor, sobbing. He had no idea what 
was happening. 


"All too easy." Faust had boasted. "Now let's go. We have a world to 
conquer." He added. 


The demon began to walk as it prepared to step on Ryan. He 
disappeared in an instant. Faust stopped, his confidence draining 
because of a momentary blue and red swirl. As the demon moved 
forward, two beams of red light hit the creatures' temples. Causing it 
to stumble back as it clutched where it was hit. Faust looked to the 


horizon and saw the perpetrator, a sense of fear had begun to grow 
as he saw him: Superman. He wore the usual light blue costume 
with matching red trunks, boots, and a cape with a golden "S" on it 
that almost matched the larger emblem on his chest. His hair was 
black with a noticeable small curl on his forehead. 


"That's enough, Faust." Superman warned. "I'd surrender if | were 
you." 


Faust smirked upon seeing the Man of Steel, his arrogance 
unshaken. "Do you expect me to flee from you, Superman? You, of 
all people, should know not to engage a master of the mystic arts!" 
He bragged though a small twinge of fear was apparent. 


"Who said it was just me, Felix." Superman told him. 


To Faust's horror, two more figures had flown down onto the scene. 
One was a tanned woman wearing a golden tiara, blue and white- 
starred shorts, a red bustier with a golden eagle on the front, and 
red boots with a white stripe in the middle. More noticeable was a 
golden lasso on her hip. Her hair was long and black. Wonder 
Woman was with him. 


The other was a man but did not look human. His skin was green, 
and he was wearing a blue cape connected by red straps wrapped 
around his chest with matching blue pants and boots. Unlike the 
other two, his eyes were red. The Martian Manhunter had 
accompanied them as well. 


Faust practically began to hyperventilate, the JLA's arrival being 
completely unexpected. He regained his composure for a moment. 
The demon was wreathed in flames, and its mystical origins would 
impede Superman and Martian Manhunter. He was confident it 
could take on Wonder Woman as well. 


"Destroy them!" He ordered the demon until a green hammer made 
of energy crashed into the monster, knocking it down. He looked up 
and saw one of the Green Lanterns: John Stewart. 


"You're under arrest Faust! Don't make this harder for yourself." He 
warned the sorcerer. 


The demon began to pick itself u,p roaring in rage, but Superman 
flew down and delivered an uppercut knocking it off its feet a couple 
of feet into the air. The Martian followed suit, using his martian vision 
to launch it further into the air. When a red and yellow tornado 
began to appear on the ground. Keeping the monster hovering in the 
air. Wonder Woman flew atop the tornado and stomped the monster 
onto the street, embedding the demon into the street. The tornado 
disappeared, revealing its creator: The Flash. 


"Today is just not your day, Felix." Flash told him. 


Suddenly water began to burst free from nearby water sources, such 
as fire hydrants and a nearby storm sewer. The flames were doused 
by a blonde bearded man with long hair. He was bare-chested for 
the most part, save for a metal pauldron-like armor on his right 
shoulder. He held a golden trident in his left hand, but his right hand 
consisted of a hook. Aquaman was with them as well. 


He let out a roar and jumped at the demon. His hook fired like a 
harpoon nailing the monster in the eye. It let out a pained cry as it 
tried to pull the hook out quickly, but it was too late. 


The trident impaled the monster's heart, causing it to roar in pain as 
it exploded into ash. 


"Do you have any more monsters?" Aquaman asked, sounding 
eager for a challenge. 


At that moment, Faust started running away when someone landed 
before him. He wore grey armor with a black bat symbol on his 
chest, which matched the cowl color on his head. It was Batman, 
death glare and all. The frightening look on his face caused the 
sorcerer to pause momentarily. Faust raised his left arm, trying to 
cast a spell, but Batman used his left arm to wrap around it. Faust 
felt his arm snap; the pain almost caused him to scream. However, a 
series of punches from Batman's right fist to his face prevented that 
from happening. He was being hit so fast the sorcerer could barely 
feel any pain from each blow. Batman halted his attack before 
grabbing Faust by the throat and hoisting him into the air. Faust spat 
out some blood, his face was covered in bruises. 


"You... cannot... defeat... me..." Faust gasped out. "I will..." He was 
cut off by one last punch across the jaw from the Bat. 


"No, you won't." Batman coldly told the sorcerer. 


Faust was knocked unconscious with one last punch and released 
from Batman's grasp, falling onto the ground. 


" Was all that really necessary, Bruce?" Wonder Woman questioned 
Batman telepathically. 


" | pulled those punches." Batman bluntly told her. 


"won't dispute your claim...." Diana said, sounding slightly 
amused. 


" Me neither." Clark said. 


" Faust has been through far worse." Aquaman said, looking around 
the surrounding area. 


" Agreed, so this is the other world?" Flash said. "Seems kind of 
nice." He added. "So what's our next plan?" He asked. 


" Do some research and learn more about this world. Then, we 
decide what to do next." Batman told him. 


" Right, they have other heroes here too." Flash said. "Why don't we 
join them now?" 


" Indeed, like those two." Martian Manhunter said, pointing at the 
fallen members of the Seven. His eyes were steadily glowing red as 
a result of utilizing his telepathy. 


" They're still alive, right?" Flash asked, pointing at a downed 
Homelander. 


"1 can hear them, they're still breathing." Superman told him. 


" Looks like Faust's demon was above their weight class. That one 
is wearing a similar outfit to Superman." Batman said, taking note of 
Homelander's appearance. "He might be their version of you, Clark." 


He added. 
" You might be right." Superman said. 


" Yeah, and | found another parallel. Look at the building behind us." 
Green Lantern directed them as the League looked at the wrecked 
restaurant behind them. "Planet Vought" sounds a lot like "Planet 
Krypton"," John added. 


" So is that a good thing or bad thing?" Flash asked. 


"We will have to wait and see. It seems their public has taken notice 
of us." J'onn said as he pointed to a growing crowd of people 
gathering around them. 


Suddenly crowds of people began to appear and approach the 
Justice League. Taking pictures and recording the JLA on their 
phones. 


"So now what?" Green Lantern questioned Batman only to find he 
had already disappeared from the scene. "Typical..." John muttered 
completely annoyed. 


"Did you expect anything less from him?" Arthur asked. 
"No, can't say | did." Green Lantern admitted. 
"So do we just go or..." Flash was cut off by Superman. 


"It's alright everything is under control now at the moment." He told 
the crowd. "The man responsible has been dealt with." Clark 
gestured to Faust. 


Martian Manhunter grabbed Faust and picked him up over his 
shoulder. 


"Twill be taking him to Doctor Fate." J'onn telepathically told them 
all. 


" Good idea. Hopefully, he can hold him." Aquaman said. 


" What about the kid?" John asked. 


" There's a child who probably needs medical assistance. You can 
see his face in your mind. Please, if you're responsible for him, 
come forward. We can take you to the hospital faster than an 
ambulance." J'onn telepathically communicated with the crowd. 
Sharing a mental image of Ryan with their psyches. 


Flash disappeared for a moment before returning with an 
unconscious Ryan in his arms. 


A plethora of questions emerged from the crowd. 
"Who are you?" 


"Are you related to Homelander? Queen Maeve? A-Train? The 
Deep?" 


"What's your association with Vought?" 


"We can't answer all of your questions, at the moment. Just know 
we are the Justice League of America and here to help." Wonder 
Woman told them. 


The League walked into the crowd trying to find Ryans' parents 
when a light began to emerge from the boy, The Leaguers' eyes 
widened with dread and familiarity upon seeing this. He disappeared 
in a flash of light not long afterward. The crowd began to panic, with 
other people in the crowd disappearing in a similar manner too. 


"Calm down. There's no need to panic." Superman called out to no 
avail. 


The crowd dispersed from the League. 
"Well, that went well..." Flash said. 
Superman signed and rubbed his temples completely annoyed 


"We need to find out the source for these disappearances, and fast," 
Superman said. "For our world and theirs." He added. 


With that, the Justice League began to leave the scene. Superman, 
Wonder Woman, and the Martian Manhunter flew away separately. 


At the same time, Lantern flew away with Aquaman who was 
standing on a platform construct. Finally, the Flash ran away from 
them. 


At that moment, Homelander and Stormfront got up barely able to 
stand. The pain still lingered and with no real idea of what had just 
happened. 


"Where the fuck is that thing?" Homelander seethed, quietly. Holding 
his hand over his chest. 


"Don't know it's not our problem, now." She said. 

"Wait, where's Ryan?" Homelander questioned her, a look of 
concern becoming apparent. As he got back up, he collapsed onto 
the ground in pain. 

Stormfront went over to him concerned. 


"Are you alright?" She asked. 


"It fucking hurts." He blurted out huddling against his own chest. 


Elsewhere in New York, Hughie Campbell and Annie January, 
formerly Starlight, were driving back to the hideout after their failed 
attempt to get help from Queen Maeve. Annie was looking at the 
cross necklace her mother gave her contemplatively. Still attached 
to the cardboard tag that read "DIAMOND Jewelry". 


"New bling?" Hughie asked her. 

"Donna got it for me. Pretty sure she got it at Duane Read." She told 
him before chuckling. "Oh gosh. Moms. The gift that keeps on 
giving, forever." She mused. 

Hughie was silent. 


"Oh, shit. I'm sorry." Annie apologized. 


"Wh- No, it's-it's fine." Hughie stammered. 


"No, no. I'm an asshole for bitching about my mom when yours is..." 
Annie said giving Hughie a look of sympathy. 


Hughie looked at her realizing what Annie assumed. 
"My mom's not dead." He told her. 


"She's not?" Annie questioned him, surprised. "Oh, it's just, you 
never mentioned her, so..." She explained her initial assumption. 


"She left when | was six." Hughie informed her. 
"Oh, wow. Shit." She uttered sympathetically. "I'm really sorry." 


"That's where Billy Joel comes from. She and | used to have these 
dance parties." Hughie explained. "She was, she was fun." He 
stammered wistfully. 


Just then the car's radio turned on, surprising both of its occupants. 
No music played only static, anything that sounded like a word was 
garbled. Hughie turned to Annie who was trying to adjust the radio. 


"Are you doing this?" He asked her in concern. Fear of a supe trying 
to ambush them started to form. 


"No." She told him sounding completely worried. She lightly tapped 
the radio in an attempt to make it stop. 


The radio started to become a little more audible. However, the 
radio kept changing channels causing it to say this. 


.. Mysterious disappearances..." 

.. Sweeping throughout the..." 

"... Six months... Luthor's... Stryker's..." 
"... GCPD manhunt... Joker..." 

.. Jus... League..." 


The radio stopped broadcasting. After a moment, the young couple 
looked at one another anxiously. Until they heard someone from 


behind. 
"What's up, shitbirds?" A-Train asked them. 


Hughie and Annie screamed as the former tried to swerve the car to 
prevent it from crashing. 


Back at the hideout, Billy Butcher had just returned from his meeting 
with Stan Edgar. He saw Becca smoking a cigarette. She was tense 
and it was made even more obvious when she turned to him. 


"Hey, did you find anything?" She asked. 
"They got him in a cabin in Rochester." He told her. 


"Butcher." Mother's Milk called out, his tone was what earned 
Buther's attention the most. It was tense in disbelief. "You're going 
to want to see this." He said pointing at the TV. 


Butcher walked up to the TV, Frenchie and Kimiko were still like 
statues. The TV had been paused as MM resumed it. The headline 
was all that was needed to garner Butcher's attention. 


Horror at Planet Vought. Homelander and Stormfront defeated? 
Who are the Justice League of America? 


That was not to say the footage in the broadcast was unimpressive, 
hardly. He took note of the giant fiery monster that defeated his 
hated enemies, which was trounced by the other six supes he 
assumed were the titular "Justice League". 


Becca walked over to her husband and watched on in horror as she 
saw what had happened to Ryan. 


"Oh my god! That's Ryan!" She called out as her son disappeared in 
a flash of light. 


All she could do was let out a couple of horrified gasps. Butcher held 
her tight. His deal with Edgar was fucked now. 


"What the fuck?" Mother's Milk muttered. "Frenchie..." He asked his 
eccentric teammate. 


"No idea..." He said. 


"Butcher we've got something to show you..." Hughie said holding a 
manilla folder that was given to him by A-Train. The news broadcast 
distracted him. 


Suddenly, the group found themselves enveloped by blue light. 


Billy Butcher feels his chest hitting the asphalt as if he fell off his 
bed, his face hits a puddle. He can see he's in an alley and his wife 
is beside him. Billy quickly gets up and helps her to get up. 


"Becca, you're okay?" Says Billy as he helps to get up. 
"I'm not hurt. What happened?" She told him. 


"My guess is that some supe with teleportation powers took us 
here." He told her. 


"There's one of them who can do this?" She asked. 


"| don't know, Frenchie probably would but we're the only two 
around. I'm not even sure if we're in New York, | don't recognize 
these buildings." 


"Oh my God, Ryan! Homelander must've sent somebody to get rid 
of me." Says Becca full of fear. "We might be on the other side of 
the globe!" 


"No. If he knew where we were, we would be dead." Butcher coldly 
replied. "Let's walk and find where we are." 


As they leave the alley, the couple faces what looks like a golden 
statue of Homelander with an eagle on his arm but as they take a 
close look, they notice the "S" on the chest of the statue. The statue 
is big, too monumental to be a small-town homage to a Homelander- 
inspired hero. Billy notices a small screen close to the monument 


and as he touches it, it starts a small piece of a documentary telling 
about the death and resurrection of Superman. Confused about the 
supposedly real history being told, Billy questions. 


"What is this place?" 


Frenchie fell over yellow police tape as he suddenly appeared in an 
unknown place, lying on the ground, he notices this warehouse and 
that Kimiko is there. As he gets up, Frenchie looks confused with the 
abandoned police scene, seems like somebody built somewhat of 
an elaborate reproduction of the tea party scene from Alice in 
Wonderland, he can't tell what it was since apparently the police 
took away most of it but Frenchie also notice the fabrics and small 
pieces of hatter equipment left behind. After some thought, he goes 
to Kimiko and explains to her. 


"We've been teleported, | only know one supe who can do this, 
Europo. We might be at the Vought Studios complex, this set must 
be done, right now outside we may find supes filming their movie 
and we must fight if they are really out there. Entendu?" Frenchie 
said. 


Kimiko shakes her head confirming it as Frenchie puts out his pistol 
and carefully leaves the warehouse, as he steps aside, he finds 
they're not in a movie set, it's a real abandoned warehouse, and he 
can see two more around the same block, they're close to a bay and 
he smells the stink of pollution. Kimiko walks looking around just as 
puzzled as Frenchie states. 


"That can't be a real crime scene, there's no such thing as a GCPD." 


Walking and yelling down the street, there's a dirty preacher 
preaching about how he found God after he survived somebody 
called "Zsasz", oddly enough, there seem to be airships in the skies 
but the weirdest part is the architecture of the buildings, they all look 
like they came straight out an expressionist movie. Frenchie faces a 
huge graffiti of a demonic-looking clown with green hair and in the 
background of the art there is a rain of dead birds but what really 
catches his attention is what is written over it. "This is Gotham." 


Mother's Milk felt his body hitting a brick wall when he fell in an alley. 
He quickly regained his senses and realized what was happening. 
Mother's Milk left the alley and noticed how he doesn't recognize the 
streets. A walk around the block showed him eviction notices on 
many doors, boys on corners clearly selling drugs, and billboards for 
big rich companies whose names he doesn't know. On his way 
wherever he was going, Mother's Milk noticed three boys following 
him. He was ready but an old man with a cane walked past him, and 
the boys started to follow the old man. When he found a 
convenience store, Mother's Milk went inside and talked to the clerk. 


"Hey, man, | just want a water bottle, | don't know how much I..." 
Milk opened his wallet, there was quite a lot of money in it. "Y'know 
what, | make it four. | also want a backpack, a phone charger, anda 
map. Can you tell where | am?" 


"Adams Height." Answered the clerk. 

"| meant the city." 

The clerk was confused but answered him. "Star City." 
"Starling City?" 

"No, Star City. You're okay, man?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine." 


Mother's Milk pays him and as he leaves the store, he notices how 
there isn't any Vought merch around. No Homelander cereal, no 
Brave Maeve food. He sees this cereal with a supe called "Booster 
Gold" in it but it's clearly too wacky to be real. He passes by where 
the Homelander dolls are supposed to be and sees a version with 
black hair and an "S" on their chests. He looks at the TV and the 
news is about alien invasions somewhere called "Coast City". All of 
these completely baffle Mother's Milk. 


Mother's Milk leaves the store and tries to call Colonel Mallory " This 
number does not exist" is the answer, tries to call his wife " This 
number does not exist" . 


There was sudden darkness when they fell on their feet. Hughie and 
Annie were in this small room. 


"Where are we?" Asked Hughie. 


"Oh my God, | think we were teleported to a Vought cell." Annie 
answered stressed. 


"| can't move or see anything. You think you can bust us out?" 


"| feel electricity around but how do we know if Homelander is not 
outside waiting?" 


"We don't. But you have to try." 
"Ok." 


Annie reluctantly agreed. She was ready to open a hole in the wall 
when a door opened behind them and they saw a man dressed as a 
janitor. More than that, they see they're in a janitor's closet. 


"Goddammit, get out of here you two." Said the janitor and Hughie 
and Annie obeyed in confusion. "Mr. Myles, | found a guy and a girl 
from your group making out in my closet again." 


Hughie and Annie notice they're in a museum and that Mr. Myles is 
touring a group. Unknowing the situation, the two follow the group to 
the strange museum. There are pictures and statues of these 
superheroes with lightning in their chests. One wears a helmet, a 
red mask covering the red and a younger hero wears yellow and has 
his red hair exposed. The weirdest thing, for Hughie and Annie, is 
how clearly they are speedsters, however, nothing seems to allude 
to the idea of sports. Trying not to call a lot of attention, they listen to 
the touring guide with the gray mustache. 


"In 1947, aman named Isaac Bowin moved here. But this new 
citizen of Keystone didn't stay in history with this name; you must 
know him as the Fiddler. The Fiddler fought the original Flash with 
the powerful blasts created by his fiddle and attempted many times 
to use it to hypnotize him. The Crimson Comet himself raced against 


something he never thought he would, the Fiddlemobile." 


Mr. Myles points to a fiddle-shaped automobile on display in the 
museum. Myles notices one of the tourists in the group raise his 
hand and point a finger at him indicating permission to speak. 


"I'm sorry, | want to ask something that might sound stupid." Said 
Hughie. "But this is just made up, right? | mean, old-timey 
superheroes fought regular crimes and in wars, not guys with super 
music instruments, and why would somebody even make a car like 
this?" 


"| don't know what world you've been living in, young man but these 
sorts of supervillains are quite common. | myself was a victim of 
some, | remember acting in a presentation of 'Othello' about ten 
years ago in the Metropolis Community Theater when Toyman took 
the word 'play' literally, but we are here to talk about the Flash." 


Hughie and Annie hide behind a wall and let the rest of the touring 
group go. They speak, lowering their voices as they converse 


"What the hell is going on?" Annie asked. 


"| don't know... Actually... | might have a theory, but it sounds 
stupid..." Hughie told her. 


"What?" Annie asked. 
"Have you ever watched the show, Fringe?" Hughie asked her. 


"No, what does that have to do with this?" She questioned 
completely skeptical. 


"| think..." He stopped as though trying to process what he was 
about to say. "I think we might be in another universe." Hughie told 
her hesitantly. 


When Ryan woke up, he found himself in a cornfield at night. Once 
more he had begun to hyperventilate. Tears started to come out of 
his eyes unable to think clearly. Until he heard someone speak to 


him. 
"Are you okay?" A young boy's voice said. 


Ryan turned around and saw a boy around his age, with black hair 
and wearing glasses around blue eyes. He wore a red, blue, and 
yellow jacket with jeans. As well as, red and white sneakers. With 
him was a dog with white fur. 


"My name is Jon." The boy told him. "What's yours?" He asked 
Ryan. 


| hope you enjoyed it! 


A New Frontier 


Clark Kent was walking down the streets of New York. He was 
wearing his usual blue suit and red tie. The streets were not as 
crowded as they were in Metropolis. Of course, he understood the 
reason why people were staying inside. Faust's attack at that 
restaurant and defeating their native heroes must have shocked 
them. It made him solemnly wonder if this is what Metropolis was 
like whenever he had lost a fight. 


A group of people huddled together watching a news report at a 
store called "Bryman Audio Visual", Clark walked towards the crowd 
and blended in with them. Footage of Homelander and Stormfront 
fighting the demon summoned by Faust played. The channel was 
called VNN and the segment was called "Seve-on-Seven." and its 
anchorman was a man named Cameron Coleman. Clark took note 
of the show's use (or rather over usage) of American iconography 
and most likely assumed its political leanings. 


"Terror had just struck Planet Vought when a pair of unidentified 
super terrorists attacked the theme park with casualties close to fifty. 
Homelander and Stormfront were there, but despite their valiant 
efforts, they were defeated. This is a dark day in our country's 
history." Cameron Coleman solemnly stated, eliciting nothing, but 
silence from the crowd. 


Clark seemed baffled by one of the heroes' names, "Stormfront", 
back in their world, it would be a rather unfortunate moniker to use. 


"However, a new band of superheroes called "The Justice League of 
America" managed to defeat the pair of supervillains. At the very 
least, our country might not be in such dire straights with a team like 
that." Coleman said, having briefly perked up during that last 
sentence. 


On the other hand, Clark could not help but roll his eyes during that 
last tidbit. He was never fond of the original Justice League moniker, 
only taking it up to appease the Government. The Leagues' 


responsibilities far extended past the country. Unfortunately, it 
seemed they were stuck with it years after the League formed. 


"Unfortunately, a young boy on the scene disappeared in a flash of 
light not far. Recent reports have indicated that this has been 
happening all across the globe." Coleman added. 


Footage of the Justice League fighting Faust's monster began to 
play. As well as Ryan's disappearance. 


"This is Cameron Coleman, signing off." 


The Seven on Seven ending credits began to play. While the crowd 
began to whisper to themselves. All except for Clark who listened in 
on them. He heard a variety of differing responses. Some blamed 
Congress for not allowing "superheroes" in the military sooner, and 
how super-villains would destroy their way of life. Two opinions in 
the same sentence that had uneased Clark. 


"Mommy is Homelander going to be alright?" Asked a little boy 
practically on the verge of tears. 


"| don't know, sweetheart." The mother told her son as they walked 
away. 


Clark felt a twang of guilt that he could not help these people, at the 
moment, but then he noticed someone watching him from the other 
side of the street through the TV screen's reflection. He was wearing 
sunglasses and had a pencil-thin mustache. Someone he instantly 
recognized despite his disguise. Quietly, he slipped away from the 
crowd. 


He was wearing a black leather coat and a grey sweater. Along with 
black trousers. In his teeth was a matchstick. 


Clark crossed the street to meet with him. 
"You know you didn't need another disguise." Clark told him. 


"I'd prefer that Bruce Wayne remains in our world." Bruce said as he 
started to walk down the street. "Matches Malone being on another 
world is not an issue." He added. 


"Sure. What have you found out so far?" Clark asked following him. 


"This world's superheroes are more akin to celebrities than being 
like us. At best they are incompetent and at worst are corrupt." 
Bruce told him in his usual blunt manner. 


Clark sighed and pinched his temples. It was just as he feared. This 
world had no idea of the threats they would be up against. 


"| noticed several movie posters set to star with them while walking 
down the street.” Clark said he noticed one of the advertisements for 
a movie called "Citizen Starlight" raised some discussion from what 
he had overheard. 


"| Know, and it's worse than that. A majority of the heroes of this 
world are employed by a megacorporation called Vought 
International." Bruce told him. 


"| feared that. I've noticed much of their branding lately on media, 
food, and pharmaceuticals." Clark said. "Even Luthor respected 
antitrust laws more than they do." He added. 


"| know. I'm willing to bet most crime-fighting they have done is just 
for the sake of publicity." Bruce said. "Their present CEO is a man 
named Stan Edgar and the company was founded in 1944 by a 
scientist named Fredrick Vought." Bruce said. "They're primarily a 
pharmaceutical company." He added. 


"Yet it appears they have a monopoly on just about anything here, 
not pharma and superheroes." Clark brought up. 


"I've noticed that." Bruce replied. "We've got company." He said. 
Bruce turned around as did Clark and found Diana. 

"What gave me away?" Diana asked. 

"You were walking faster than just about anyone else." Bruce said. 
"What have you found, Diana?" Clark asked. 


"I've been looking up the Seven." Diana said. "We can discuss it in 


this alleyway." She added. 

"I'd like that." Clark said. 

Bruce simply nodded. 

"What have you found?" Bruce asked. 


"They're in even worse shape than we had realized." Diana said. 
"One of their own, Starlight, has betrayed them. While another Black 
Noir was recently incapacitated by her." She explained. 


"Why?" Clark asked. 
Diana's look soured. 


"If | had to guess it was from how she joined the team." Diana said. 
"Last year, she accused one of her team members, The Deep, of 
sexually extorting her." She explained. Despite her neutral tone it 
was evident Diana was hiding her disgust regarding The Deep. 


"What?" Clark asked, shocked upon hearing this. 


"| told you they could be corrupt." Bruce told him. "Several other 
women came out with similar accusations not long after." He added. 


"Where is he now?" Clark asked, trying to hide his anger. 
"Publicly, he has been on sabbatical at Sandusky, Ohio. Recently, 
he joined a religious group called "The Church of the Collective." 
Diana said. 


"I've read about them. "Cult" seems like a more accurate word." 
Bruce said. 


"Are they this world's version of..." Clark was about to ask. 
"Yes." Bruce cut him off. 


"Recently, they've been trying to get into the military. Something 
their version of you was in support of." Diana said. 


"Homelander."” Clark said. "Anything else we should know about 


him?" 


"There was a controversy not long ago, where he accidentally killed 
a boy in Africa." Bruce added. 


"I'm sorry?" Clark asked, wanting to hear more. 


"This seems on brand with them. I've looked up their crime-fighting 
for the most part. More often than not they kill criminals." Bruce said. 


"What about the law?" Clark asked. 


"The law tends to look the other way here." Bruce informed though 
his tone showcased a sense of familiarity. "Cities hire them from 
Vought. They're practically military contractors." He explained. 


"Back to Starlight, who was she helping?" Clark asked, focusing on 
the good. 


"Originally, a CIA-funded group was tasked with keeping this world's 
superheroes in line. They were led by former Deputy Director, Grace 
Mallory, and officially sanctioned from 2012 to 2015." Bruce said. 


"Why did they disband?" Diana asked. 


"Likely due to the death of Mallory's grandchildren." Bruce grimly 
noted. 


Clark and Diana were silent upon hearing that. 


"The group reunited last year with a new member named, Hughie 
Campbell. The leader of this unofficial iteration was one of the 
original members, William Butcher." Bruce said. "| haven't looked too 
deeply into them yet, but since last year he allegedly murdered a top 
Vought executive: Madelyn Stillwell." He explained. 


Elsewhere in New York, J'onn J'onzz was in his John Jones form. 
Presently, he was at a convention that discussed aliens. He was 
hopeful that it would prove useful. Unfortunately he was wrong... 


"Compound V is made from alien blood!" The speaker shouted to a 
room full of people. "Where else could it come from?" 


"Are they the same ones that built the pyramids?" One of the guests 
asked. 


"Now they're abducting us! | saw my neighbor disappear in a flash of 
light she hasn't seen since! Just like that kid!" Another said. 


J'onn scanned the guests mind and found he was telling the truth. 
Granted, the reason why he saw his neighbor disappear was not 
something he agreed with. 


He looked at the speaker and started to look into his mind. In his 
thoughts, he found only greed. There, the Martian Manhunter 
realized that this world had no experiences with any extraterrestrials. 


He soon took his leave. 


Arthur Curry was miles out into the sea. He scanned the thoughts of 
every creature in the briney deep. 


There was a variety of sea life many confused him for someone 
called "The Deep" or "Kevin". Their tones differed. Some indicated 
friendliness, others disdain and annoyance. While others... 
confused him, to say the least, to the point of wanting to vomit. 


He kept searching for different forms of sea life, but nothing. There 
were no sea monsters, and it was there that he noticed there was no 
Atlantis in this world. 


Elsewhere in space, Green Lantern was looking at a satellite. This 
world's level of space technology left a lot to be desired. He felt 
relieved that the league had managed to arrive in time. The situation 
would worsen if any of the League's extraterrestrial threats like 
Darkseid, Brainiac, or the Sinestro Corp arrived. 


Fortunately, New Genesis was keeping an eye on their neighbor. 


Brainiac had not been seen since his last invasion. Kyle and Hal 
were in deep space, at the very least dealing with reports of the 
Sinestro Corp. Guy, Jessica, and Simon were still on their Earth. 


He flew down to a building in New York where he promised to meet 
Wally. It took a minute, but the Flash arrived. 


"You're late." John said. Despite the words, he felt slightly amused 
by this habit the Flashes shared. 


"Yeah, | know. It's an annoying habit | picked up from Barry." Wally 
said. 


"Yeah." John said, smiling fondly. "What have you found?" He 
asked. 


"This." Wally said, holding a vial with a blue liquid. "It's called 
Compound V, probably the only real dangerous thing on this Earth." 
He said. 


"What does it do?" GL questioned. 


"It's the only reason why people have superpowers here. It was 
made by a company called Vought. | dug around and found this at 
one of their facilities in Texas. Batman told me to find out the source 
of superpowers here." Flash explained. 


"| see." Stewart said. "I'm guessing powers vary from user to user?" 
He asked. 


"Yes, it's also been revealed to the public not long ago." Flash said. 
"At first, the heroes of this world were thought to be born with their 
powers until the existence of Compound V was leaked to the public." 
Flash explained. "Vought has also been trying to get their heroes 
into the military and somehow super villains have been popping up 
all over the globe." Flash said. 


John knew what Wally was implying. 


"Sounds like Vought has been in the supply and demand business." 
Green Lantern said. "If any of the supervillains in our world get this 
we might have a problem." 


"Don't worry, apparently it only works on the unborn." Flash told him. 


"Yeah, but what's stopping someone like Luthor from making an 
improved batch." John brought up. 


Wally sighed in annoyance. 


"Yeah, | know, it sucks. Don't tell Clark | said this, but I'm honestly 
starting to miss corporate fat cat Lex. Postal mad scientist Lex is 
way more annoying." Wally said. 


"| can't argue with you there. Hell, | think even Clark would too." 
John said. 


"Yeah, and what about you? Find anything in space?" Wally asked. 


"Nothing. Satellites are too primitive here. | thought that if Brainiac, 
Darkseid, or any other intergalactic threat discovered this world 
before us, there probably wouldn't even be an Earth here." John 
said. 


"They'd be lucky if they never showed up at all," Wally said. 


"| know. We'd be looking at steep casualties." John said. "I think 
Darkseid is the number one suspect at play." He added. 


“Thanks for bringing that up." Wally sarcastically commented on it. 
"Any other potential issues, you'd like to bring up?" 


"| get it. Let's go back to the watchtower." John said. 

"Yeah, time is almost up." Wally said. 

"By the way, why is Karl Urban a fugitive here?" Flash brought up. 
"Excuse me?" Stewart asked. 


"You know Karl Urban. He was Eomer in Lord of the Rings, and 
McCoy in those new Star Trek films." Flash explained. 


"I'll have to get back to you about that..." John told him. The 
uncertainty in his tone was evident. 


Butcher angrily looked at the statue of this "Superman". The 
similarities to Homelander were already engraved in his mind. From 
similar costumes and iconography. 


"Will you stop?" Becca admonished her husband. Butcher turned to 
his wife. "You don't even know the guy. We need to find Ryan and 
the others." 


"He was there when the kid disappeared, wasn't he?" Butcher 
questioned. "Hell, look at the giant fucking gold statue. Not even 
Homelander has one. It's a cunt red flag to me." He said. 


"It says they built it after he apparently died." Becca said, sounding 
confused about that last part. 


"Oh, | guess that means he's Jesus fucking Christ." Butcher 
sarcastically stated. 


His phone went off, cutting off their initial argument. 

He got his phone out and saw who was calling him: Mother's Milk. 
"Hello." Butcher answered. 

"Where the fuck are you?" Mother's Milk asked. 


Butcher recalled the name of the city he and Becca were presently 
in. 


"Metropolis, me and Becca are in some sunshine dystopia called 
Metropolis." He told him. 


"Except there's no motherfucking place on the map called 
‘Metropolis’. Least not on our maps, maybe on this one. If anything, 
that's the name of a really old-ass movie." 


"You got a map?" 


"Yeah, | bought it. | opened my wallet and was full of cash. | don't 
know where it came from." 


Hearing this Butcher took out his wallet and found a fat wad of cash 
inside. He motioned to Becca and asked her to check hers. She 
showed it to him and had the same result. 


"Same happened to me. Listen, MM, | don't have a bloody clue what 
is happening. What can you tell me from your map?" Butcher asked. 


"Hold on, lemme check it." MM said. There was only a brief pause. 


"Looks like you're in Delaware, and I'm in Star City, California. 
There's a whole bunch of cities on this map | never heard of, with 
plenty of mysterious supes. It says you are in Metropolis, ' The city 
of tomorrow, home of Superman.' Mine is Green Arrow's." He told 
him. 


"If a guy with arrows is a city's biggest hero, this place can't be so 
dangerous." 


"What are you talking about? What is this place?" Mother's Milk 
questioned. 


"The same place where those cunts who upstaged Homelander and 
Stormfront are from." He told him. 


"The fuck we do? Butcher, | don't like this. This is new. We're 
practically on another planet. | think whatever is happening with us 
is out of our league.” He told him. 


"Quit it. Different board, same game, supes rule this place. Buy a 
plane ticket and call me when you are here. I'll try to talk to the boys 
and get them to meet us." 


"Meet where?" MM asked. 
"Don't know yet, you call Frenchie. I'll call Hughie." Butcher said. 


"Understood, keep safe." MM said. 


"| hope you enjoyed the tour. Feel free to explore the museum and 
take as many photos as you desire." 


Said Dexter Myles to his tour group before leaving. Hughie and 
Annie see a door indicating a museum section called "The Flash's 
superhero teams" and decided to take a look. They are faced with a 
monumental picture of seven superheroes when they enter. In the 
middle, a trinity composed of a man who looks like a bigger and 
more gentle Homelander, a Queen Maeve with dark hair and blue 
eyes, and a bat-man wearing a black and grey costume. 
Surrounding them was The Flash, of course. Next to him, was a 
hero in green and black his brown hair had streaks of grey at his 
temples. Across from him was a shirtless, bearded blonde man with 
a hook hand holding a trident wearing green pants. Next to him 
looked like an alien with green skin and red eyes. He was wearing a 
black skin-tight suit with a blue-collar, and a cape held up by red 
straps in the shape of an "x" with a strange red circular symbol. 
Seeing this world's version of the Seven strikes Hughie, who 
whispers. 


"Holy shit!" 
Hughie hears Annie reading the bronze writing under the picture. 


"The third Flash and original Kid-Flash joined the Justice League of 
America, taking the spot of his fallen mentor.’ So this guy is like A- 
Train, and his mentor was like Mr. Marathon." 


Next to this picture, there was another of the same team, with a 
different man wearing a slightly different Flash costume, judging by 
the slightly different costume. The lightning bolt "belt" looped around 
his waist. While the new one had two lightning bolts meet and 
converge. The older one had no lenses on his mask. While the new 
Flash looked to have yellow lenses on his. 


The superhero with the green ring looks younger and has no grey 
hair on the sides; the one-handed hero has both hands and no 
beard or long hair. His orange costume seems more similar to the 
Deep; the green alien wears a more revealing costume, no black 
suit under the blue cape, though his face has a more human look; 
that same bat-man they saw wearing blue instead of black and his 
symbol in the chest is over a yellow shield; oddly enough, the two 
other members of the trinity look exactly the same, from the time the 
now adult Kid-Flash was a kid to this point in the present, no aging. 


"| think | found the Teenage Kix." 


Hughie calls attention to the three pictures in sequence. The first 
has literal children, including Kid-Flash, the others are bigger teams 
getting older. Annie looks at the black man with mechanical parts. 


"This one is called Cyborg. | can't believe this is real. Not even Tek- 
Knight has this kind of tech." 


"If this is all real, these guys have a satellite floating over our heads. 
They make the Seven look like the dollar store version of them. 
Annie, this place has aliens, magic. If we were brought here, 
somebody has plans." Hughie's phone starts to ring. 


"You had your phone all this time?" 
"| forgot in the middle of all this." He answers. "Hi." 


"About fucking time." Butcher says. "Long story short, we're ina 
super-hero version of Narnia. I'm in Delaware, a version of 
Delaware. MM is taking a plane to meet me, he should be talking to 
Frenchie." 


"I'm here with Annie." 
"Where?" 


"The Flash Museum in Keystone City. Which is a real place that 
exists, apparently." 


"That's in Illinois. Get a map and a plane ticket to Metropolis.” 
"| had no money when | sucked through that portal!" 
"Check your wallet." 


Butcher was right. There was a lot of money and even a credit card 
in Hughie's wallet. 


"Ok but what is the plan?" 


"The plan," Said Butcher. "Is to get together and not call any 


attention, especially from the supes. This whole world belongs to 
them, don't let them notice you. You're in a museum, right?" He 
asked. 


"Yeah?" Hughie asked. 


"Educate yourselves, then get back to me when you've learned what 
about the shite they peddle around here," Butcher told him. 


Butcher hangs the call, and Hughie, unsure what to say to Annie, he 
tells her: 


"We're in Narnia." 


Back at Gotham City, both Frenchie and Kimiko were at a "Bat 
Burger" restaurant. To his dismay, it represented everything he 
despised. Supe worship and fast "food." The entire restaurant 
reeked of grease and smoke. The floors were barely clean, and he 
felt a piece of chewed-up gum under the table. On the other hand, 
Kimiko seemed alright with her "Bat Burger." 


A waiter came by. She was dressed as a heroine clad in purple and 
yellow known as "Batgirl". Although from what could be overheard 
from the patrons, it was a previous version of Batgirl. The first from 
what he gathered. 


"You can get these same meals at this same bat-time and same bat- 
address." She said feigning enthusiasm. 


Kimiko happily nodded as she ate her burger. 
"Merci." Frenchie said, his tone completely deadpan and apathetic. 


He heard his phone go off and saw, to his relief Mother's Milk was 
calling. 


"Yes?" He asked. 


"Good to hear from you. Is Kimiko with you? Do you know where 
you are?" Mother's Milk questioned. 


"Yes. We saw that we have entered some city known as Gotham." 
Frenchie told him. 


"| have a map... Damn, I'm sorry, my brother" Mother's Milk said 
with sympathy. 


"What?" Frenchie asked. 

"Says you're in New Jersey." Mother's Milk said. 

"No." Frenchie said in horror. "| should have known from this place." 
"Why's that?" Mother's Milk asked him. 


"This city is like Detroit and Cleveland hatefucked one another 
before conceiving a child. Then they proceeded to abuse that child 
between custody arrangements. All while the child watched old 
expressionist films." Frenchie said. 


There was radio silence between them. 


"| think that might be the most artistic way I've heard someone 
describe a city." Mother's Milk admitted. "Look, Butcher and his wife 
are in Metropolis, Delaware. Hughie and Annie are in Keystone City, 
Illinois. I'm in Star City, California. Just stay where you are, and we'll 
figure out what to do. This supe called "The Batman" runs where 
you are.” 


"Oui. We have heard of him. He only operates at night, and it is 
daytime." Frenchie told him. 


"Alright, good, stay out of trouble." Mother's Milk told him before 
hanging up. 


Back at Vought Tower, Queen Maeve had been called to an 
emergency meeting by Stan Edgar. She anxiously headed towards 
the meeting room, suspecting they had learned how Annie had 
escaped the building and why Black Noir was comatose. Until she 
saw one of Coleman's reports being played on the TVs, which was 
actually informative for the first time in her view. 


"What. The. Fuck?" She stated after seeing the report that 
Homelander and Stormfront were defeated by some super terrorists. 
As well as a new super team called "The Justice League of 
America." 


She was broken out of her trance upon hearing Ashley's frantic 
explanation. 


"His son is missing! Yet he's locked himself up in his room! 
Stormfront is trying to call him outside!" 


Maeve walked towards the meeting room and saw Stan Edgar, 
Ashley Barrett (presently pulling on her hair), and Vought's board of 
directors. 


Edgar looked just as stoic as usual, he said. 


"Queen Maeve, glad to see you have joined us." He told her with a 
small smile. 


"What the fuck is going on?" Maeve asked him. 


"As of this moment, a super terrorist attacked Planet Vought and 
managed to defeat Homelander." Edgar told her. 


Even after seeing the news report from Coleman and Edgar, Maeve 
could hardly believe what she had heard. 


"Where is he?" She asked him. 
"As of this moment, Homelander is indisposed." Edgar replied. 
"What about the other superhero team?" She asked. 


"That's where we have no fucking idea." Ashley tensely said. "We 
have been unable to find a single fucking piece of information about 


a team called the "Justice League of America". 


Maeve was taken aback upon hearing this. She looked at Stan 
Edgar, who also seemed to be puzzled. All Maeve knew was that 
she would kill for a drink or two at this moment. 


"We should take a more direct approach against Vought and their 


"products"." Batman told the other leaguers. 
The League was all gathered in the Watchtower's meeting room. 


"Then we'd run the risk of coming across as Authoritarians." Wonder 
Woman told him. 


"I've had experience dealing with this level of corruption." Batman 
told her. "When dealing with this level of rot, there's little room for 
playing nice." He added. 


"So have I." Superman told him. "Luthor had similar power, and we 
stopped him." 


"Luthor did not try to market the likes of Metallo, Bizarro, and the 
Parasite as company spokesmen," Batman argued. 


"| kind of agree with Batman on this." Flash said. "| mean, if we work 
with these "heroes" what could happen." 


"We'll have to start off slow. Start with their c-listers and work our 
way up when the time is ready." Green Lantern said. 


"We can raise awareness amongst their people and our own." 
Martian Manhunter said. 


"Shouldn't be too hard; After all, we have the media on our side." 
Aquaman said, gesturing to Clark and Wally. 


"They need to see the truth and that there is a better way." 
Superman spoke up. "Bruce?" He looked to Batman, who looked 
like he was contemplating. 


"You and | both know an alliance will not last. However, we'll need to 
find a way to remove their superpowers.” Batman said. "You have a 
sample of this "Compound V"?" Batman asked The Flash. 


"Sure thing." Flash replied, handing it over. 


"Good, we'll need our scientists to work on this." Batman said. 


"Figure out a way to nullify its effects." 


"In the meantime, I'll get Catherine and have her send footage to 
Vought." Diana said. 


"As well as locate any stragglers from their world." Martian 
Manhunter said. 


Meanwhile, back with Ryan, he remained silent and was on the 
verge of a mental breakdown. The kid named Jon said he was going 
back to get his grandparents and someone named "Conner". 
Apparently, he was on their farm. The chirping sound of crickets and 
locusts plagued his hearing. When all of a sudden, he heard 
electricity and turned around to see something worse. A large shark- 
man fusion approached him. Its jaws were opened wide enough that 
Ryan would have fit with one bite. 


Ryan screamed only for his laser vision to blast through the 
monster's mouth and slice it in two. Leaving only a pile of organs 
between the two split halves. All while the wheat started to burn. 


He tried to turn his powers off by shutting his eyes, but they returned 
full force once he opened them. 


"There he is!" He heard Jon's voice call out. 
He turned and saw the boy Jon before accidentally hitting him. 


"Jon!" an older voice cried out in concern. The originator of said 
voice was busy covering Ryans' eyes. Said hand managed to be 
immune to Ryan's laser vision as they did not get burned or 
seriously wounded. "Are you okay?" 


"I'm okay, Conner." He heard Jon call out, to Ryan's surprise. "It hurt 
a little bit, and it put a hole through my shirt." Jon said, sounding 
only mildly annoyed. "Other than that, I'm good. This is my uncle, 
Conner." Jon informed Ryan. 


"Hi there." Conner said, trying to ease Ryan's nerves to little effect. 


"Good, | kind of figured you'd be..." Conner said as he turned to 
where The Shark was. "Go back inside." He said, sounding 
unnerved. 


"Why? | just got here?" Jon complained. 


"Inside now." Conner sternly said, trying to keep the corpse away 
from Jon's sight. 


"Fine." Jon said reluctantly before heading back. 


"Okay, kid. I'm going to need you to listen to me." Conner said. "| 
need you to calm down, first. | am not going hurt you, nobody is." He 
told him. 


"| can't stop it! Help me!" Ryan pleaded. His tears were evaporating 
from the lasers. 


"| know, just let it all out. You can't hurt me I've been hit by worse." 
Conner said. 


Ryan immediately unleashed it as Conner kept a firm but gentle grip 
on the boy's face. After a while, his lasers just stopped. 


"You okay?" Conner asked. 
"Yeah." Ryan said. 


"Good, I'll take you to the farmhouse. Maybe then we'll find your 
parents." Conner said as he walked back to the house. 


He gave one last look at The Shark's body. 


" I'm going to have to call Clark about this." Conner thought to 
himself. " After | hide the body." He said. 


Don't worry, that was not King Shark. Instead, that was a minor 
C-List villain known as The Shark. Anyway please share your 
thoughts and let me know what you think. 


Earth One 


A-Trains' eyes were glued to his phone as he constantly refreshed 
the page. The search page had two words, "Stormfront" and "Nazi" 
and none of the desired results. The only news he saw regarding his 
Nazi ex-teammate was that she got her ass kicked by two supe 
terrorists. Scratch that, she and Homelander were beaten. That was 
the major takeaway in this. While the idea of Stormfront and 
Homelander getting their asses kicked was cathartic to A-Train, that 
was not what he wanted. As long as Stormfront was alive, he had no 
chance of getting back into the Seven. He tried to think of a reason 
as to why Hughie and Starlight haven't leaked his findings regarding 
Stormfront to the press. 


"What the fuck, Campbell?" He angrily muttered to himself. 


Were they dead? He would have expected to see news regarding 
that, but Homelander getting his ass kicked would drown that out. 


He heard someone open his door, and saw that it was The Deep. 
"Hey." The Deep greeted. 
A-Train faked a smile at his former teammate. 


"You saw the news regarding Homelander, right?" The Deep asked 
him. 


"No? What?" A-Train asked, his interest actually piqued. 


"You heard about that other team that stopped those terrorists?" The 
Deep asked. "The terrorists that beat Homelander and Stormfront." 


"What team?" A-Train asked, sounding genuinely surprised. He had 
only read that Homelander was defeated, and that was it. 


"They called themselves the Justice League of America. Look it up." 
The Deep explained. 


A-Train obliged and saw that his idiot cohort was telling the truth. 


"| was thinking that we could join them. Because the Seven is pretty 
much Homelander, and after that, we can tell Vought doesn't want 
Homelander." The Deep informed A-Train of his plan. 


A-Train looked at the Deep incredulously. 


"You really think Edgar wants to get rid of Homelander?" A-Train 
questioned him. 


"Yeah. | mean, you really think Edgar didn't have a plan for 
Homelander?." The Deep looked around and started to whisper 
confidently. "They clearly hired these guys to get rid of him. We 
should join them." He added. "Their name doesn't have a number, 
so there's more space to join them." 


A-Train pondered The Deep's theory. On one hand, it sounded 
utterly ridiculous. If Vought had someone stronger than Homelander, 
why wouldn't they use them in the first place? However, if the 
Seven, was at risk of being phased out then perhaps he'd need to 
find a new wagon to hitch on. A new opportunity and a chance to 
wipe away his debt. 


"Sounds like a good idea." A-Train said with a smile on his face. A 
conceited one, unbeknown to the Deep. 


"| don't think the kid is with any of them." Butcher told Becca. 


"Goddammit." Becca muttered as tears slowly poured from her eyes 
from stress and frustration. 


Billy looked at his wife, concerned. 
"It'll be alright. He'll pop up somewhere." Butcher said. 


Butcher took note of her grief. He had never seen Becca so 
emotional during their time together. Despite the horrible 
circumstances of his conception, she clearly loved the kid. He felt a 
part of himself regret his deal with Edgar. While the rest of him tried 


to snuff that out to no avail. 


"You told me there are cities that don't even exist. We are in one of 
them right now." Becca told him. 


"| know. Becca, look at me. We no longer have to worry about that 
cunt looming down on us." Butcher told him. "We are safer here." He 
added. 


While he did not trust any of the supes here, he decided that old 
saying " Better the devil you know..." was not an option. 


That was until he heard screams not far from them. A crowd of 
people was running towards them... No running away from 
something. Butcher threw his wife and himself out of the path of the 
stampeding crowd. 


They landed in the bushes. After the crowd ran past them. Butcher 
looked up and saw what caused them to run. 


lt was a monster that had no skin, but rather muscles. Muscles that 
were oddly enough purple. There were also solid white lines around 
his body that mimicked a leotard. The creatures' eyes were small 
and pitch black. Its teeth looked like that of a lamprey. In its hands 
was a young man struggling to escape its grip. The monster's hand 
began to glow as Butcher saw the man dissolve into a lifeless husk 
before his very eyes. 


"We need to move, now ." Butcher whispered to his wife. 


They began to crawl away from the monster. Until they saw a 
shadow loom over them. 


They looked around and saw the creature standing over them. They 
both grabbed their pistols and shot the creature to no avail as it 
appeared to be bulletproof. 


"| need more." It told the couple as it reached out to grab them. 


Suddenly, a cold, strong gust of wind instantly froze the monster into 
a block of ice. Almost instantly, Billy and Becca were in the air, slung 
over the shoulder of their rescuer. She appeared to be female, 


judging by her long, blonde hair. She had a cape resembling 
Superman's with a golden logo that matched it. 


"It's okay. | got you." She told them, trying to calm them down. 
"Put us down!" Butcher demanded. 


They were put on the ground and got a better look at her. She 
appeared to be in the same age range as Hughie and Annie. She 
wore a blue long-sleeve shirt and a red skirt that reached her knees 
and matched her thigh-high boots. Her eyes were a unique shade of 
blue. She was wearing the same symbol as Superman did. Her cape 
differed as there appeared to be a golden trim on the sides. 
Butcher's attitude seemed to do little to aggravate her, judging by 
the expression on her face. 


Butcher overheard the civilians commentating on what was 
happening. There he heard that the young woman was known as 
"Supergirl." 


Supergirl fired a beam of heat vision at a nearby lamp pole and 
grabbed it before it fell. She flew back to the park with her 
improvised weapon in hand. 


"What just happened?" Becca asked her husband. 


Supergirl flew back to where the Parasite had been frozen and saw 
that he had just managed to break out of the ice. 


"Jones, make this easier for yourself and surrender." She sternly 
told him as she flew above him. 


"The power of the sun, just what | need!" Jones roared as he stared 
at Supergirl with starved eyes 


"Sorry, but | think you've had your fill!" Kara replied before hitting 
him with the lamp pole. Knocking him back a couple yards. 


However, the Parasite was far from a pushover and swatted at her 
next attempt. Knocking the pole out of her hand. He leaped into the 


air after Supergirl, but she dodged him. Knowing Parasites' powers, 
Kara decided to forgo physically hitting him. As well as using her 
heat vision in case he managed to absorb it. Instead, she blew a 
gust of air to send him down faster. The Parasite made a small 
impact crater when he landed before getting up. He let out a roar of 
anger before grabbing the solid rock beneath his feet and throwing it 
at her. However, the rock missed Kara, but soon Kara saw where it 
was heading towards a nearby building. Kara flew towards the rock 
and caught it. It was there when Kara saw why he threw the rock. 
The Parasite tackled Kara by jumping through the rock and 
managed to grab her. Slowly, Kara felt her powers slipping away as 
The Parasites’ grip tightened and grew stronger. Thinking fast, Kara, 
headbutts Jones, causing him to let go of her. His hands go to his 
forehead to ease his pain before he is punched up in the air. The 
Parasite landed in the park. 


Kara looked around to use something against Jones until she saw it 
was not that far from her. An idea began to hatch. Supergirl flew up 
in the air, and, sure enough, Jones did as well. She estimated that 
he would only be able to fly for a minute, considering he only 
managed to grab her for a couple seconds. Jones began to chase 
after Supergirl. She flew above the skyscrapers to keep him from 
destroying any property. All while keeping count at the forty-second 
mark, Kara descended to where she planned. Jones followed her, 
but soon found out the hard way when he landed on the freshly laid 
asphalt. Supergirl used her heat vision to further liquify it at his feet, 
submerging his ankles. Parasite roared in pain, but soon found he 
could not break free. As Kara used her cold breath to freeze it 
entirely. Parasite tried to break free, but was losing energy fast. Not 
a moment later, the Metropolis Special Crimes Unit arrived to detain 
him. 


Mother's Milk saw Star City's airport, which looked fairly advanced 
despite the littering and graffiti. He was on his way when he heard 
someone Say. 


"Hey, man, can ya hand me a dollar." Said a young man in trashed 
clothes. 


"Sorry, | don't have change." He answered. 


"The guy asked nicely." Another one said, and three more came 
along. "What's your problem, don't you have any social 
conscience?" 


"Nice backpack he got there." 


They started to surround MM, but before doing anything, he 
punched the nearest one on the chin and fell instantly, spitting 
blood. Two jumped on his back as the punched thug got up. 


"Heer cruacked ma' fuckling teef!" He barely said, spitting blood. 
"Fuck, ma’ tlongue!" 


MM was overpowered, three guys over him holding him down, the 
wounded thug grabbed a piece of wood from the floor and was 
ready to bash against MM's head. Suddenly, the piece of wood flew 
out of his hand. It was stuck on a wall with a green arrow. 


"Aw, gar jammit!" He said as he realized what was about to happen. 


An arrow with a cylindrical head hit the criminal on the cheek and he 
was knocked out. MM looked up, and there was Star City's hero, the 
Green Arrow. Wearing a hat just like Robin Hood's, wearing tights 
and boots of two colors, green and darker green, the man with a 
blonde goatee shot an arrow on the ground and ziplined down as 
the three thugs tried to run. The Green Arrow let off the zipline and, 
before his feet touched the ground, shot three arrows 
simultaneously and knocked them all out. The Green Arrow gave his 
hand to MM to get up, he reluctantly accepted. 


"Thanks." MM said as he measured the Green Arrow. " How the fuck 
doesn't his hat falls off?" MM thought. 


"Just so you know, Star City is usually nicer to people new in town." 
The Green Arrow started to collect from the ground the arrows he 
shot. "People don't realize how much these cost. I'm not made of 
money. Look at these." Green Arrow took one of his arrows from his 
quiver and gave it to MM. "Does this look cheap?" 


"Hm, no." MM said, sort of weirded out by the behavior. "Hold on, 


how do you know I'm new in town." 


"You're carrying a backpack, and one could easily assume you're 
coming from the airport." The arrow MM held shot gas into his face 
causing him to pass out. "Also, the League sent me the profile of 
some wanted criminals from your Earth." The Green Arrow takes his 
arrow back from MM's hand. "Works every time." He stated proudly. 


Leaving the Flash Museum, Annie told Hughie. 


"| don't like this. | don't trust Butcher. He acts like he knows it all, but 
he's just as clueless as us." 


"Hey," Hughie held Annie's arms. "I know it's weird and scary, but 
we just need to stay alive. You saw the museum; they have all sorts 
of portals here. We're going home and..." 


Hughie felt a sudden hit of wind against his face, less than a second, 
and noticed some speed blur taking Annie away. He immediately 
heard a motorcycle crashing where Annie had been standing. 


"Annie..." Hughie stared at his hands as if he expected to find 
himself still holding her arms. 


"Hey." Somebody patchedHughie's shoulder, and he saw a young 
speedster wearing yellow next to Annie. "Your girlfriend nearly got 
hit. You're welcome." 


"Second Kid-Flash, original Impulse." Answered a disturbed Hughie. 
"Cool, you paid attention to the tour." 


Hughie felt a lasso around his body and was pulled to the museum's 
roof. There he sees other civilians and Annie is brought to him by 
Kid-Flash at super-speed. A young blonde supe in red used her 
lasso on him. 


"Stay here. We need names and identities afterward to be sure 
everybody is safe." 


The two superheroes left the roof and started a fight against a group 
of supervillains, each wearing rainbow colors. 


"Fuck me." Remarked Annie. 


Back in Gotham City, Frenchie and Kimiko had managed to find a 
forger. He was Italian-American and had a rather large nose. 
Frenchie thought he looked familiar, but that was not important at 
the moment. He looked relatively young, probably at most thirty 
years old, and because of this, Frenchie realized he was being 
scammed. Namely because of their pictures. 


"What do you mean this I'm trying to scam you?!" The forger 
defended himself. 


"In what way does this resemble nous?" Frenchie asked, completely 
irritated. 


He showed the guy their fake IDs. Frenchie looked to be completely 
bald. 


"So what? Just shave your fucking head!" The forger told him. 
"What about her?" Frenchie said, showing him Kimiko's ID. 

Her image had hair, albeit much bushier. 

"Take her to a salon or somethin'!" The man told him. 

"I'm not paying for this merde.." Frenchie said. 

He pulled out his gun. 

"You'd better reconsider, Pierre ." He told Frenchie. 

Kimiko stepped in quickly, knocking the gun out of the forgers' hand 
before lifting him in the air, and pinning him against the wall. A// with 


one arm. 


"Jesus Christ!" The man yelled in terror. 


"Now, what were you going to do?" Frenchie coyly questioned him. 
"I'm sorry, man, | don't wanna fuck with a meta!" 

"A what?" Frenchie asked, confused with the terminology. 

"A meta? Y'know, the chick has powers." 

"Don't you mean a supe? As in super-abled?" 

"What? No, meta, as in meta-human." 

Frenchie smiled and put out a notepad and took notes. 


"It's incroyable." Frenchie said as he wrote this new piece of 
information. "Now, about those ID's." Kimiko started pressing the 
forger tighter against the wall. 


"Alright! Alright! | can get you a better ID at my apartment! It's just 
upstairs! Just put me down!" He pleaded. 


"Bien, put him down, mon coeur." Frenchie told Kimiko, which she 
obliged. 


The man fixed his collar angrily, muttering under his breath for a bit 
as Frenchie and Kimiko followed him. Said apartment looked just 
about as dirty as they paint on the walls looked chipping, the wood 
looked old, and a pungent aroma was in the air. Frenchie took notice 
of a door to his right. It looked to be about three to four stories high. 


"Hey! Don't go in there! We got a resident who doesn't like to be 
disturbed." The forger told him. 


Frenchie took note of what he had said. Sounded something a supe 
used. He turned to Kimiko. 


"Plus tard." He whispered into her ear. She nodded. 
The forger lived on the top floor. 


"| just want to make it clear. None of you are with the Bat, right?" 
The forger questioned him. 


"No, fuck Batman." Frenchie told him. 


"Good, that's what | like to hear. Cocksucker threw my uncle in 
Blackgate for twenty years when he first started out. Ruined 
everythin’ by taking out Falcone and Maroni! Now you got freaks like 
The Joker runnin’ around cause of him!" The Forger told them, his 
anger was palpable. 


"The IDs." Frenchie said. 
"Yeah, whatever. Come inside." The Forger told them. 


Like everything else in the apartment. It was filthy with clothing 
strewn everywhere. As well as, a couple of beer cans scattered 
around the floor. It took some time, but the Forger managed to get 
them what they needed. 


"That's about five hundred dollars." The Forger said. 


Frenchie handed him a wad of cash. He looked through it earlier 
before meeting with the man. He assumed his wallet was loaded 
with cash like the others. Frenchie actually took the time and was 
surprised to see that it had 10 hundreds, 8 fifties, 15 twenties, and 
20 tens. 


Frenchie and Kimiko left the guys apartment and headed 
downstairs. That was when Frenchie took note of the door that the 
forger told him. He hoped that the resident of said apartment was a 
supe enacting some distrubed fantasy. A fantasy he could exploit as 
per usual. When he tried to open the door it was locked. 


"Kimi." He told Kimiko who walked over to him. 


She tore through the door as though it were plywood and saw that 
there were a set of steps. They walked down the steps and a sound 
echoed. As they got closer it sounded like singing. An operatic duet 
from the sounds of it. They got to the door and realized the other 
voice was singing along to a recording, albeit offkey. Kimiko opened 
the door and the singing was interrupted by a squeal. Frenchie 
looked at the perpetrator. He was a large, rotund man wearing a pig 
mask holding a bloody knife. He wore a buttoned shirt stained with 


blood and a red bow tie with a black apron covering it. 


The entire room looked like the set piece of a horror movie, with the 
tile floor covered in grime and blood. Up on the ceiling were cages 
with plenty of would-be victims hanging on for dear life. Their skin 
was pale and the hair on some began to grow white. All of their eyes 
were stained by frightened tears. In the center of the room was the 
poor unfortunate victim, whose entire body was covered in stitches. 
Attached to their face was a porcelain doll mask. Frenchie looked at 
this, his eyes completely open. He was expecting to find something 
depraved, but he was not expecting this. 


Professor Pyg let out a snort. 


"Pyg can fix you." He told Frenchie and Kimiko while brandishing. 
"Pyg can make you perfect." He added. 


Suddenly, Frenchie was grabbed by more doll mask-wearing 
individuals. He screamed as he tried to break free. Kimiko freed 
herself quickly. She snapped the neck of one before punching a hole 
through the stomach of the other. 


Pyg cried out in despair at the loss of his two dollotrons. He ran over 
to their corpses, cradling them in his arms like a parent would their 
own child. 


"Get them!" He ordered the rest. 


Frenchie and Kimiko went up the stairs, not even looking back. 
Frenchie reasoned the Police would discover this in no time. 


Homelander stood in front of the mirror, looking at his chest. The 
wound was extensive, every time he touched it, something weird 
happened... pain. It was the first time he had ever felt that in his 
entire life. He stared with anger and resentment. His lips were 
shaking, as if he was about to cry, when he was interrupted by 
Ashley opening the door and immediately taking the extra suit next 
to him. 


"What?"Asked Homelander. 


"You better come outside. Those guys are in front of the Seven's 
Tower." 


"Who?" 


The Justice League of America hovered above the Seven's Tower, 
blurred by the sun and standing almost majestically over the 
corporate building. Batman, Aquaman, and the Flash stood upon a 
base made of green energy. Once Homealnder is reunited with 
Queen Maeve and Stormfront on the rooftop, they land in front of 
them. 


"We apologize for any disturbance." Says Wonder Woman. "We 
don't mean any form of disrespect against your Earth's rules. We'd 
just like to have a meeting." 


Homelander measured Superman, almost laughing at his suit " My 
number one fan apparently." he thought. Batman seemingly created 
an uncomfortable atmosphere of intimidation against all of them. 
Yet, this moment was broken when Ashley loudly answered Diana. 


"Sure! Mr. Edgar already authorized a meeting the moment we saw 
your footage, very impressive! Please come in." 


The Justice League and the Seven are sitting at the main table 
altogether. Homelander was the only one standing, his hands 
behind his cape, looking on edge. Wonder Woman informed the 
Seven. 


"We understand you all must have lots of questions." 


"Just one." Replied Homelander. "Where is my son?" He added in 
an authoritarian tone of voice. 


Hearing that, the Martian Manhunter apologized. 


"We did not know that was your child, | apologize. | don't usually 
make mental varredures in these sorts of situations. The crowds 
seem to find it quite intrusive..." 


"You know what | find intrusive?" Interrupted Stormfront. "A flash 
popping in my head while I'm passed out. | already know what Ryan 


looks like, thank you very much. Now, you heard Homelander, 
where is Ryan?" 


Superman decided to join in the conversation. 


"We don't know. I'm very sorry, but that's the truth. | can perfectly 
understand why you're concerned, but the threats we might face in 
this reality are still unknown. We want to earn your trust, and..." 


"Who the fuck are you guys?" Maeve questioned. "No, everybody is 
concerned about this kid, but | want to know about the crazy devil- 
thing that showed up. What was that? And the magician, and 
Homelander being defeated, tell me, what the fuck was all that? 
Who the fuck are you, and why have we never heard of any of you.’ 


Silence took the room, just for a few seconds. 


"We are the Justice League of America." The Batman spoke. "We 
are the main group and five out of seven founding members of the 
Justice League Unlimited, a private global defense initiative 
extending to Justice League International, Justice League Dark, 
Justice League Europe, Batman Incorporated, and Young Justice. 
We protect the world against any super-powered threat regardless 
of origin. I'm Batman, and these are Superman, Wonder Woman, 
Green Lantern, Flash, Aquaman, and Martian Manhunter. !'ll 
assume | don't have to say who is who." 


"And how exactly we never heard of any of you?" Homelander 
asked. 


"Because we come from an alternative Earth in the multiverse, 
‘Earth-One’ you may call it." 


"That's a whole load of bullcrap." Mocked Maeve. "You expect us to 
believe this. Stop playing. Can you tell me how they hurt 
Homelander..." 


"You least know what happened to him?" 


As Homelander interrupted, Batman noticed something interesting. It 
seemed like he was motivated by the subject of his defeat being 
brought up. Batman could see microexpressions of shame the 


moment Queen Maeve said the words "... he hurt Homelander...". 
Stan Edgar interrupted the meeting. 


"That's enough. | heard enough. Homelander, Stormfront, and 
Queen Maeve, please, you are all excused. This is clearly a 
fabricated story and a waste of time." 


"You would know about fabricating stories, wouldn't you?" 
Pronounced Superman as he got up and confronted Edgar. "Biggest 
man in the world leading the biggest company doesn't even need 
superpowers, right?" Superman crossed his arms, and Edgar could 
feel a sense of familiarity when Superman spoke. 


"Do | Know you?" 
"Close enough." 


"| really liked Breaking Bad." Said the Flash, and the whole room got 
awkward. "You know, because he looks like Gus. Have you seen 
that statue on the outside? Looks just like that dude from 
Supernatural, like, wow... I'm sorry, guys, can we just show them 
the portal and finish this?" 


Batman pressed a button on his belt, and a vast portal opened right 
in the middle of the Seven's conference room, as if the room 
expanded to the other side of the portal, which looked like a space 
station. Edgar recomposed his posture as it seemed he was wrong. 
Homelander is the first to walk through the portal carelessly, 
followed by Stormfront. Superman announced to Maeve, Ashley, 
and Edgar. 


"Please, you're all welcome. It's safe. We usually travel with 
teleportation, but we agreed it would disturb you." 


Once inside, all the visitors looked around, trying to find how they 
made what looked like something too sophisticated for their movies. 
Ashley gasped, as she saw Earth through the window. 


"We're in space.” She says. 


"Not your space, sorry." Replies Flash. "That is our home. It's Earth- 
One. You're in our universe." 


Batman comes to them with a man wearing a blue and red uniform 
with an atomic symbol on the suit's forehead."Now that we proved 
our story, meet the Atom. He's the man who's going to wake up 
Black Noir." He said. 


Molotov-Ribbentrop 


The three remaining members of the Seven sat in front of the 
Justice League, with Stand Edgar and Ashley next to them. The 
Vought employees read a flyer called " Welcome to the multiverse." 
a series of explanations of the existence of many Earths 
accompanied by a comic strip of cartoon animal versions of the 
Justice League meeting different Earths. Queen Maeve left her flyer 
on the desk and kept staring at the door, expecting something 
terrible was about to happen. Homelander couldn't take it too 
seriously, he put on a smile and pointed to the flyer. 


"That's very enlightening." Homelander said. "Infinite Earths, yours, 
ours, | think we pretty much get it." 


"Captain Carrot made these flyers," The Flash explained. "He's from 
this cartoon Earth, and we agreed these would help people." 


"Alright, now that we all understand what is happening, can you tell 
us why you came to my Earth?" 


"12 days ago, people from our universe started to disappear 
seemingly at random." Batman said. "We then found people from 
your universe here. Something happened to the structure of the 
multiverse which created a breach between Earth-One and your 
Earth." 


"Why is your Earth, Earth-One?" Homelander questioned, seemingly 
bothered. 


"Simple." The Flash said and started to vibrate his hand, making a 
low-pitched noise. "Different universes operate in different 
vibrational frequencies, from lower to higher pitch. Our Earth 
operates in a low pitch and is Earth-One. Earth-Two has a higher 
pitch," The Flash changes the speed of his hand, and the noise gets 
higher pitched. "Earth-Three is even higher, and so it goes." 


"And that is pretty usual for you?" Stormfront questioned as she 
showed the flyer. "Least that's what it looks like based on 'Captain 


Carrot's little guidebook for mentally challenged children." 


"Listen, lady, we know what we're doing, and we are here to help." 
Green Lantern said, feeling hostility from Stormfront. "You come 
from one of those realistic Earths with no aliens or magic, Faust did 
a number on you, but we can make sure that doesn't happen." 


"Aliens? Magic? You gotta be fucking kidding." Maeve said. 


"They're telling the truth." Homelander said very seriously. "I can 
hear their heartbeats." 


"Okay, | believe you, but why do you look like us? Look at her," She 
points at Wonder Woman. "I literally had a suit like this pitched to 
me. Not just her, you all mirror the Seven." 


"That's an odd constant in many Earths of the multiverse," 
Superman explained. He smiled as if trying to break the tension 
Maeve and the others had. "We met other teams similar to us 
before. There was The League of Honor, Squadron Supreme, and 
the Guardians of the Globe. All these teams had a trinity and other 
members similar to the rest of the League." 


"We gave you the whole truth, and now we want cooperation," 
Batman told them. "Green Lantern is right. Felix Faust is just one 
among many supervillains from our world. He thought he could 
easily dominate your Earth, he was right, but we intervened." 


Stan Edgar got up. 


“The whole truth you claimed, Batman. It quickly came to me that all 
the information the Justice League has revealed is likely public 
knowledge in your entire world. You offered information that, in your 
reality, can be accessed by a thirteen-year-old checking google and 
tried to sell them as signs of great respect. This and the fact your 
version of Homelander keeps looking at me with a clear despite 
does not inspire trust. Do not think for a second that Vought is under 
your disposition." 


Batman took a deep breath and pressed a button on the table. Black 
Noir and the Atom came inside the room accompanied by a woman 


with long dark hair and a purple dress entered the room. She had a 
noticed birthmark under her right eye. 


"Atom managed to wake Black Noir. Consider it a proof of loyalty.” 
Batman said. "And this is Catherine Colbert. She's the 
representative and administrator of Justice League Unlimited affairs. 
Ms. Colbert will discuss with you the terms of an alliance." 


"Fucking great," Maeve said. "They even have an Ashley." 


Edgar and Ashley followed Catherine Colbert. Black Noir held 
Ashley's arm in her way, he took interest in the flyer and asked for it. 


"Ashley," Homelander said. "Give your comic book to Black Noir." 


"| didn't finish yet," Ashley said. "There are a few things I'm still 
confused..." 


Homelander gave her one look, and Ashley handed Black Noir the 
flyer. With that, the four remaining members of the Seven followed 
the League to the main room where they met two other 
superheroes, a redhead Green Lantern in a different suit and a 
young woman wearing a red outfit with a big yellow lightning bolt on 
her torso. 


"Right now, we have more immediate affairs." Batman said. "We 
believe Plastic-Man, one of our members, got lost on your Earth. 
These are Green Lantern and Mary Marvel. For now, they'll be 
joining our ranks." 


Maeve turned to John Stewart. 
"How many Green Lanterns are there?" She asked. 


"7204, not counting JSA's Sentinel who used to go by Green 
Lantern." John Stewart answered. 


Guy Gardner flies straight to Homelander. 
"Check it out. It's the guy from Banshee. | fucking love that show." 


"What is he talking about?" Homelander asked. 


"| Know it's weird, but we found you guys look just like some actors 
from our Earth." The Flash answered. 


"We ran facial recognition on you. The names that came out were 
Christopher Reeves, Lynda Carter, and Phil Lamarr." Homelander 
said. "All actors, one dead and the rest too old. Why is that?" 


"Just a thing of the multiverse." The Atom said. 
Stormfront stares down Mary Marvel and makes a remark about her. 
"She looks exactly like Judy Garland." 


"Hi, | think you're like your Earth's version of me." Mary Marvel 
shows a bit of yellow electricity running through her body. "That's 
cool. After the thousands of Supermen and versions of my brother, 
I've really only met two like me, Golden Gail and Thunder Girl. 
What's your name?" 


The two shake hands as Stormfront answers. 
"I'm Stormfront." 
Mary Marvel's smile faded away. 


"That means something a bit different on our Earth." Mary Marvel 
said. 


Frenchie and Kimiko ran out of the apartment complex, sprinting as 
fast as they managed. None of them were willing to look back. 
Fatigue started to kick in as Frenchie stopped to catch his breath. 
The adrenaline had worn off as he could practically hear his 
heartbeat. 


"That... Was... Fucked... Up." He said between pants. 
Kimiko went over to him and rubbed his back. 


"I'm good!" He told her. "What a city..." He said. 


"If you think Gotham's bad, just wait until you see Bludhaven." A 
voice called up from above. 


Frenchie looked up and saw who said that. He looked to be a young 
man around Hughie's age. Wearing a black leotard with a bluebird 
emblem in the center. On his face was a black domino mask. 


"If you're looking for the pig murder surgeon. He's back at an 
apartment building." Frenchie said. Silently cursing himself for not 
knowing the address. 


"Yeah, | know. We've already sent some of our people over there." 
Nightwing told him. 


"Then why are you talking to me?" Frenchie asked, not liking where 
this was going. 


"| don't know, Serge. What exactly are you planning to do in 
Gotham?" Nightwing told him. 


" Merde." Frenchie said to himself. 


"I'm sorry. | think you are confusing me with someone else." 
Frenchie told him trying to be coy. 


"Sorry, it's just that | have a list of fugitives from this other world. You 
happen to resemble one of them, as does your friend." Nightwing 
told him. "He's described as having a "French" accent like yours." 
Nightwing said putting air quotes when he said the word "French". 


"It could be a coincidence." Frenchie said. 


"Alright, can | ask about the literal blood on your friend's hands?" 
Nightwing gestured. 


Kimiko looked at her arm and noticed there was still blood on them. 


"Look, both of you, just come along quietly." Nightwing told him. "I 
guarantee it's better with me than with the man himself. Hell, if I'm 
being honest, he's far from the worst person you can run into here." 
He added. 


"Thanks, but no." Frenchie told him. He pulled out his gun, but 
before pulling the trigger, something hit his hand, causing him to 
drop the gun. He held it out in pain. He looked up at Nightwing, 
holding two other throwing weapons. 


"Really should have taken the offer." Nightwing said, before using 
his other hand to drop a small ball at their feet. A cloud of smoke 
started to form around the pair. 


Frenchie could barely see anything as smoke obscured his lungs. 
He couldn't even speak. All he could do was cough when he opened 
his mouth. It took over a minute, but eventually, the smoke cleared. 
Then he saw Kimiko collapse on the ground, unconscious. He ran to 
her and found that she had been shot with some tranquilizer darts. It 
looked like she was shot at least six times, from the darts he could 
see embedded into her. 


"Those were meant for the Dollotrons; | had used them all on her. 
Her dosage would be enough to knock out a full-grown Elephant." 
Nightwing told him. 


Frenchie pulled out a knife and glared at the superhero. Nightwing 
let out a sigh and brought out his escrima sticks. 


"Alright, fine." Nightwing said. 


Frenchie lunged at him, only for Nightwing to block it with one stick 
and use the other one on Frenchie's wrist. Frenchie dropped the 
knife but threw a punch with his other hand. Nightwing dodged it, 
and to Frenchie's amazement, jumped over him before kicking him 
in the back. Frenchie was thrown a couple inches from the impact. 
He tried to ease the pain he felt in his back by turning over. He then 
felt Nightwing pin him down on the ground. His wrists then felt 
something cold and metallic over them: handcuffs. He then saw him 
go over to Kimiko and proceeded to cuff her as well. 


"Oracle, I've got two members of that hero killer group." Nightwing 
said, sounding slightly proud. 


"Good to hear, though I'm afraid you've won second place." Oracle 
teased. 


"Who got first?" Nightwing said. 


"Black Canary told me Green Arrow got another one not too long 
ago. He found him at the airport." She replied. 


"Well, good for him," Nightwing said. "You just know GA was looking 
forward to taking down someone who worked for the CIA... Well, a 
CIA." He added. 


This caught Frenchie's attention. He noticed that Kimiko was starting 
to stir awake near her was the zipper on his jacket. He quietly 
snatched it on the ground and began to pick the lock. 


"Ex-ClA and yeah. Honestly, from what I've listened into, from 
Batman and the League sounds like that Earth would be hell for 
him." Oracle said. 


"Indeed, you think he was trying to fly to Gotham. | mean, Star City 
to Gotham is a long flight." Nightwing said. 


At this point, Frenchie and Kimiko realized that Mother's Milk had 
been captured. 


"Mother fucker!" He muttered as he kept fiddling with the lock. 
Frenchie managed to unlock the handcuffs as a startled Kimiko 
broke free. The pair fled 


Nightwing took notice of this. 


"Alright, nobody said this would be easy." He told himself as he 
grappled onto a nearby rooftop. 


Billy and Becca walked away from the park, having managed to 
escape during the confusion. They stopped in an alleyway. 


"This is pointless! We're getting nowhere!" Becca told Billy, 
frustration growing evident. 


"We need to regroup," Butcher told her. 


"Where?" Becca questioned him in an unconvinced tone. 
Butcher was about to respond when someone cut him off. 
"You there." A man demanded. 


Becca and Butcher turned and saw three men decked in armor that 
read "SCU". 


"You two shot firearms at Parasite. Not wise. IDs, please." One of 
them said. 


"Back off, mate, FBI." Butcher said and pulled his fake badge. 
"I'll need to see hers." 


"| just showed you mine. What the matter? Need an extra sticker on 
your little book?" 


"Hey, screw you-" 


"| recognize her. She's one of us." A gray-haired man with thick 
eyebrows said. "She's a cop. A lab cop, so | don't know what she 
was doing with a gun." 


"It's my own gun." Becca said. "For self-defense." 


"I'd think those Central City freaks would teach you better. You can 
go, Spivot. Heard that, fellas?" 


"Understood, Lieutenant Turpin." The SCU officers said before 
departing. 


Becca and Billy were both taken aback by this. The couple let out a 
sigh of relief and walked out of the alleyway. 


"What was that?" Becca asked. "He looked at me, sure | was 
someone else." 


"| don't know. Not yet. I'll call MM." Butcher told her as he got his 
phone out. 


Butcher began to call, but to his confusion. Nobody picked up. He 


called again, but again, no response. A look of concern grew on his 
face. 


"Something's wrong." He told her. "MM would respond, especially 
now." Butcher explained. 


"You think he's been caught?" Becca asked. 
Butcher's face soured. 
"Fucking cunts!" He's angrily yelled, kicking a trash can. 


He began to call Hughie. 


Hughie and Annie watched the younger heroes take on the 
supervillains on the rooftop. Annie overheard from some civilians 
that the supervillains were known as "The Rainbow Raiders". 
However, that was not their biggest concern at the moment. 


"Why can't we jump off?" Hughie asked her. 


"| could injure you. | might not be able to properly brace for the fall." 
She told him. 


Just then, Hughie felt his phone vibrating in his pocket. In all this 
excitement, he forgot that it was put on vibrate after Butcher's call in 
the museum. 


"Butcher?" Hughie asked. 

"The cunts got MM." He told them in a cautious tone. 
Hughie felt his heart stop for a moment. 

"What?" Hughie asked. 


"| said they got Mother's Milk. You need to get far from where you 
are now!" Butcher angrily whispered into the phone. 


Hughie hung up and turned to Annie. She looked worried. 


"That was Butcher they got MM." Hughie told her. 
"Fuck." Annie muttered. 


"We need to get off this rooftop." He told her. "Just carry me and 
jump." 


Just then, Annie noticed a firetruck ladder. 


"Everyone, please take your time and slowly take the ladder." A 
fireman said. 


Needless, to say, Annie and Hughie did not waste their time being 
the first two on the ladder. 


Frenchie and Kimiko ran through the Gotham sewers. Frenchie 
paused to catch his breath. 


"We need to call the others, and warn them." Frenchie told her. 


He took out his phone and saw that there was no signal to his 
frustration. 


"We'll need to get above ground." He told Kimiko. 
She nodded when suddenly, a wingding was thrown in front of them. 
They turned around and saw Nightwing again. 


"| know this sounds cliche, but you're only delaying the inevitable." 
He told them. 


Frenchie turned around and flipped him off. 


"You really want to do it in the sewers?" Nightwing asked. "I know 
you both are tourists, but | am the least of your worries down here." 
He warned them. 


Both slowly approached him as his eyes darted towards the ravine 
next to them. The water began to bubble, and in the next instant, a 
massive figure leaped out of the water and grabbed Frenchie. 


Kimiko was pushed back by a swipe of his razor-sharp claws. 
Frenchie screamed as he was held in the air by his reptilian-Esque 
captor. He was around seven feet tall, covered in green scales, and 
sharp teeth that were ready to tear through his captor. His sclera 
was yellow and bloodshot red. The only clothes he wore were a pair 
of ripped black trousers. The residents of Gotham knew him as 
Waylon Jones, better known as Killer Croc. 


Acting fast, Nightwing threw an escrima stick at Croc's face. It hit 

him straight on his nose, causing Croc to release Frenchie. Croc 

grabbed his nose. Frenchie immediately went to Kimiko, and they 
ran as fast as their legs could carry them. 


When he removed his hands from his eyes, Croc saw that his meal 
had left him and angrily turned to Nightwing. 


"You're gonna regret that bird boy." Killer Croc snarled at Nightwing. 


"I'm already going to regret the lecture I'll be sure to receive. So why 
don't we make this quick, Jones." Nightwing joked. 


Croc roared as he lunged at Nightwing, only for the former Robin to 
leap over him. Nightwing threw a wing ding at Croc, striking the 
man-beast in the forehead. Croc quickly recovered from this and 
charged once more. Killer Croc threw a series of scratches at 
Nightwing who dodged all but one of them. 


It hit him on the right side of his ribs, causing Nightwing let out a 
pained yell that echoed the sewers. Croc pinned him to the ground 
and tried to bite him. Dick held Croc's head back, but he kept getting 
closer. Nightwing looked and noticed a rock on the ground. He 
grabbed it with one hand and immediately hit Croc right in the teeth. 
Croc roared in pain, clutching his mouth. The rock managed to chip 
a couple and knock one or two out of his mouth. Nightwing grabbed 
his escrima sticks and turned on the stun function. He worked in 
tandem, starting at Croc's right leg and using his stick on his left 
shoulder. Bringing Croc to one knee and being stunned. Then, he let 
out a series of electrified jabs to Croc's chest and stomach. Finally, 
Nightwing knocked out Croc by holding his electrified weapons on 
both sides of Croc's neck. Croc's roars were silenced before he 
collapsed onto the ground unconscious. 


Nightwing panted in relief. His sides still hurt, and he could see there 
was some bleeding. 


"Dick, are you alright?" Barbara asked him, wholly concerned. 


"I'm fine, Barb. The good news is we can list that manhunt on Croc 
as over." He told her as he started to tie Croc up. 


"The other two ran off, I'm assuming." Oracle guessed. 


"Yeah," Nightwing said before noticing something on the ground. It 
was a phone. "Although | don't think they'll be lost for long." He said 
as he picked it up. 


"Could you call Dinah and Ollie over? | think it's time we began to 
compare notes." He told her. 


Mother's Milk regained consciousness, his eyelids are heavy, but 
he's slowly getting his strength back. "He's up." Said the voice of a 
woman. MM looked around and realized he was in some kind of 
bunker where everything was green, and he could feel his hands 
cuffed. In front of him was the Green Arrow, and next to him stood a 
woman with light blonde hair, blue eyes, and the physique of a 
female wrestler. 


"Green Arrow to Watchtower, Milk is up." Green Arrow said. "Alright, 
I'll be bringing him in a minute." 


"Where am |?" MM angrily asked. 
"You're in the Quiver." 
"That's a dumbass name." MM said. 


"Hey, it fits my theme." The Green Arrow opened a water bottle and 
offered MM, who was reluctant. "This is your water, don't worry, I'm 
not Batman." MM drank the water. "Marvin T. Milk, former CIA and 

not from this Earth." 


"From what | knew, it was the only Earth." MM answered. 


"It's weird, | know. | remember my first experience with the 
Multiverse. There was an Earth with an evil Superman who killed 
me. | used to call this the Arrow-Cave; | took the Quiver from the 
dead Arrow. Sounds crazy, doesn't it? | prefer to help the little guy, 
like you with the kids in juvie. What exactly did you do with the CIA 
then?" 


"Your goatee-ass really think I'm dumb enough to talk just after 
some fake bonding?" 


"Mr. Milk, I'm Black Canary," The woman said. "We don't expect you 
to betray your partners, but what about Vought? Based on what we 
know, you and the others may have valid reasons to be against 
them. Right now, the JLA is starting an alliance with Vought. Could 
you give us some insight?" 


MM gave a few seconds of thought. He didn't know how helpful it 
would be to answer. 


"Things are different things here, crazier, but you had World War II? 
Nazis? Commies?" MM asked. 


"Unfortunately." Green Arrow answered. 
"You know what the Molotov-Ribbentrop Pact was?" 


"Deal between the Nazis and the Soviets not to attack each other 
during the war. Hitler broke the deal and attacked the Soviets." 


"Here's your answer." 
Then Green Arrow heard something on his earpiece. 
"They're ready." Green Arrow told Black Canary. 


Black Canary uncuffed MM and pulled him by his arm. MM felt her 
grip wasn't so tight, she didn't have super-strength, and Green 
Arrow wasn't paying attention. For one second, he thought about 
fighting, but Black Canary warned him. 


"Mr. Milk, for your good, don't try... anything. " That" anything" 
pushed MM back and was louder despite no change in her tone. 


She was a supe. Black Canary and Green Arrow took MM to a metal 
tube full of lights. That illuminated around them. They stood in the 
lights for a few seconds until they took MM out. 


"What was that about?" MM asked. 


A speaker announced inside the tube: " Black Canary, 13.", "Green 
Arrow, 08" as they left, MM realized they were in a different place, a 
dirty alley. MM looked around, confused as the brick wall closed 
behind him, hiding the tube. 


"|, also, hated the first time somebody played pinball with my 
molecules." Green Arrow said. 


"What the fuck?" MM quietly muttered to himself. 


They all smelt a foul odor in the air. Nightwing approached them, his 
suit heavily damaged. 


"My God, kid, you smell like a sewer." Black Canary said. 


"Don't ask." Nightwing said irritatedly. "| saw Kimiko Miyashiro and 
the Frenchman, but they escaped. | got their phone. They have 
called Metropolis, Keystone, and Star City. The others know they're 
in Gotham." 


"Fuck, Frenchie..." MM murmured to himself. 


"We just need to make sure they know we got one of them." 
Nightwing told them. 


Who Watches Them? 


Hughie and Annie made sure to put enough distance from the Flash 
museum as possible. Annie held his hand as they walked away. 
However, this did little to calm Hughie's nerves. His time spent in the 
museum had shown him just how out of his depth they were. He 
remembered reading an exhibit about how The Flash once ran 
across the globe in a single second. He wanted to believe that was 
propaganda, but everything else in the museum caused doubts. His 
mind went back to A-Train. If everything about how fast The Flash 
was true, then A-Train looked like a snail next to him. As enjoyable 
as it would be to see A-Train's ego crumble, it only further 
emphasized staying away from them. 


"You think they got him?" Annie asked him. 


"What?" Hughie said upon having his train of thought broken. "I don't 
know maybe he's on the plane right now, and it's flying." Hughie told 
her. "Like that should be a universal constant, right?" 


"Hopefully." She said before checking her phone. 
"Fuck!" She yelled out in public. 


Hughie turned towards her, and she showed him his screen. A news 
article read: 


"Other Earth Fugitive Marvin T. Milk Apprehended in Star City" 


Hughie read the article despite how horrified he felt at the moment 
he kept reading it. 


"They're taking him to the same place Frenchie and Kimiko are." 
Hughie said. "They might be putting him into some place called 
Arkham Asylum." He added. 


"They can't just throw him into a mental institution." Annie said. 


Their thoughts drifted to Sage Groves. Was this the reason why 


supervillains were so prevalent here? 


Just then, a yellow and red blur appeared before them again. It was 
Kid Flash. 


"Anna January and Hugh Campbell, right?" He asked them. 


Both paused as if they felt their hearts stop for a second. Annie 
instinctively fired a blast at him, but moved out of the way before she 
even fired. As they both felt someone incessantly tap their shoulders 
the moment, she fired. Annie began to build up energy in her hands 
and turned around to fire a blast. Only this time, someone was 
behind them, but it was Wonder Girl, not Kid Flash. The blast did 
little to faze her. 


"If you're looking for rea/ criminals, try looking at Vought." Annie told 
them. 


"We'll get there when we do." Wonder Girl told her. "I have to say, 
it's unfortunate you started to run with a bad crowd. We saw your 
record and would have loved to work with you." She added. 


"Trust us, lady. It's for your own good." Kid Flash told them. "The 
League and the Titans, we have experience with this sort of thing." 


Annie closed her eyes, slowly charging her powers. Before opening 
them, she managed to blind them. Wonder Girl dropped her lasso, 
allowing the couple to free themselves. Escaping through the 
sewers. 


Wonder Girl and Kid Flash recovered. 
"I'll find them." Bart said. 


" No, let them go." Martian Manhunter's voice echoed through their 
minds. 


" J'onn?! What are you doing?" Cassie questioned. 


" We need them to gather in one place to survey them. So far, three 
are in Gotham. All we need is for their leader to meet with them." 
Martian Manhunter told them. 


" So we just let them run free?" Wonder Girl asked. 


" Of the group, those two are the least destructive.” J'onn reassured 
her. 


" He brings up a good point. | mean, you brought up that she could 
have been with us." Kid Flash said. 


" Fine. Tim, Steph, and the other members of his family can handle 
this." Wonder Girl said. 


" Wait, are the other team in the tower?" Wonder Girl said. 
" Yes, why do you ask?" Martian Manhunter asked. 


" Conner called me not long ago. Some kid with Kryptonian powers 
ended up in the Kent Farm." Cassie said. 


" But get this, when they asked him about stuff like Krypton he said 
the kid had no idea what they were talking about." Bart cut her off. 


" Their counterpart for Superman mentioned he had a son who 
disappeared." Martian Manhunter said. 


" Looks like he's been found." Kid Flash said. 


" Thank you, | will bring this up immediately." Martian Manhunter 
said. 


Wonder Girl looked to Kid Flash. 


"Did you put those trackers that Tim gave us, on them?" She asked 
him, quietly. 


"Sure did." Kid Flash said. 


Billy looked at the Daily Planet building from what he had heard, this 
was the city's premiere news network. This meant he could at least 
get an idea about Superman. If they were going to go after his crew, 
then he would go after them. Becca followed him. He walked up to 


the front desk and showed them his FBI badge. 
"FBI, | have some questions for your staff." He told the lady. 
"Top floor." She told him. 


Billy and Becca went to the nearest elevator and went up to the top 
floor. On the way, a fit man with a mustache entered and flashed a 
flirtatious smile at Becca, but one dirty look from Billy made him step 
off to the closest floor. They stepped out of the door and saw the 
newsroom. The sound of phones going off mixed with the 
discussions of those in the office. Billy walked around the room, and 
noticed one of the names for the cubicles. The names read "Clark 
Kent" and "Lois Lane-Kent". He remembered the name of the latter 
on the article about Superman. 


The walls of the Daily Planet behind Lois Lane-Kent's desk 
displayed a series of articles about Superman. One of the articles 
presented the headline " Who is the fastest man alive?" The picture 
presented Superman and the Flash ready for a race. Behind the 
Flash, a woman identical to Becca was among the crowd, except 
her hair was blonde. 


"She looks just like me," Becca said. "She's wearing a badge. That's 
who the cop thought | was." 


"Look at these other pictures," Billy said mockingly. A headline read 
"| spent the night with Superman." and there were several pictures 
of Superman rescuing this Lois Lane woman from a series of 
unlikely scenarios. "Looks like we found Superman's misses. Wanna 
bet all these savings are excuses for her to get some cock of steel?" 


"She's married." Becca said, presenting a picture of her wedding on 
her desk. She was in her wedding dress. The groom was a tall man 
wearing a kippah with a silly smile and very thick round glasses. He 
appeared out of place next to her. Billy gave a wicked smile and 
said. 


"| bet the boy scout cares." In a tone of sarcasm. 


"What are you doing?" Lois asked. There she was, Daily Planet's top 


reporter. She looked elegant and wore a purple blazer and white 
skirt. The colors matched her well. 


"FBI, ma'am." Billy said, flashing his badge. "You know my- - 
Colleague." 


"Patty Spivot, Central City PD." Lois said and looked puzzled at 
Billy. "Don't | Know you from somewhere?" 


"I'm not from here." 


"Obviously," Lois sat down and invited the Butchers to do the same. 
"So, agent, how can | help you?" 


"My office is trying to build an investigation about the other Earth's 
disappearances. | just came from Central City trying to gather 
information for us." 


"These things are a bit above the FBI's rank." 


"Please, you sound so confident in the Justice League. What makes 
you think they handle the situation and the FBI can't?" 


"They have large crews, specialists, and experience." 
"And we don't?" Billy asked, half-ironic but seriously questioning. 


"They also have a giant space base and teleporters worldwide. You 
sound like the General, he doesn't like giving the whole job to 
superheroes either. But Bruce Wayne's budget for Batman Inc. is 
much higher than the FBI's. They save the whole world and 
sometimes the whole universe a few times." 


"And the millions they make while doing is just an extra." 


Lois looked confused. The idea of superheroes being money cows 
for corporations was obvious for Butcher, but that wasn't his reality. 
Eventually, Lois laughed at him. 


"Come on, how much do you think they really keep? Every 
Superman cartoon, clothing, and toy is turned into profit for charity. 
They could probably make a lot more and surpass every company in 


the world, but you know Superman and the League prefer to watch 
us." 


"From their giant base in the sky full of supes who can break the 
planet with a sneeze." 


"Your point?" 
"Who watches them?" 


The TV behind Lois broadcasted news from Smallville. A few 
farmers witnessed Superboy and a kid with similar powers fighting a 
shark-like meta-human. The description of the kid was clear to 
Becca. That was Ryan. Becca pulled Billy's arm. 


"We gotta go, thank you." She told Lois as they left. 


Leaving the room, Billy bumps against Clark Kent. The clumsy 
reporter towers over Billy, but his size only makes him clumsier. 


"Oh, sorry, sir." Clark told him. 
"That's my husband." Lois said. 


Butcher takes one look at him and a look at one of the pictures of 
Lois in Superman's arm. 


"Nice bloke you have here." Billy said with a grin. 


When the Butchers left, Lois followed her husband to the Daily 
Planet's nearest empty room. Once there, Clark fixed his posture, 
which made him even taller. The expression on his face changed. 
He was suddenly comfortable. 


"He said he was FBI." Lois said. "He was full of shit." 


"Language," Clark answered as he touched his earpiece. 
"Superman to Watchtower, | got an eye on William Butcher and an 
unknown woman who looks too much like Patty Spivot." 


"Let them go." Batman's voice answered. 


"That's supposed to be J'onn's frequency." 


"They're going to Gotham. That's where the rest of them are. We 
can get them all at once." Batman said. 


They had only left the building when Becca stopped. 

"Billy, I'm sorry, but | can't go with you." Becca told her husband. 
Billy looked at his wife, ultimately hurt by her statement. 

"They have my son.” She told him. 

"He'll kill you." Butcher told her. 


"Not in front of Ryan, and he knows it." Becca said. "I'm giving 
myself to the Justice League." She added. 


"You can't trust them." Butcher warned her. He wanted to bring up 
the last time she trusted one of them, but he knew that would make 
things worse. 


"It's worth the chance." Becca said. "Your friends need you, and you 
know it." Becca said. 


Butcher was silent for a moment. 


"I'll come back for you soon." He said before kissing her one last 
time. 


He walked to the bus station, wiping away tears. 
Becca walked back inside, wiping away her tears as well. 


"Are you alright?" Someone asked her. She recognized the voice as 
belonging to Clark Kent. 


"I'm fine, Mr. Kent." She told him. 


"You can call me Clark." He told her with a friendly smile. 


"You and your wife are close with Superman, right?" She asked. 
"Yes, | am." Clark replied. 

"Do you know how to contact him?" She asked. 

"Why yes, | do.” Clark replied. 

"I'd like for you to set up a meeting between us.” Becca told him. 
"When?" Clark asked. 

"Give me your cellphone number, I'll call you." She told him. 
Clark obliged. 


"| have to go now." Clark said before walking out the door. 


Jonathan held the tractor up while his grandfather fixed its engine, 
Conner nailed the fence on the ground with his own hands when 
they noticed Homelander and Superman arriving. Homelander 
landed loudly, hitting the ground, meanwhile, Superman did it 
gracefully as a regular human step, accompanied by the Batplane 
landing. Ryan sat alone looking up when he saw Homelander 
coming towards him with a smile and open arms. 


"Ryan, | came to take you back home." Ryan didn't answer 
immediately. He took a minute before telling Homelander, almost 
crying. 


"Is my mom here too?" 

"Son, did something happen?" 

Conner put the wood down and told them. 
"There's something you should see." 


In the barn, Conner presents the body of a shark monster cut in half 
with laser vision. 


"It's the Shark. He's one of the Green Lantern's enemies, supposed 
to be at Belle Reve. The kid did it." 


"Ryan did this?" Questioned Homelander sounding proud. 


"The Shark, | read about him, was a regular animal until he was 
affected by radiation and turned into a monster." Batman said. "He 
could speak, think, feel. He was a sentient being. Now he's dead." 


"It wasn't his fault." Explained Superboy. "We were fighting, he came 
so close to Ryan he got scared and used his heat-vision on him." 


"Laser-vision." Corrected Homelander. "We call it laser-vision in... 
‘Our Earth'." 


"Well, mister, at least he's not that strong, thankfully." 
"What?" Homelander asked sounding genuinely surprised. 


"He accidentally hit me with the vision, | thought he was Kryptonian 
but he didn't hurt me at all." 


Batman notices Homelander's ego bruises. His jaw was clenched as 
he tried to hide his displeasure upon hearing that. 


"Who are you?" 


"That's Superboy." Said Superman. "He's my son, the other is Kon- 
El, my brother." 


"Oh, great! How old is he?" Answered Homelander, trying to sound 
friendly. 


"Eleven years old." Superman replied. 


"Well, Ryan is eight, he sure got lucky. At eleven, he'll probably be 
able to hurt even me." 


"Not as complicated as you may think." Said a youthful voice from 
the top of the barn. Robin jumps out of there and lands on the 
ground gliding with his cape. "It came to my attention that your 
universe lacks bigger threats, makes me wonder how tough you 


really are." 
Homelander's expression soured. 
"Robin, that's enough." Said Batman. 


"Wow, you do have a lot of kids walking around. You're not a bit 
young to carry so many explosives, blades, and... Whatever are 
these other things in your belt. Wait, what's that under the ground?" 


Batman and Superman both looked confused as Superman asked. 
"Can you see under the lead?" 
"Yep, x-ray vision. You don't?" Proudly asked Homelander. 


"He does." Interrupted Batman. "We just didn't expect you'd have all 
the exact powers as a Kryptonian, that's all." 


"A Kryptonian?" 


"| come from planet Krypton. All Kryptonians have these powers 
under a yellow sun." 


"Neato." Homelander looks under the ground and realizes he can't 
see through the spaceship. He walked out of the barn trying to 
process the information. 


Homelander went inside the farmhouse, to find Ryan lying on the 
couch, crying the names of the American states. Homelander went 
in his direction. 


"Hey, buddy, we're in a different universe, just like in a comic book. 
Isn't that exciting?" 


He said, trying to cheer up Ryan, no response. Ryan then says. 
"I'm sorry." 
"No, no, no, he attacked you. You shouldn't be sorry." 


"| just... saw him and didn't think he could talk, or think. | thought he 
was just a monster, and | couldn't control myself." He admitted. 


"Yeah, things in this place are weird like that. | remember the first 
time | used my laser vision on somebody." 


"Probably saved the day." 


"It was my babysitter. | lost control. Nobody knew | had laser vision, 
not even myself, | felt terrible. | didn't want to do it. All those people 
feared me, thinking | was a monster and | believed them." 


"What did you do?" 
Homelander went to sit next to Ryan. 


"| hid, made a hole on the floor with my hands, and stood there 
crying my little eyes out." 


"You cried?" Asked Ryan confused. 


"Yes." He answered honestly and then proceeded to justify it. "I-I'm 
aman, so not in a long while. But who knows maybe next time you'll 
do it by will, use your powers as you wish, maybe we'll do it 
together." 


"Look, | Know you want me to be like you, be like... Be like 
Superboy, but I'm not." 


"Son, | didn't just wake up one day and fly out the door. It's not how 
it works, | had to learn. | didn't have anyone to teach because of the 
doctors... The people who raised me, were scared of me after the 
babysitter incident, so they kept their distance. Well, you don't have 
to go through any of that. Superboy didn't because he had 
Superman. Now you have me. I'll teach you." 


"Really?" 


"| love you." Ryan gets closer, and Homelander puts his arm around 
his son. "You're going home now." 


They both get up and see an elderly couple going inside the house. 
One of them is the old man Homelander saw fixing the tractor. 


"You're going already?" Asked the woman. "You can stay for 


dinner." 


"Oh, no." Answered Homelander, trying to sound polite. "We don't 
want things to get awkward." 


"We had people from the future, magicians, many, many aliens, and 
you wouldn't be the first visitors from a different universe to have 
dinner with us." 


The old man explained, and Homelander replied. 
"Do you work for the Justice League on this farm?" He asked. 


"Oh, nothing like that." Said the old woman. "We're Superman's 
parents....." 


"No names." Interrupted both Batman and Robin simultaneously, 
who somehow went unnoticed in the room by everybody in there. 


"... [think we're just Superman's parents for you." Finished Martha. 


"Wow, a whole alien family. Where I'm from, nobody would believe 
me." 


"We're not aliens, son. We just happened to raise one." Said 
Jonathan. 


Martha took a framed photo from the table in front of the couch. 


"When we found the ship, he was so alone, nobody in the world to 
take care of him, now he takes care of the entire world." Martha 
Kent said, pride evident in her voice. 


Homelander saw the photo. It was Superman as a child, looking 
very much like Superboy, except he couldn't be older than five in the 
photo. He was in a younger Martha's arms, both smiling. 
Homelander could not contain the jealousy on his face, yet, only 
Batman and Robin took notice. Homelander took a long breath and 
told Ryan. 


"Time to go." 


"His reaction was anything, but humble, father." Robin told Batman 
through his earpiece. "It reeked of envy and other insecurities." 


lt was late at night in the other universe. Batman was presently in 
the apartment of a former Senior Vice President of Hero 
Management. Robin was at the Red River Institute. 


"| Know." Batman replied. 


"| suppose the both of you are having doubts about this 
Homelander's character?" Alfred spoke up. Alfred was presently in 
the Batcave. 


"Have you found anything?" Batman questioned him. 


"No, it looks like they were quite thorough with deleting digital and 
physical information." Damian replied. "Likely after you met with 
them." He added. 


"From what | can see, most of the information that's been deleted 
appears to start from the year 1987." Oracle said. 


"| can attest to Oracle's claim. Of the previous decades, they were 
much more focused on the 1980s and early 90s." Damian brought 


up. 
"It's a start." Batman said. 


Batman looked around the apartment. The resident was clearly 
rushed out of the house. As most of his clothing was still there. Far 
too much food was still left in the house. As well as, some drugs. 


"If they can be scared, then they can be beaten," Batman replied. It 
was there that he noticed a display case. Inside was a green 
military-Esque superhero costume with a shield next to it. Batman 
used a lockpick to open the case. He picked up the shield. It was 
heavier than he imagined. He estimated that it weighed a little over 
six hundred pounds. Most human beings would be unable to lift it, 
but the man holding it now could lift nearly twice that amount. 


"Looking to add another souvenir to your collection, sir?" Alfred 


asked. 


"No, looks like | found might have found something interesting." 
Batman replied. 


"Robin, return to the Batcave. We're done here." He said. 


Batman pressed a different button that brought him to the Batcave. 
He entered the portal and was back in the Batcave with the shield in 
hand. Robin was already there. 


He dropped it on the examination table. The noise startled the 
colony of bats in the cave. It echoed with the sounds of squeaking 
and wings flapping. 


"Oh yes, it was too quiet in here. Thank you, sir." Alfred said. 


"They'll settle down." He said pulling off his cowl before starting to 
use these instruments. 


"The readings indicate this shield has been around since the forties.’ 
Batman said. "Oracle crossreference this with what you found from 
Vought's database." 


"Already done. The fingerprints are a match with what | found 
regarding Soldier Boy. There's only so much | can do while 
operating on our world." She said. 


"All the more impressive, Barbara." Batman complimented. 
"Indeed, you've done remarkably, Miss. Gordon." Alfred told her. 


"Thanks, by the way. Hugh Campbell and Anna January's flight will 
arrive in Gotham within the hour. Billy Butcher's bus just reached the 
station." Oracle informed. 


"Good." Batman said. 


"I still think you're giving these outlaws too much credit Father." 
Damian told his father. 


"Butcher's ruthless and driven by hatred. He'll likely transfer that 


hatred onto us." Batman told his son. "He will likely drag innocent 
lives for the sake of vendetta." He admonished. 


"Then, why Gotham, sir?" Alfred said. "| never thought you would 
want someone like that in Gotham City." 


"We're better off with all of them in one place. By now, they might 

have an idea of what the League is capable of." Batman told Alfred. 
"Dick would have apprehended the Frenchman and Miyashiro if not 
for Croc. With all of us, it's not a matter of if it's when." Batman said. 


Alright, here we are. The beginning of the Superman- 
Homelander rivalry is here. With the Boys now nearly going to 
Gotham City. | should mention that | will be going to 
Yellowstone tomorrow and will be there up until Wednesday. 
The internet can be spotty there, so I might not be able to write 
the next chapter until Thursday. Until then, take care. 


No Mints on the Pillows 


TW: Bigotry from well... I'll give you three guesses from who. 
Nothing too overt | hope, but there is a chance you might 
recognize a certain falsified theory. | do not condone those 
beliefs whatsoever. 


TW: Implications of sexual assault. | hope that | managed to 
delve into and as gently that | could. 


It was starting to get dark in Metropolis. She stood on the rooftop of 
the Daily Planet. According to Lois, that would be the best place to 
wait. 


She readied herself when he saw him lower himself gently. 


"My friends Lois and Clark told me you wished to speak with us." 
Superman told her. 


"Yes, they did." Becca told him tensely. 


Superman took notice of her unease judging from his expression. 
She took a step back, Becca didn't know if he was as bad as 
Homelander or not, that was a huge risk."They told me you're not 
Patty Spivot. Is that correct?" He asked her. 


"Yes. My name is Rebecca Saunders Butcher." She told him. 
Superman seemed surprised by this as his eyes opened. 


"When | was in your world, | read that you were dead." Superman 
told her. 


"It's a lie. All of it." She told him. "I... don't really want to talk about it 
now." 


Superman took note of this but decided against pushing further. 


"| see." He replied. "Is there a reason why you wanted to speak with 
me?" 


"My son, Ryan." She told him. 
"Ryan's you son?!" Superman asked. 
"Yes. Where is he?" Becca asked. 


"He's... with his father." Superman told her, with a degree of 
hesitancy in his tone. 


Clark's hesitance was proven right as Becca's expression instantly 
turned to one of anger. 


"You fucking did what?!" Becca yelled. "Where are they?!" She 
demanded. 


"At the Watchtower." Superman told her. "| suppose you would like 
me to take you there?" He asked. 


"Yes! Yes, | fucking would like to go there!" Becca told him. 
Superman hovered down beside her. 


"Superman to Watchtower, bring me and the woman with me to the 
Watchtower." He commed someone. 


A blue light enveloped them, and in an instant, they were at the 
Watchtower. Becca pushed aside her feelings of wonder and 
marched. 


"| can take you over to them." Superman said. 


Billy Butcher strolled into the Royal Hotel lobby towards the blue- 
haired receptionist with a tattoo on her neck reading a magazine. 
Butcher pressed the bell and the receptionist gave a look at the 
grinning man. 


"Hello, love," Butcher said. "I'd like to check in the room next to the 


crazy french bastard who checked in last night." The woman gave 
Butcher the key and asked for his signature to which Butcher signed 
" Mike Hunt" 


"Good day." 


As he walked up the stairs Butcher took note of the graffiti. The most 
notable was behind him. 


It was spray painted in green and looked like a review that read: 
"No mints on the pillows." 


The review was half-a-star with it being "signed" by someone called 
"The Joker". 


Butcher remembered hearing the name when he first entered the 
city. By the sounds of it, he must have been a real psycho. 


Inside his room, Frenchie spoke with Hughie on the phone. Hughie 
was Calling from a phone booth after his cell phone battery died. A 
group of street artists performed behind him. 


"I'm just having a hard time finding this hotel. I've been asking 
people saying it's the place the Joker attacked but apparently that 
narrows it down very, very, little." Hughie told him. 


"Petit Hughie, you just have to find your way through Gotham, this is 
a magical place where anything can happen, that means you can 
find us." 


"Uhm...? Thanks, I'll have that in mind as | read the map." 


The door was knocked and Kimiko opened it for Butcher to come in. 
Butcher dropped his bag on the bed and took a look around the 
hotel. 


"Half of the rooms destroyed, a warning telling guests the radiation 
levels here are safe, destroyed walls, and the smell of burning 
corpses. Are all hotels in Cuntland this cozy?" He asked. 


"Non, this used to be a fancy place before the Joker." Frenchie said. 


"| heard about him. | prefer not to be on the same planet, much less 
the same city as him so let's go get MM so we can leave, shall we?" 
Butcher told him. 


"Where's Becca?" Frenchie asked. 

"Don't worry about her." Butcher said bitterly. "Hughie's here?" 
"| got Petit Hughie on the phone." Frenchie said. 

"Hey, Butcher." Hughie said from the speakerphone. 

"Nice to hear from ya, lad. Starlight there too?" 


"Yeah, we're coming to the hotel. We had some trouble with the 
Teen Titans who are sort of the Teenage Kix from here but we got 
away." Hughie told him. 


"They're not as tough they say?" Butcher asked, with a slightly 
noticeable amount of concern being evident. 


"Actually they are. Really tough. Wonder Girl tanked one of Annie's 
energy blasts." Hughie said, confused. "They got us for a moment 
but we escaped and ran from them but they didn't come after us or 
anything. It was weird." 


A realization came across Butcher's face, he looked at Frenchie. 


"You took notes on the news about MM?" Butcher asked very 
seriously. 


"They reported everything, his cell, his location, the routine, all 
easy." 


"Too easy. Hughie, don't you fucking come here." 
"Why?" 


"It's a trap, they want us to break MM out, odds are the cunts put a 
tracker on you and Starlight." 


"Why would they do this whole plan instead of just arresting Petit 
Hughie and Starlight?" 


"Because they think we're fucking stupid and they can lead all of us 
to trap. But we're not stupid." Butcher said, looking at a pile of 
chemicals and explosives Frenchie had stashed. 


"You wouldn't believe the black market this city has." Frenchie said. 


"Hughie, get these trackers out and keep them somewhere safe. 
Let's get the Boys together and show what we can really do." 
Butcher told him. 


"Do you want us to destroy them once we find them?" Hughie 
asked. 


A mischievous grin started to form on Butcher's face. 


"No, hold onto them. I'll tell you what to do with them." He told them. 


Annie and Hughie stood in the toilet stall in the restroom of a nearby 
clothing store. They had to flip a coin for which room to enter. 
Hughie didn't want to get caught in the women's restroom while 
Annie didn't want to strip in the men's restroom. The coin flip favored 
the men's restroom, so they entered. They both stripped down to 
their undergarments. While they were no strangers to seeing one 
another in the nude, they figured it would be better that search 
would be the last resort. The two were looking over every inch of 
their clothing. 


"They didn't bug my pants." Hughie told her. "What about you?" He 
asked. 


"No, that was one of the first places | checked," Annie told him. 
"So, what a lovely city so far." Hughie sarcastically commented. 


"Yeah, | love how our hotel wasn't the only one attacked by the 
same psychotic clown." She said putting both hands in her socks. 


"| bet this place gives the mean streets of Des Moines a run for their 
money." Hughie said grinning. 


Annie stifled back a giggle. "I think this city has nothing, but mean 
streets." 


She reached around in her shoes and felt something metallic in the 
right one. She pinched it and pulled it out. It was small, made of 
metal, and it had circuitry on it. 


"You think this is the bug?" She asked. 

Hughie turned and his expression was one of relief. 
"Where did you find it?" He asked. 

"Check inside your shoes." Annie told Hughie. 


Hughie reached around his shoes and pulled out the tracker in his 
left shoe, proudly showing it to her. 


Just then, they heard someone pounding on the door. 


"Hey you two, go fuck somewhere else! | need to drop one now!" A 
man's voice called out. 


They both put their clothes back on sans their shoes and walked to 
get some new shoes. 


Stan Edgar stood on the podium having just called an emergency 
meeting with the media. Beforehand, he had ordered the deletion of 
several incriminating documents about Vought. Homelander, Queen 
Maeve, Stormfront, and Black Noir were behind him. 


"We here at Vought International would like to announce we have 
entered a new partnership with the Justice League." Edgar 
announced. 


"We have entered a new frontier of other Earths." Edgar continued. 
"We hope that the people of our world are returned to us and them 


as well." 


As Edgar gave his speech to the crowd, Homelander's mind was 
occupied. Despite his superhearing, he could barely heard what was 
going on. Ryan was with him now, yet he still felt resentful by what 
he saw on that farm. Superman's backstory was eerily similar to the 
one Vought had given him. A loving family on a fertile farm, rather 
than apathetic scientists and suits in a sterile lab. It wasn't fair to 
Homelander. He should have had that instead of goddamn alien. He 
was broken out of his thoughts when he felt Stormfront nudge him. 


"Homelander come to the podium." Edgar called him. 
Homelander walked up to the podium. 


"Yes thank you, Stan." Homelander said. "The Seven are looking 
forward to working alongside the League. Like Wonder Woman, 
Green Lantern, The Flash, Batman, Aquaman, Martian Manhunter, 
and... Superman ." He struggled to get that last name out of his 
mouth while trying to hide his resentment. 


He walked away from the podium suddenly, Ashley followed him as 
he left. 


"What was that?" Ashley asked. "We had a whole speech prepared." 


"Not now, Ashley." Homelander said angrily and Ashley immediately 
stopped following him. 


Hiding in a secluded room, Homelander tried to process his 
emotions, but only barely. 


Stormfront went up to him. 


"What is with you? You got Ryan back, his slut mother is gone." She 
told him. 


"| saw his house, where he grew up." Homelander told him. 
"Whose house?" She asked. 


"Superman's." He said. "He grew up on a farm, with a loving couple 


as his parents, and they showed me photos of them when he was a 
kid." Homelander added. 


"So?" Stormfront asked. 


"You don't know, do you? What it's like to be raised in a lab? When 
they give you some bullshit backstory and you see a fucking alien, of 
all things, actually get to have it." He told her, mildly angered. 


Stormfront stepped back. 


"What that you're upset that E.T. was raised by some backwater 
hicks." Stormfront said. "Why should you care about that now. You 
were born better than him, | know it." She added. 


"You have no fucking idea do you?" He questioned. 


"| grew up poor because our country was stabbed in the back a year 
before | was even born. My childhood was not ideal, but once 
Frederick gifted me, | knew that would never happen again." She 
said. "You have the key to our future." 


"You're right | shouldn't." Homelander said. 


"So what am | looking at?" Flash asked looking at the shield Batman 
placed on their table. 


"This belonged to Soldier Boy. Vought's original premiere hero." 
Batman told him. 


"What does this have to do with what's going on?" Flash asked. 


"| read that he died in 1984 trying to stop a nuclear meltdown in 
Ohio." Green Lantern said. 


"Yes, and his shield was supposedly destroyed along with him. Yet | 
found this at the apartment of Vought's former Senior Vice President 
of Hero Management known as the Legend. He left it there after 
leaving in a hurry right when Vought cleaned their archives. Do you 
believe that was how Soldier Boy died?" Batman asked. 


"No, not really." Green Lantern told him. "What does that have to do 
with this shield? It could be a replica." He added. 


"| read that Soldier Boy only used a six hundred pound shield when 
out on duty. It was difficult for Vought's workers to make more than 
one with the right materials." Batman said. "So they opted to make 
cheaper ones for publicity stunts." He added. 


He dropped some photos on the table showcasing children next to 
Soldier Boy managing to lift his shield. 


"You think Vought got rid of him for some reason?" Wonder Woman 
asked. 


"Yes, they seem to be protective of what they did in the Eighties. We 
should find out more about what they did during that decade." 
Batman told them. 


"| suppose you want this to be kept hidden from Vought when we 
negotiate." Martian Manhunter said. 


"You read my mind." Batman dryly commented. 


Just then they heard the door to their meeting room open up behind 
him. Batman turned around and saw that it was Superman. 


"You're late." He told him. 
"Sorry, | had to fulfill an obligation to a friend." Superman said. 


Batman nodded, to anyone else outside the room Superman saying 
the word "friend" was innocuous. To those inside the room that 
meant two names "Lois Lane" and "Clark Kent". 


"Which one of you sanctimonious pricks gave my son to that piece 
of shit and that bitch?!" Becca's voice demanded, marching up to 
them. 


The League sat silent as Becca glared at them. 


"This is Becca Butcher." Superman told them. 


"Wife of William Butcher, looks like Vought lied about her being 
dead." Batman said. 


"Yeah, no fucking shit sherlock. Where did you put my son?" She 
told him. 


"Ryan is your son?" Aquaman questioned. 
"Yes, he is." She told them. 


"We'd like to apologize." Wonder Woman spoke up. "We had no 
idea that you were alive and in our world." 


"All | heard, was that he was with someone who looked like Patty 
Spivot." Flash said. "She's still in Central City, | checked." 


Becca remained silent. 


"We understand your anger, but would you tell us why you don't 
want Ryan with Homelander?" Wonder Woman asked. 


"|... can't..." Becca told her. She could not tell a group of strangers 
what happened. 


"You are among friends." Wonder Woman told her. 


"| don't even know you, hell you're going after my husband. | know 
you arrested one of his friends." Becca said. 


"I'm sorry to tell you this, but your husband has proven himself to be 
a threat to himself and others." Batman replied. "It's safer that he's 
apprehended on our world. We have no intention of handing him 
and his allies to Vought." He added. 


Becca tried to find a counterargument. As much as she hated to 
admit it, he raised a point. 


"| Know, god | know." Becca admitted. 


"We're not going to hurt you," Superman told her. "We just want to 
help." 


"You sure this is the place?" Butcher asked Frenchie. Hughie and 
Annie had arrived at the hotel not long ago after finding the trackers. 


"Oui." Frenchie said. "It's being held up by a supervillain known as 
the Cluemaster." 


"We're actually going to raid a supervillain's hideout?" Hughie asked. 
"| mean we all saw the hotel, so we should all know what the 
criminals of this place are capable of." 


"The Joker he is a-list here. Cluemaster he is c-list. I've heard he is 
often made fun of stealing the trademark of another a-lister known 
as The Riddler." Frenchie told Hughie. 


"I'm surprised he didn't get sued for gimmick infringement." Annie 
said. 


"| heard that Riddler attached a bomb to his chest and forced 
Batman to drive around the city solving his riddles all while 
Cluemaster was in his car's trunk. Apparently, Riddler was stealing 
something related to Baseball." Frenchie said. 


Annie and Hughie looked at one another in confusion. 


"Right, so we just go in and get information, so we can get Mother's 
Milk out." Butcher said. 


Butcher kicked down the door. There were two armed thugs 
standing guard outside. 


"Lads! Lads! Take it easy, we just want to speak with your boss." 
Butcher told them his hands up in the air. 


"Who are you?" One of them asked. 


"Just a concerned friend, now how about you lower your guns and 
let me in." Butcher asked. 


"Are you a cop?" The other asked. 


Butcher rolled his eyes. 


"What do you think?" He asked rhetorically. 


"Alright, hey boss some Australian guy and his friends want to speak 
with you." They said. 


"Tell them to get out, I'm busy." A voice on the other side of the door 
said. 


"Sorry, buddy you're out of luck." 

"Alright then." Butcher said undeterred. He turned to Annie. 
"Your up, Tinkerbell." He told her. 

Annie rolled her eyes at his comment. 

"Now she can stay." One of the guards catcalled. 


Annie put her hands out front and shot two blasts. Each hitting both 
guards. One was knocked back into the wall. The other burst 
through the door. 


It was there that they saw the Cluemaster. He was wearing a red 
and yellow bodysuit. On his face was a yellow mask that covered his 
mouth and nose. His hair was blonde and in a ponytail. 


"What the shit?" Cluemaster said upon seeing this. 

Kimiko charged him and tackled him on the floor. 

"Hey! Hey! Get your hands off me!" He ordered. 

Butcher walked up to the Cluemaster. 

"You must be, the Cluemaster." Butcher said a smile on his face. 
"Yeah and who are you supposed to be?" Arthur asked. 


"Butcher, you see I'm looking to break my friend out of Police 
custody." Butcher told him. "His name is Marvin T. Milk. You've 
heard of him?" 


"No am | supposed to care?" Cluemaster asked. 


Butcher sighed and looked at Kimiko. 
"Break a rip." He ordered. 
"What?" Cluemaster asked. 


Kimiko pinched one of his lower right ribs. Cluemaster screamed in 
pain. 


"Fuck! Yeah, I've heard of him!" He told Butcher. 
"Good! Now you're going to help us free him." Butcher said. 


"Sure! I've got the schematics of the place! You should be able to 
get your friend out!" He told them. 


"Good boy. What supes will be there?" Butcher asked. 
"Soups?" Arthur asked, sounding amused. 
Butcher grimaced in annoyance and slapped Brown across the face. 


"Will any of Batman's or members of the League be there?" Butcher 
questioned him. 


"No, | haven't heard. Apparently, they thought that would mean 
overkill. Hell, with everything I've heard going on they'd probably be 
too busy." Cluemaster said. 


"Busy with what?" Hughie asked. 


"Well, the big names of the Gotham Underworld have taken an 
interest in your world." Cluemaster said. 


This caught Butcher's attention. 
"Interested in what?" He asked. 


"Come on man you want me to get on their radar." Cluemaster 
begged. "I haven't even heard much about it." He added. 


Butcher grabbed out his crowbar and hit Cluemaster in the stomach. 
Kimiko let him drop on the floor. 


"You're already on my radar. Now if you don't tell me in the next 
minute, | will stick this up your bum." Butcher threatened. 


"Okay! Okay! Some sort of designer drug from what I've heard. It's 
called "Compound V". You ever heard of it?" He asked. 


Butcher and the rest stood silent. 


"Can't say | have." Butcher lied. "Now tell me how they plan to 
capture us." 


"Your friend's not in a cell. There's a bunch of cops waiting there 
from what I've heard. They even listed a bunch of bullshit facts 
about guard duties and routines." Brown said. "He's on the fourth 
floor, not fifth." He added 


"Thank you, now was that so very hard." Butcher said. 


Stan Edgar, the Seven, and Ashley Barrett were invited back to the 
Justice League's satellite. They figured that it was to discuss the 
terms of their arrangement. Homelander casually strolled over to 
where they were told the meeting room was. When the door opened 
they saw the League gathered at the opposite end of the table. It 
was there Edgar noticed something wrong, there was a look of 
suspicion among them. Even among the more stoic members of the 
League like Batman and Martian Manhunter. All of it appeared to be 
directed at Homelander. 


"So what are your terms?" Homelander asked. 


"Before, we begin. We would like to ask you one question from you, 
Homelander." Martian Manhunter spoke up. 


"Sure." Homelander said. 
"Who is Ryan's mother?" the Martian inquired. 


Homelander was taken aback. Edgar paused, he knew what this 
meant. He had hoped that Homelander was capable of lying his way 
out of this. 


"Her name was Rebecca Butcher." He told them. "She used to be 
Vought's Senior Director of Digital Marketing." Homelander added. 


"The wife of William Butcher." Batman said. 


"Oh, so you've heard about William and his friends." Homelander 
said. "Neat." 


"Why were you with a married woman?" Aquaman asked. 


"Woah, what is this about? Are you accusing me of being a 
homewrecker?" Homelander asked, his tone indicating annoyance. 


"That depends unless you answer the question." Martian Manhunter 
told him. 


"If you must know, Butcher was abusive to her. | mean you've 
probably heard what he did to Translucent last year." Homelander 
said. "I told him not to hurt her and after a while, one thing led to 
another. I'm willing to admit | should have not gotten too close to her 
after that.” 


"She ran away with Ryan before her husband found out. Ryan was 
raised isolated from the world so much he didn't even know there 
was a world, poor thing." Stormfront said. 


The League remained stone-faced. 
"I'm afraid we'll need proof." Martian Manhunter said. 


"What do you need proof for?" Homelander asked."I'm the 
Homelander and I'm telling you." 


"| can confirm that Rebecca came to us when she found out she 
was pregnant with Homelander's child." Edgar spoke up. "We 
thought it would sully his image if he had a child out of wedlock. The 
boy's mother he refers to is his guardian to which he is unaware at 
the moment." 


"I'm afraid that testimony is not concrete enough." J'onn said. "We 
have the means of getting the truth, Diana." He beckoned. 


Diana stood up and took out her lasso. 


"Woah, are you threatening Homelander?" Stormfront asked walking 
up to them. "Is this how you treat those who won't play along with 
you? What kind of Justice is that?" 


"No, anyone who touches my lasso will be compelled to tell the 
truth." Wonder Woman informed. 


"What?! Come on that's ridiculous." Homelander said feigning a 
confident smile. "I'm not really comfortable talking about it as much 
as | love my son." 


"Then touch it." Flash said. 


"How do we know if this thing even fucking works? Ashley, you test 
it." He told her. 


"What?" Ashley asked. 


Homelander went up to her and whispered in her ear: "Touch the 
fucking rope." 


Ashley nervously went up to the rope. 

"What is your name?" Diana asked. 

"Ashley Barrett." Ashley replied. 

"What is your job title at Vought?" 

"Senior Vice President of Hero Management." 


"What's your most embarrassing secret?" Stormfront spoke up, a 
smug grin on her face. 


"| recently bought a Homelander dildo and strap-on." Ashley spoke 
up. Her embarrassment was evident after saying that. 


Vought's side was silent upon hearing that. Homelander and 
Stormfront's eyes opened up in shock before turning into one of 
barely contained fear. 


"Okay, look at what you've done.” Homelander said trying to divert 
the subject. All of a sudden the meeting room was enveloped by a 
green construct from Green Lantern's ring. Stormfront shot John 
Stewart a very hateful look, but he seemed unbothered. 


"Just touch the lasso." Green Lantern ordered. 


"You are aware that if you use that on Homelander by force that 
would count as assault," Edgar said. "If you are willing to do so, 
know that our deal is off." 


"Stan's right." Superman said getting up from his chair. "We can't 
force a confession from Homelander or the rest." 


This seemed to put Homelander and Stormfront at ease. 


"You can all leave." Superman said. "We'll bring up our terms 
tomorrow." 


With that said, they left. 
"| didn't know that a rope could scare you so much." Maeve told him. 


Homelander glared at her while Stormfront mouthed something. She 
couldn't hear it, but could tell it started with a "d". She had a likely 
assumption of what Stormfront called her, but was unwilling to 
retaliate. 


Stan, however, was silent as he realized something. They must 
have figured out the truth regarding Ryan's origins. It was now a 
matter of time until they would act upon it and there was nothing he 
could do. 


When they left, Superman turned towards a door. Outstepped 
Becca. 


"Is there anything you'd like to tell us?” Superman asked. 


Becca touched the rope and told them everything. 


The incident between the Riddler and Cluemaster was based off 
of Detective Comics #705-707. 


Earth Seven 


"Hey, Ted check out this painting." A burglar asked holding up a red, 
black, yellow, and white painting. It appeared to be an abstract 
piece. 


"You and that fucking art class... Drop it, Larry, we don't need an art 
piece." His companion told him. 


"Oh come on. Look at it doesn't it just ensnare you." Larry said 
showing them the painting. 


"He said it not me." The "painting" said to their mutual shock. 


Only for the painting to basically leap out of the frame and cover Ted 
like it were the Blob. 


Larry screamed as he began to shoot the blob presently covering his 
friend. Only for the bullets to not go through. The blob pulled itself off 
of the shaking and startled Ted. Before forming into a more human 
shape. 


"Don't you fellas know that the store is closed?" He said ina 
cartoonishly deep voice in a dynamic akimbo pose. 


Both men open fired, but their bullets did nothing. Plastic Man 
stretched his arms and knocked them both out with one punch. 


"That'll learn ya!" He told them before he stepped out of the building. 
When he stepped out of the building. That was when he noticed a 
group of people hovering above him. Above him were Wonder 
Woman, Green Lantern, and Martian Manhunter. 


"Guys! You found me!" Plastic Man called out. 
"It's good to see you, Eel." Diana said. 
"Have you made contact with the locals?" He asked. 


"We have, publicly we're in an alliance." Green Lantern said. 


"... But unpubliclly we're planning to do something to them?" Plastic 
Man said. 


"We'll let you know tomorrow. We're supposed to attend a press 
meeting with them that day. After, we need to discuss our terms with 
them." Diana said. 


"Okay hold on... I'd expect all this gleeful behind-the-back stuff from 
Bats, but you ?" Plastic Man said pointing at Diana. "What did they 
do?" Plastic Man asked. 


"Again, back at the Watchtower." Green Lantern said. 


Stan Edgar sat in the conference as a group of Vought's lead 
scientists and researchers described to him their latest discoveries. 
Edgar kept a cool demeanor and close attention to their words 
carefully analyzing the meaning of each of them. 


"We have a full scan on their meteorological differences, sir," said a 
man in a suit. "We cross-compared with their history of super related 
battles and all indicate their impact on the environment was real and 
therefore we can assume they all happened. All the pieces of 
extraterrestrial metal they gave us for study are indeed out of the 
periodic table. We're yet to understand what's that they call magic. 
Justice League's Watchtower has more equipment in one room than 
we have in the whole building, sir. Not counting their Hall of Justice 
and Metrotower. They have stopped full planetary scaled alien 
invasions and put companies on the level of Vought International, 
such as Lexcorp, out of business. What should we do, sir?" 


Stan Edgar took off his glasses, and his hands shook. For a 
moment, a real expression of concern on his face before a heavy 
sigh came out of his mouth. 


He knew what needed to be done. 


Butcher and Hughie are in an empty building not far from the GCPD. 
Overlooking where Mother's Milk was being held. Frenchie managed 


to get them canisters of halothane and gas launchers. All Butcher 
had to do was launch them into the windows while Hughie watched 
his back. At least until Kimiko came back. 


"Remember don't fucking leave this room until | say so." Butcher told 
him. 


"Right. You think that Cluemaster guy was telling the truth?" Hughie 
asked. 


"He'd better, if not, | intend to keep my promise." Butcher said. 

"If you manage to escape." Butcher said. 

Butcher turned to Hughie. "What's that supposed to mean?" He said. 
Hughie paused, unease by Butcher's anger towards him. 


"When | was at the museum, | saw what the Flash was capable of. 
He makes A-Train look like a snail." Hughie said. "Like A-Train can 
break the sound barrier, Flash is faster than light." 


"Well it's a good thing we're not up against him." Butcher said. 


"Yeah, well I've looked at the others. When he was early in his 
career, Superman managed to divert an asteroid three times the 
size of Alaska." Hughie said. "Alaska is the largest state." 


Butcher growled. "We're not going after those cunts. Not my world, 
not our problem." 


"I'm in position." Annie said over her walkie talkie. "| can see where 
they're holding MM." 


"Good." Hughie said. 
He felt someone tap him on the shoulder. 


"AH!" Hughie screamed turning around and punched the person in 
front of him. Only to hurt his hand and see that it was Kimiko. 


"Good, you're back." Butcher said. "Did you plant the stuff?" 


Kimiko nodded. 


"Good, Frenchie you're up." Butcher called. "See if you can bullshit 
your way past this." 


"Should be no problem." Frenchie called, he was standing in front of 
the GCPD dressed as a cop. He stepped into the building. 


Grace Mallory stood out her backyard, birdwatching. In the past, this 
hobby was monotonous but quiet. Now, it was monotonous and loud 
all thanks to a particular guest. As the birds started to fly away from 
the house. 


"Jesus, Grace. Where do you keep the liquor?" The Legend called 
out. 


"| don't have any." Mallory told him, not even turning around. 
"How the fuck do you cope then?" He asked. 
"By doing this." Mallory told him. 


There was an awkward silence between the two. "I'll leave you to it." 
The Legend said. 


"Grace Mallory." Batman said. 

Startled, Mallory turned around while pulling out her gun. Only for 
the gun to have been cleanly taken out of her hand. She only 
realized it when she pulled the trigger. Batman dismantled it. 

"You know how much those cost?" Mallory defiantly questioned him. 
"Four Hundred Dollars." Batman told her. 

"You're with Vought." She said. 


"I'm with the Justice League, Mallory." Batman replied. 


Mallory glanced at him. 


"What do you want?" Mallory asked. 


"Information regarding a couple of topics. Namely, your old unit." 
Batman told her. 


"Whatever Butcher does is no longer my problem. He wants to drag 
people to hell, good for him." Mallory said. 


"They're in Gotham City." Batman told her. 


"Is that a place on your world?" She said, having heard what 
Neuman told her. 


Batman didn't even respond. 


"| understand Butcher's motive. I've digged up plenty regarding 
Marvin Milk and The Frenchman. As well as, the newcomers. What 
was your motive?" Batman questioned her. 


"Someone has to keep those freaks in line." She told him. "All 
Vought wants is money and quite frankly | don't think they're pets 
should have so much influence." 


"No, I've heard from your colleagues how obsessed you were about 
it. You used to put it above your family for a good while. It seems 
like it was something personal." Batman said. 


Mallory tried to hide her emotions. He was good, she had to admit. 
His suspicions were right on the money. 


"Nothing, now leave." She firmly told him. 


"Just one more question." Batman said. "Why was this in your 
roommate's old apartment?" Batman turned away to point at 
something Mallory had not seen in a long time: Soldier Boy's knife. 
"The shield and suit were there too." 


"He used to work with him, Sherlock. Vought gave it to him as a 
present." She said. 


Batman seemed unconvinced. As Mallory went back to 
birdwatching. She sensed that he was still there. 


"Jesus can't you..." She stopped when she saw that he was gone. 


Mallory processed what had happened. She cursed herself as she 
realized. She didn't tell him everything, but gave him more than 
enough. The former colonel realized she would have to up her 
security. 


Frenchie walked past the front desk and to the elevator. He pressed 
the button and for not long he was on the fourth floor. There was a 
cop sitting at the desk, likely the one who had the keys. On the desk 
sat a cup, which was just what Frenchie needed. He walked past the 
cell block, carefully looking for Mother's Milk without raising 
suspicion. It seemed that the cells separated criminals from different 
gangs. He walked past the cell full of men who belonged to Two- 
Face. He noticed how they only had tattoos on one side of their 
face. Soon enough he saw Mother's Milk alone sitting in his own 
cell. There were two cops standing guard. Frenchie winked at MM 
subtly clueing him in. MM became nervous and attempted to warn 
Frenchie not to come as he walked closer to the guards. Making 
sure the guards were more focused on him. Seeing this Frenchie, 
went to the nearest bathroom he could find. 


"| found him." He told Butcher on his walkie-talkie. 
"Good." Butcher said. 
"Hughie and Kimi time to play." Butcher said. 


Frenchie peaked out the door, and saw some of the cops heading 
over to where MM was supposed to be held. He grabbed the 
halothane grenade and threw it at the cops. They breathed it in, 
passing out as they turned around. Frenchie ran towards him. 


"Over here!" He ordered. 


"Frenchie, they were waiting for you. It's a trap!" Mother's Milk said, 
afraid of what was gonna happen. 


"We know." Frenchie explained. "We thought ahead. Allons-y."Just 
then the wall blew behind MM. It was Annie who immediately leaped 


into the cell and tore off the door. So that Frenchie could leave with 
them. Ignoring the disappointed inmates who were upset they 
weren't being set free. 


"We don't have enough time, they have to know about the decoys 
now." She said. 


"Decoys?" MM asked as he followed Annie. 


Elsewhere in the GCPD, a group of cops, discovered in their vents 
two remote-controlled racing cars. The trackers were placed on 
them as well as a note from Butcher that read "Cunts". The cops on 
the scene were annoyed rather than angered. 


"| want to be angry, but working here we got far worse than this." A 
female cop said. 


"Send it to Jim, he'll love it." One sarcastically commented. 


At Vought Tower, The Seven and the Justice League (minus 
Batman) stood on a stage in front of Vought Tower. Homelander did 
his best to avoid looking at Superman as Edgar gave his speech. 
Looking through the crowd, he noticed A-Train and the Deep 
standing beside a bearded man in a suit. Instantly, he knew what 
those two were going to do after the speech. However, while looking 
through the crowd, he noticed that there was someone with their 
eyes locked on him. 


He was tall, slim, and had a long thin chin. Bizarrely, he was 
dressed up as a tropical tourist. Wearing a Hawaiian floral shirt with 
a hat on top of his red hair. The stranger's grin grew into a very big 
and eager smile when he realized Homelander noticed him. He 
subtly waved at him mouthing the word "Hi". Homelander rolled his 
eyes at the strange man. 


Also observing the crowd was Maeve. This was a massive turn of 
events and as much as she liked seeing Homelander squirm. Deep 
down she realized it would not last. While looking through the crowd 


she noticed a brunette woman wearing a green dress and 
sunglasses. She wore a purple scarf around her head. Despite her 
sunglasses, Maeve realized the woman noticed her. She waved at 
her, not like an excited fan, but rather, casually. Maeve realized that 
the woman seemed also interested in Wonder Woman judging how 
she turned her attention to the Amazon. Maybe she had a type, but 
right now, she had very little interest. 


Maeve thought about her counterpart, on the surface she seemed to 
like how she used to be. A feminist icon, who women of all ages 
could idolize. She didn't dare look into her, no one could be that 
good in this line of work. No one. 


This train of thought startled her, she remembered Homelander 
angrily walking away from the previous conference when saying 
Superman's name. She had to be better than this. 


"It is with extraordinary gratitude, as a representative of Earth 
Seven, I'll let Superman give his speech." Edgar said. 


Stormfront held Homelander's hand in an attempt to calm him down. 
Noticing his anger was starting to grow. Who did Edgar think he was 
giving the alien a chance to speak? 


"Thank you, Mr. Edgar." Superman said. "I know that this all seems 
confusing, | remember my first encounter with alternate worlds. It 
was Odd, to say the least. Some would say that alternate worlds 
make our own lives insignificant in the grand scheme of things, but 
no it does not. If there are infinite worlds then that does not make 
you any less special, all it does is make you realize that there is 
more you can do. If anything that makes the life you choose for 
yourself much more unique. Our world has a lot of threats, but | will 
promise you one thing. We will protect you from those who will want 
to hurt you. Regardless of where they come from." He added. 


Edgar took notice of that last sentence, instantly realizing the double 
meaning. It made his decision all the easier. 


"There isn't an Earth, that | would never let fall to ruin because it is 
my home no matter the universe." Superman said. 


The press instantly began to ask questions mostly to the Justice 
League. Much to Homelander's barely held ire. That was when the 
bearded man in the suit came up to Stan. Stormfront began to try 
and avoid him. 


"Stan it's a pleasure to see you once more." The man said. 
"As with you, Alastair." Stan said to the man. 


Homelander realized that was the leader of that cult that suckered in 
The Deep and now A-Train it would appear. 


He was about to say something to his two former teammates when 
to his shock they walked past him. 


"Make way for the A-Train!" A-Train greeted the League. Forcefully 
shaking hands with Superman, Martian Manhunter, Wonder 
Woman, and Green Lantern. 


"It's nice to meet you." Superman told him. 


"Thanks! So I'm wondering if you're taking any new members?" A- 
Train asked. 


"The Leagues doors are always opened.” Wonder Woman told him. 


"Nice, so what are we looking for in terms of salary?" A-Train 
questioned. 


"Salary?" Superman asked. 
"You know how much do you all make a year?" He asked. 


"Saving the world is its own reward." Diana told him, in a slightly 
stern tone. 


A-Train was taken aback by this before letting out a slight laugh. 
"Yeah, no | get it." A-Train said. 
"So you're A-Train." The Flash said. 


"You must be the Flash. As the fastest man on Earth Seven, let me 


be the first to welcome you." A-Train said. 
"Thanks." Flash said. 

" /'ll take him off your back." Flash said. 
" Thank you Wally." Diana said. 


" What do we know about him?" Superman asked J'onn. 


" He was their former speedster." J'onn said. "He was expelled from 
their ranks, not long ago." He added. 


" Why?" Superman asked. 


" Tread that he was put on hiatus a year ago. Likely health-related 
concerns." Wonder Woman said. 


"1 can see it, his heart doesn't look in good condition. Probably from 
some sort of drug." Superman replied. 


" Must have been one hell of a drug? | know he’s slower than me, 
but he'd still require a lot of calories to stay active." Flash said. 


" We'll look into that later." Green Lantern said. "Any scandals 
involving this guy." He asked. 


" Vought swept it under the rug, but last year he ran into a woman. 
Allegedly delivering the heart to a hospital." Clark grimly replied. 


"| see." Flash said trying to hide his disgust when he was having a 
conversation. 


" The woman was named Robin Ward. She was the girlfriend to 
Hugh Campbell." Superman said. 


" Butcher likely swayed him over to join his cause by vengeance." 
Wonder Woman noted. 


As this happened, The Deep tried to strike a rapport with his 
counterpart. 


"So Aquaman, right, I'm the Deep you've probably heard of me." He 


said. 
Aquaman looked at the Deep looking undoubtedly annoyed. 


"Yes, | have heard of you." Aquaman said his tone of barely hidden 
disgust. Most people would take note of this and stop, but The 
Deep... 


"Great, | was wondering if | could join you guys. I've made my 
mistakes, but |am more than ready to prove myself." He said 
oblivious of the disdain radiating off from the man he was speaking 
to. 


"I'll Keep that in mind." Aquaman told him wanting to escape the 
conversation. 


"Awesome thanks." The Deep said. "Is it true that in your world 
Atlantis is an actual thing and not a resort?" He asked. 


Aquaman sighed. "Yes, and | am its king." He replied. 
"Oh cool, can you take me there one day?" The Deep asked. 


Arthur barely suppressed a shudder, the very thought of touring this 
depraved freak in his kingdom would be a nightmare. He 
remembered the implications that the sealife of this world told him. 
Not to mention, why he was kicked out of the Seven in the first 
place. 


"No." He simply replied. 
The Deep was taken aback by this. 


"Alright, it was nice speaking with you." He replied seemingly taking 
at least part of the hint. 


Aquaman turned to The Flash who was speaking with A-Train. 


"Speed Force, sorry I've never heard of them." He said sounding 
confused. 


"The Speed Force is the source of my powers." The Flash 


explained. 
"Oh, so that's how you can run fast?" A-Train asked. 


"Well, | wouldn't put it like that. My power isn't just running fast, my 
power breaking the laws of physics through super speed. That's how 
| do other stuff." Flash replied. 


"Like what?" A-Train asked sounding slightly concerned. 
"Phasing through solid matter is one," Flash replied. 


"Oh cool... What's your top speed? Mine is Mach 1.08. | broke it last 
year against Shockwave... God rest his soul." A-Train said feigning 
sympathy. 


"You know | never really kept track. Not really impressive, but | did 
once run around Central City in under two minutes when | was 
Fourteen." Flash said. 


A-Train stood there in silence trying to process what Flash said. 
"| gotta go." He simply said. 


A-Train turned around and saw Homelander despite his smile the 
sheer amount of malicious intent was noticeable. 


"A-Train, Deep don't tell me you're going to leave just now. | want to 
speak with you in private." He said. 


Both men paused until they shared a look of mutual realization. 
"You have our phone numbers. You can call us." A-Train said. 


"Yeah, my wife is probably waiting back for me at the hotel." The 
Deep said. 


"Oh you're married, is that right?” Homelander said trying to regain 
control of the situation. "What's her name?" He asked. 


"It's uh..." The Deep stammered. 


"Cassandra." A-Train told him. 


"Cassandra." He said. 
"See you." A-Train said grinning smugly at Homelander. 


The Deep went straight back to the others only for them to fly 
elsewhere. The Deep turned and looked awkwardly at Homelander 
for a bit before running away. All Homelander could do was to stand 
there in impotent fury. 


Mother's Milk was wearing new clothes, he and the boys were in 
their room at the Royal Hotel watching TV. A rerun of some old 
sitcom called " Hello, Megan!" which Kimiko seemed to be enjoying 
quite a lot. Despite being at last free, MM was still unnerved. 


"We have to get out of here." MM said. 


"Settle down," Butcher told him. "All cameras in this block are fried, 
Hughie and Starlight never showed up here with the trackers, we're 
safe and sound." 


"Not the hotel. | need to leave whatever this fucking Twilight Zone 
shit is. | need to go back home. Butcher, | have a daughter, she 
needs me. We don't know what's gonna happen here, | can't risk 
being stuck in this place forever." 


"We are in a world free of Vought, can't be too bad." 


"What the fuck you think it's gonna happen? You think you and 
Becca are going to march towards the sunset in a Homelander-free 
world? I've been here for a day and a half and | already saw more 
batshit here than in years working with you in our world. We're 
outranked, Butcher." 


"Are we? Because they thought they were going to trap us easy 
peasy but instead, we freed you!" 


"That's because Vought ain't shit next to them. They assumed we 
must've been a bunch of idiots they couldn't get. Now that they know 
we're not idiots, what do you think they're planning for us?" 


"Guys," Hughie intervened. "There's something in the other channel, 
it's about Earth, like, our Earth." 


The news showed footage of the Justice League next to the 
remaining members of the Seven and a Catherine Colbert was 
speaking on the microphone. A narration described the events that 
took place. 


"After nearly two weeks of strange disappearances, the Justice 
League was able to track the source as coming from the Earth of an 
alternative universe." Explained the reporter. "The Justice League 
Unlimited struck a deal of mutual cooperation with Vought 
International, a private company responsible for the superheroes of 
the Earth. A Vought spokesman has declared their Earth as being 
‘Earth Seven’. The number is apparently attached to the name of 
their version of the Justice League." 


"No shit." Butcher said about the last sentence. 
“Earth Seven.' Is it bad that | like it?” Frenchie asked. 


"They're welcoming Vought." Hughie said. "Or Vought is welcoming 
them." 


"This might be good." MM said. "If they find half of the shit Vought 
did, they might shut them down. They probably have prisons here 
that can hold Homelander." 


"Do you really trust the wannabe supes from Cuntland to shut 
Vought down?" Butcher asked. 


"We tried. Who else can?" 


The Justice League sat at their table once more. 
"Alright so let's get down to the review." Flash said. 


"Homelander, I'm sure we all don't need to be reminded of what he's 
capable of." Batman said. 


"| know." Diana said. 


"So when it all comes crashing down, how do we contain him?" 
Flash said, sounding almost excited. 


"He's the most powerful man in their world, but not ours. He likely 
lacks the experience of using his powers effectively against the 
majority of us." Batman said. 


"What about his girlfriend? She has quite the political following." 
Superman said. 


"I've looked into her record. Significant casualties among minorities. 
Likely perpetrated by her." Batman said. 


"No kidding, she straight up gave me the stare when she first saw 
me. Especially when she was here." Green Lantern said. 


"So | guess you're going to want the first crack?" Flash asked. 


"Oh definitely. As for her followers, we'll definitely be unable to 
convince them. But to those still undecided we can convince them. | 
think we can all care less about what some bigots behind a 
computer screen say about us." Green Lantern said. 


"Black Noir?" Superman asked. 


"Noir has been with the company longer than anyone on the team. 
He was a member of their previous top team "Payback". However, 
he seems to have brain damage from what | saw during Atom's 
procedure. His condition appeared to be triggered by a severe tree 
nut allergy. | should be able to take him on." Batman replied. 


"What about Queen Maeve?" Diana asked. 


"Unlike the previous three, her record remains cleaner by 
comparison. However, she has worked with the Seven for a long 
time, so he is a likely accomplice. This likely seems to lead her to 
develop a drinking problem. Likely brought about by those she 
works with." Martian Manhunter said. 


"At least it appears she deserves a chance." Wonder Woman said. 


"Anything else you could find on A-Train?" Flash asked. 


"| managed to recover the autopsy reports of one of his former 
teammates, Popclaw. They were in a secret relationship. She died 
last year from a drug overdose in her apartment. However, her arms 
were also broken, which means she didn't inject herself." Batman 
replied. 


"The Deep?" Aquaman asked in an annoyed tone. 


"A nonconcern at the moment, but he is important to us. He's 
cowardly and an idiot, always a good source of information." Batman 
told him. 


"What about their ex-teammate, Starlight?" Wonder Woman asked. 


"I've looked up her record, she's clean for the most part. She has 
been working with Butcher's group for some time. There's a chance 
she might have blood on her hands because of them." Batman said. 


"You don't think she'll tell us about the Seven?" Superman 
questioned. 


"No, but she'll likely want protection for her and Butcher's group. 
How much | can't be certain." Batman said. 


"How much are you willing to lend?" Wonder Woman asked. 
"We'll have to wait and see. Meeting adjourned." Batman replied. 


"Sounds like things are going our way." Flash said. 


Back on Earth Seven, was a man re-watching the League/Seven's 
press conference. The room was dark with the only light coming 
from the hologram projection. Not from what was aired, but rather 
filmed in private. He sat on his chair listening to Edgar's speech 
taking note of the crowd. He recognized two familiar faces in the 
crowd. He was already familiar with what they were capable of, but 
they were of no concern at the moment. In fact, he could work 
around with what they had planned. After all, he was the smartest 


man in his world and in several others. His name is Lex Luthor. 


"There isn't an Earth, that | would ever let fall to ruin, because Earth 
is my home no matter the universe." Superman from the broadcast 
broke him out of his thoughts. 


"Home? You've never had a rea/ home, or at least one that you 
never stole from others." Luthor spoke up. 


He already knew what the League was planning to go after the 
corrupt, hedonistic freaks that paraded themselves as heroes. In 
fact, he was going to let them do so. After all, it was all according to 
plan. 


Got Milk? 


Homelander walked around his apartment in the tower, his fists 
clenched, and he angrily bared his teeth. Stormfront sat on the 
couch with a computer in front of her trying to calm Homelander 
down. Apparently, the internets for both of their worlds are now 
intertwined with one another. This allowed them to get some 
research done about their new "partners". One of the facts they 
learned was that Batman might not actually have any form of 
superpowers, which would be funny if not for Homelander's mood. 
As well as, learning the current perception of the League among 
their universe. The left seemed to be favoring them over the Seven 
more than conservatives at the moment. 


"Hey, that's not gonna last," Stormfront said. "They're outsiders, 
people gravitate towards their own." 


"Did you see how the Deep ignored me!?" Homelander asked. "He 
went straight to that crippled fish looking for his approval." 


"You really care what some subaquatic-deviant thinks of you?" She 
questioned him. 


"It's not just about the Deep, it's the fact that if he of all people can 
turn his back on me, anyone can! Especially with- -" Homelander 
failed to finish his sentence out of anger. "Especially Superman with 
them. Truth, justice, and the American way? That should be my 
thing. Mine!" 


"Certainly a good marketing tool." Stan Edgar said. "Although the 
last part no longer appeals to certain demographics. | can see why 


he changed it from that to "A Better Tomorrow". 
"What are you doing here?" Homelander asked. 


"| thought that | should personally inform you that I'll be stepping out 
of my position as CEO." Edgar replied. 


"You can't do this, we have a deal." Stormfront said. 


"You don't understand, do you? It's over, the company is over. They 
know, | don't know much but the Justice League knows enough. 
They certainly know you both lied about Ryan and it's just a matter 
of time until they know your origins." He said looking at Stormfront. 


"So you're going to run and hide like a scared child?" Homelander 
said. Taunting Edgar and walking toward him, Edgar has no 
reaction. 


"| will do what's most rational and not throw myself in harm's way 
such as you, narcissistic reckless manchild that you are, will do. The 
Justice League decided to hold the entire world under an impossible 
standard, and they have the means to force it. But it's not their 
power you should be scared of, it's their divinity. A pantheon of gods 
watching the world from the sky is everything we sell, but that's just 
marketing, they have it for real. And once your crowd of fans and..." 
Edgar addressed Stormfront. "Fanatic radicalized racists see the 
comparison, they'll see what you all are, bad product." 


With that said, Edgar walked out of the room. As Homelander and 
Stormfront angrily looked on. Before anyone could say anything 
Homelander heard his phone go off. Homelander went to the phone 
and answered it. 


"Hello?" Homelander asked his anger still fresh. 

"Hello? Is Mr. Wall with you?" The caller asked. 

"What?" Homelander asked his rage turned to one of confusion. 
"Is Mr. Wall with you?" The caller asked again. 

"No." Homelander responded. 

"Oh, pitty... Is Mrs. Wall there?" asked the caller. 

"No, who is this?" Homelander demanded. 


"Oh for the love of... Are any of the walls with you right now?" The 
caller asked sounding annoyed. 


"There are no fucking Walls here, now who is this?!" Homelander 


angrily demanded. 


"Then what's holding the roof up stupid! HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA|"" 
The caller responded before breaking out into hysterical laughter. 


Homelander angrily destroyed the phone with his laser vision. 
"You see?!" Homelander yelled. 
"It was just a prank call." Stormfront told him. 


"A year ago, nobody would even think of pulling this shit on me! Now 
they're starting to think I'm a joke!" Homelander said his eyes 
glowing red. 


"You're exaggerating, look why don't you go out and take a walk." 
She said. 


Mallory heard her doorbell go off. Expecting the worst, she looked to 
see who it was through her home security. At her front door, was a 
large, middle-aged black woman wearing a suit. 


"Can | help you?" Mallory asked. 
"Amanda Waller, A.R.G.U.S. tactical director." She replied. 


She remembered hearing the name A.R.G.U.S. It was the name of 
some sort of international defense organization in the other world. 
She let Waller in. 


"What do you want?" Mallory asked. 
"Straight to the point." Waller said. 
"Why are you here?" Mallory asked. 


"My team managed to find some interesting information regarding 
you.” Waller said. 


"What kind of information? The kind that will get me killed if | tell 
you?" Mallory scoffed. 


"Also the kind of information that causes others to disappear if they 
don't share it, so make this easy." Waller said. 


Mallory paused. This woman meant business. 
"Did Batman send you?" Mallory asked. 
Waller scoffed. 


"Trust me, the League and | do not get along. Especially with him." 
Waller said. 


“Alright what is it?" Mallory asked. 
"Soldier Boy, where is he?" Waller said. 
"He's dead, power plant in Ohio." Mallory said. 


"Don't insult me, | know that story is just a bunch of horseshit. Allow 
me to be specific, Nicaragua, 1984." Waller said. 


Mallory paused. 


"You were a part of the CIA's operation of working with the Contras 
to smuggle cocaine into black, or should | say low-income 
neighborhoods. One day Vought brought their star team at the time, 
Payback, to entertain them. That was when the Reds and 
Sandinistas attacked where they allegedly killed Soldier Boy." Waller 
said sternly. 


Mallory was silent. 


"What makes you think that meat-headed piece of shit is alive?" 
Mallory asked. "I blacked out and there was no corpse, the Reds 
probably took it for study." She said. 


"| have my sources, and | only needed to hear your account of what 
happened. Thank you, Colonel." Waller said as she got up. 


"Before | go just one thing. How reliable would you say William 
Butcher, Marvin Milk, Serge, and the new members of your former 
unit are?" Waller questioned her. 


Mallory knew what she meant. 
"They're far more trouble then they're worth." Mallory said. 


"I've heard that before, it's never stopped me." Waller said. 


Homelander heard a loud laugh from the Seven's conference room. 
What he found there was Guy Gardner wearing jeans and a football 
shirt, drinking beer while watching " Homelander Origins" . 
Homelander peaked inside and saw that Ashley was sitting next to 
Guy and he had his arm around her. Guy created a little green hand 
construct and used to grab a beer in a bucket of ice across the room 
and gave it to Ashley. 


"This is so bad," Guy said on the verge of laughter. "How this isn't 
satire? Don't you guys have something like the Gray Ghost or 
Warrior Angel here?" 


"What are you doing?" Homelander asked and Ashley was about to 
get up but Guy held her there and told her it's okay. 


"I'm just doing my job." Guy said. "I'm supposed to be one of the 
Leagues' contacts here. No reason not to have fun. Look." Guy 
showed them the beer. "It's non-alcoholic. This is bad, the movie | 
mean. You should get some acting lessons with your version from 
my Earth. Not Big Blue, the dude from 'Banshee’, he was fucking 
badass in that show." Guy drank his beer unbothered. Ashley stared 
at his ring like she was looking for protection. 


Homelander laughed his comments off. He walked around the table 
and put his hand on Guy's shoulder. 


"| get it, Green Lantern," Homelander said. "Or should | call you 
Gardner? Not to get you mistaken with the other, well, many others. 
No powers but get that pretty little ring to make you special. But not 
that special, there's a whole bunch of you and you're not even the 
main one from your team." 


"So many of me around? You're probably the Superman knock-off 
number 350 that we meet. | have something more powerful than 


everything in your world." 
"Still, you can't beat Superman." 


Guy got up, his ring lit up and his casual clothes turned into his 
Green Lantern uniform. 


"You're not Superman." Guy said, no teasing, he was dead serious. 


"Homelander," John Stewart said as he entered the room. "The 
League organized a little something for your son. | think you're going 
to like it, why don't you talk with Manhunter about it?" Homelander 
measured Guy and didn't break eye contact for a few seconds. He 
laughed off again and left the room. "Guy, you're not supposed to be 
drinking." 


"They're non-alcoholic." Guy answered. 


"You should listen to him," Homelander said. "Heard Lanterns are 
like the military. He probably outranks you. Even the powerless guy 
dressed like a fucking flying rat outranks you." 


Homelander left the room, Guy wanted to follow him but John 
Stewart stopped him. 


" You're supposed to keep an eye if he went rogue. Not provoke him 
into going rogue." John mentally told Guy. 


"I'm sorry, John, he'd usually not phase me but knowing the shit this 
prick did, I-I just want to kick his ass." 


"You might get your chance later but right now | can't let you beat 
the most beloved man in this reality." 


" Alright, I'll cool down." 
Guy turned back to his casual clothes and sat back next to Ashley. 
"Ok, what's next in the marathon?" 


"It's, unm, ‘The Soldier Boy Story'." Ashley answered, still scared. "It 
was nominated for best picture." 


"| love your hair, you know? Maybe I'm biased but | think redheads 
are the best looking." 


Stormfront looked up from her phone and to her surprise stood 
Batman. He entered the elevator not even uttering a word. 


"What's up? Wanna chat?" She asked him. 


Batman stood there motionless, his cape wrapped around him with 
his back turned towards her. 


"Yes, actually. There's been something on my mind lately, about 
you." Batman told her not to even turn his head back to her. 


"Oh really like what?" Stormfront asked. She was hardly curious, but 
she felt amused. 


"Your code name, Stormfront." Batman told her. 
"Yeah, what about it?" She questioned. 


"In my world that's the name of the largest white supremacist news 
website." Batman told her. 


"I'm sure it's just a coincidence." She told him. 


"No, it's not for my liking. Seems there are certain consistencies that 
I've noticed in our worlds when it comes to non-superpowers. Mostly 
regarding certain topics dating back prior to World War II. For 
starters, the name comes from the Nazi paramilitary Sturmabteilung. 
"Storm the front" has been a popular saying with militant far right- 
wing groups for decades." He explained. 


Stormfront was taken aback by this. Her eyes darted around the 
elevator as she tried to think of something. 


"Yeah, | can fire lightning from my hands." She hastily tried to 
explain. "It's just a coincidence. Haven't you heard of Billy Joel? One 
of his albums has that as its name. Are you going after him next?" 
Klara brought up, remembering to use that as a cover. 


"Really?" Batman questioned not even trying to hide how 
unconvinced he was. "Then | suppose | should let you know that 
your outfit gave me an idea of what kind of person you are." 


"What do you mean? Is it because | don't look like a supermodel like 
Miss. Wonderful." Stormfront said, trying to deflect. 


"No." Batman told her his voice dropped even more pitches if that 
was even possible. 


"Your earrings look a lot like the insignia used by the Waffen SS. 
While the eagle looks like the reichsadler, it even faces left too. 
American iconography has the eagle facing to the right." Batman 
explained. 


Stormfront could feel the sweat starting to pour down her face as it 
felt like her head was starting to constrict around her skull. 


"| thought it was a cool look. You can't expect everyone to know 
everything about Nazi Germany." Stormfront told him. 


"Really? Then maybe you would like to clear something up for me? 
I've looked at your record regarding civilian casualties. They seem to 
be higher in specific areas and demographics, especially during your 
fight with Kenji Miyashiro you dealt with a while ago. Care to guess 
what was so specific about them?" He questioned. 


"That asshole killed those people, not me!" Stormfront defended 
herself. Despite her irritation, her tone was rushed and indicated she 
wanted to change the subject. 


"| never said you did, but tell me something. Why did you think that 
was what | said?" Batman told her. This time the anger in his voice 
had grown more apparent. 


Stormfront's heart basically sank as her mind tried to find a lie. 
Klara remained silent waiting to reach the lobby. 
"I'm waiting." Batman told her. 


Her patience had gone through, she was going to kill him. After all, 


he was only human. She could kill him in any number of ways. It 
would be like swatting a pesky mosquito after all. Plasma started to 
form around her fingertips. 


"One question? If you kill me, what will you tell the league?" Batman 
asked her, his back still turned to her. 


Stormfront's rage dwindled and instead, a feeling of shock overcame 
her. She tried to think of something until the elevator stopped. The 
door opened up and Batman still stood there. 


"Your stop." He coldly told her. Practically ordering her to step out of 
the elevator. 


Stormfront hesitantly walked out of the elevator she turned towards 
the door and saw Batman still glaring at her. The reflective white, 
lenses of his mask practically burned a hole through her and told 
Klara one thing: 


"I'll be watching you." 


A sentence she could perfectly hear in his voice, which embedded 
itself into her mind. 


The elevator door shut as the elevator went up not long after she 
stepped out of it. Even then she could feel Batman glaring at her, 
which did little to put away her unease. So much so that she dared 
not to look back at the elevator. 


Stormfront knew that these other heroes would be a problem. 


On the Watchtower, Maeve was watching Wonder Woman train. 
Apparently, the Justice League used actual robots as their sparring 
partners. She took pictures of them and considered sending them to 
Elena, until she remembered why she couldn't send them let alone 
contact her. Maeve put her mind back on watching Diana, she lost 
count of how many she tore apart. When Diana finished, she 
seemed to have noticed Maeve. 


"Queen Maeve, what brings you here?" Diana asked. Still fighting 


the robots. 


"Nothing really, | just wanted to look around your HQ." Maeve 
replied. 


"You seem unsettled by something." Diana noted. 

"It's fine. So where are you from?" Maeve lied. 

"Themyscira. I'm their crown princess" Wonder Woman replied. 
Maeve was surprised to hear this. 


"So you're an actual royal? | should've known. Wasn't that a place in 
Greek myths?" Maeve asked. 


"While certain legends are untrue, as a whole, they are not absolute 
myths in my world." Diana replied. 


"So you're telling me that you've met Zeus, Hercules, and Medusa?" 
Maeve asked. 


"| can understand your surprise, but yes. I've even fought the last 
two on some occasions." Diana told her. 


"Is it true that your island is solely inhabited by women?" 
"That part is true." 
"You're a lesbian? | thought that would be everywhere if you were." 


"We don't have such labels in Themyscira." Wonder Woman cut a 
robot with opposite strikes of her sword. "I'm bisexual by the way." 


"What kind of relationship do you have with Superman?" Maeve 
asked. 


"I'm already seeing someone if that's what you're referring to, and 
he's married to someone else. He's like a brother to me, ever since 
we've met." Diana said. "What's your relationship with Homelander 
like?" 


"We're friends." Maeve said as fast as she could say. 


"| read you used to date." Diana said. 


"That was before | found my truth." Maeve spat that piece of Vought 
propaganda. "Look | got to get back to Vought Tower." She lied. 


"| see, before you go remember that we are stronger than we think." 
Wonder Woman said. 


"| wish..." Maeve replied under her breath. 


"I'm staying here." Annie told the others as they planned to leave the 
hotel. 


"What?" Hughie asked. 
"Alright take care." Butcher callously replied. 


"Kid, | Know this is a very stressful day, but why on God's Earth do 
you want to stay here of all places?" Mother's Milk asked. 


"He's right, Annie we need to get out of here." Hughie said. 


"You were still locked up, but Cluemaster said that Compound V is 
here. Someone has to stop it being distributed." Annie said. 


"| missed the part where that was our fucking problem." Butcher 
said. 


"You mean besides the fact this city is full of deranged lunatics who 
now start a drug trade on Compound V? Frenchie, you and Kimiko, 
have been in the city the longest. What kind of criminals are we 
looking at?" Annie asked. 


"Eccentric would be a good word. So far | ran into a deranged serial 
killer surgeon dressed as a pig and a man-eating Crocodile-Man 
hybrid." Frenchie said. 


"Did someone fuck a crocodile here?" Hughie asked sounding 
disturbed. 


"| listened to the guys in the other cells, some of them were messed 
up in the head. Sounded like they worked for some guys called the 
Penguin, Black Mask, and Two-Face." Mother's Milk said. 


Butcher stifled a chuckle. 


"You're afraid about some cunt who calls himself the Penguin?" 
Butcher asked Annie. 


"I've heard of him. He's where | got the equipment from, | heard he 
does not take being made fun of lightly too." Frenchie warned. 


"Oh really, why's that?" Butcher asked. 


"There was a chef who worked at a five-star restaurant. Until one 
day he laughed at the Penguin. Penguin proceeded to fuck over the 
chef's life. He lost his job, loved ones, home, and his life all because 
he laughed at the Penguin." Frenchie said. 


Even Butcher seemed surprised to hear that story of ruthless 
pettiness. 


"You really want someone like that with Compound V?" Annie 
asked. 


"Well it's a good thing he's not a scientist." Butcher argued. 


"A lot of the criminals here were former scientists. There's Mr. 
Freeze, The Scarecrow, and Poison lvy to name a few." Frenchie 
said. 


"You really think a bunch of flight cases wearing silly costumes can 
outdo Vought's top scientists?" Butcher said. 


"When we were at Sage Groves, Lamplighter told us that Vought 
was getting close to making it work safely on adults. They could 
probably get it to the finish line." Mother's Milk said. 


Kimiko gestured to the room, no one understood until Frenchie 
realized it. 


"The Joker, the one who wrecked the hotel, invented a chemical 


weapon that makes you laugh to death before making you look like 
him. It was on the news." Frenchie said. 


"You really want that flight case to get Compound V?" Annie 
questioned Butcher. 


"Well it's a good thing, he's lying low in his circus tent." Butcher told 
her. 


"Uh... Butcher, there's something you might want to see." Hughie 
said while looking at his phone. 


The television broadcast began to go haywire. Batman looked 
outside the room and saw they were all going on the fritz regardless 
of the channel. He came to the logical conclusion: the broadcast had 
been hijacked. 


"What the fuck is going on?" Ashley questioned as she played with 
the remote. 


The static was then replaced by maniacal laughter as the picture 
started to clear up, revealing a giant joker playing card. 


Batmans' eyes opened briefly out of concern before turning to his 
usual scowl: The Joker had come to this world. 


"Live from New York, it's the Clown Prince of Crime! 
HAHAHAHAHAHAHA" A rather high-pitched and energetic voice 
announced maniacal laughter included. 


"Joker..." Batman angrily muttered to himself. 


The camera zoomed out as he appeared on a theater stage. 
Showcasing his white skin, red lips, and green hair, all dressed ina 
purple suit with an orange button shirt, green vest, and a blue bow 
tie. He had a matching purple fedora atop his head and held a cane 
with a gilded jester head on it. As usual, his lips stretched to a smile. 


The Seven looked briefly confused by the Joker's appearance. 
Except for Homelander who appeared to recognize his face at the 


press conference, and realized he prank called him earlier. 
"One of yours?" Maeve asked Batman. 


"The worst of them." Batman told her bluntly. Though Maeve could 
feel the visible rage emanating from him. Seeing the usually stoic 
and unflappable leaguer like this made her spine tingle. 


"Allow me to introduce myself. I'm The Joker. Now you've all known 
my co-star, Mr. Doom-and-gloom, Batman." Joker said while putting 
his fingers on both sides of his head to mimic the ears of Batman's 
cowl. "So | felt it was time for the true star of the rea/ dynamic duo to 
show up and spread my brand of comedy." He waved at the camera 
as he walked back and forth before staying to the right. The camera 
followed him as he revealed someone else pointing his cane at her. 
"And this is my gal pal, Harley Quinn." Joker said, introducing his 
cohort dressed up in makeup, and her usual black and red harlequin 
get-up. Quinn jumped and waved at the camera like an excited child, 
but before she could speak Joker cut her off as he pulled the 
camera towards him. 


"Well, with introductions out of the way, I'd like to tell you all about 
the present I've brought to your city, and by present, | mean bomb." 
Joker announced as he paced back and forth on the stage. 


This announcement instantly gained the attention of everyone in the 
room. All except Homelander were still sitting and resting his feet on 
the table. An arrogant and amused smile was on his face. 


"That's right! I've placed my own little worm in the center of this big 
apple!" He warned as the clown pointed to a monitor with his cane. 
"Now before you all get your knickers in a twist about where my 
explosive friend is, don't worry. Harley!" He ordered. 


"Right away, Mistah J!" Harley said as she turned on the monitor 
behind them revealing the bomb's location: Times Square. A giant 
birthday gift box opened itself revealing the bomb. The people 
nearby instantly panicked and ran away from it. 


"There it is all safe and cozy, which won't be said for any of you 
within the next two or three city blocks. So here's my only demand: | 


want Homelander to disarm it." He told them. 


An image of Homelander appeared on the monitor as Joker 
gestured towards it. 


"Sorry, Bats, | Know you must feel all left out." Joker feigned 
sympathy as he bowed his head solemnly. "It pains the both of us." 
He said, placing his hat on his chest as Harley began to blow her 
nose in a tissue. 


" It's a dirty bomb. Looks like the same ones from last year." Batman 
thought to himself upon noticing the bomb. 


It did not take long for him to realize what Joker was planning. The 
bombs would detonate if struck with something of extreme heat like 
a blow torch. 


"This guy's fucking serious?" Homelander questioned feeling slightly 
amused while still lounging on his chair. 


"He is." Batman told him bluntly. 
"Wow, real ominous." Homelander joked in a smug manner. 


"This is serious! He's calling you out." Batman warned him, doing his 
best to maintain his cool. 


"Yeah, you should take Bat's advice when it comes to laughing boy." 
Plastic Man told him. "He's a lot more dangerous than he looks." 


"I'm the Homelander, he is a fucking clown. He can't kill me." 
Homelander told Batman. 


"He knows that his real targets are those in the crossfire. He wants 
to humiliate you." Batman told him. "In his evil and deranged mind, 
everyone's a target of his sick brand of humor regardless of how 
powerful they are." He explained to him. 


"Really, what's the worst he can do to me?" Homelander smugly told 
Batman. 


"Now at first glance, | thought your flyboy was just another bargain 


bin Superman. Another smiley, cape flying, spandex-wearing do- 
gooder fighting for the good ol' US-of A. Bleh!" He punctuated that 
by sticking out his tongue before returning to his cheery demeanor 
and immediately changing his mood to his usual jovial demeanor. 
"However, unlike Stupidman, I've found his personal life to be a bit 
more... interesting ." Joker said. The way he said "interesting" was 
in the tone of someone trying to find the right word and the uncertain 
look on his face only made it more apparent. 


This caught Homelander's attention. Ashley's eyes widened in fear 
as she clutched her hair. As Maeve raised an eyebrow in curiosity. 
All three were curious about what he had on Homelander. 


"What do | mean by interesting? Well to tell you the truth, | didn't 
know what to make of this first clip myself when | saw it for the first 
time." Joker said before letting out a slight chuckle. 


"So first I'd like to provide some context to what you will see." Joker 
told them 


"Roll film!" He yelled. 


Security footage from the Seven's HQ began to play. A familiar 
blonde woman holding a baby carry-basket. 


"Is that Stillwell?" Ashley asked. 


Batman looked at the date on the footage. It was not far off from the 
day of her death. 


The video paused as Joker stepped out in front of the video. His 
smile exhibited eagerness and malice. 


"Now | know this clip feels out of place, but patience. With the 
growing ignorance of the general audience these days, | thought it 
would be best for you nitpicky buffoons to showcase some context ." 
Joker said, emphasizing the word "context" before leaving the 
frame. 


Homelander grew tense upon seeing her, which did not go 
unnoticed by everyone in the room. 


She took out a breast pump and began to use it until the bottle she 
used was full. After that, she put the bottle in the fridge. 


The footage had paused once more as the Joker walked over the 
footage. 


"Now without further adieu, I'd like to present this little short film of 
mine that | like to call "Got milk?" He said before walking out of 
frame. 


Soon the footage changed to when renovations of Stillwell's office 
were underway. The Homelander walked into the office. 


Batman noticed Homelander's body language in the chair. He was 
completely stiff. Both of his legs were now on the floor as he saw 
himself move closer to the desk. He began to lean closer to the TV, 
his eyes widened in fear. 


His lips began to flap, repeatedly mouthing the word "No" as he 
watched himself opening up the mini-fridge. He was holding the 
baby bottle still full of milk, which he began to warm with his heat 
vision. 


Everyone looked on before feeling different emotions as the 
Homelander in the footage began to drink from the bottle. First, he 
stuck his tongue out lapping at it like a dog drinking from a water 
bowl as he moaned in ecstasy. His arousal was evident, Batman 
noted to his disgust. 


Ashley felt dread as she thought about how this would impact 
Homelander's reputation. No one was ever going to let him live this 
down. Social media would tear him apart, especially his harshest 
critics. Homelander and the higher-ups at Vought would blame her 
for this she thought, pulling her hair. 


Plastic Man looked befuddled, his jaw cartoonishly dropped to the 
floor before he stretched his Maeve sat there looking completely 
unsurprised. She knew all of Homelanders' kinks, especially 
whenever he was with Stillwell. The media would rip him apart, and 
a small part of her wanted to smile. However, she refuses to do so 
considering the present circumstances and Batman's warning about 


the clown. She was starting to think that the bomb was only the tip of 
the iceberg. 


Batman had no change in expression, but his anger started to grow. 
Joker managed to get to Homelander. Burrowing into his mind like a 
tick and could now easily play Homelander like a violin. People were 
going to die because of this . 


On the Watchtower, the rest of the league watched on. Most of them 
stood there befuddled. J'onn remained stoic as usual. 


"Okay, what are we watching?" Flash asked the others. 
Guy Gardner on the other hand was busy busting a gut. 


Back in Gotham City, Butcher and the rest huddled around 
Frenchie's phone. 


"Is... Is that some kind of fetish?" Hughie asked, feeling disturbed. 
"Don't judge!" Frenchie told him. 

Kimiko eyed Mother's Milk who looked completely put off. 

MM looked at Butcher, his expression was completely neutral. 
"You're not at least a little fucking disturbed by this shit?" MM asked. 


"At this point, there's nothing that cunt can do to surprise me," 
Butcher told him. 


"| Knew he was interested in Stillwell, so I'm not too surprised." 
Annie said. 


Joker and Harley popped back on, sitting behind a desk with a 
pitcher of milk on it. Joker was drinking a glass of it when his eyes 
practically bulged out, before he turned to Harley and did a spit take. 
Harley flinched, and a look of annoyance marred her face. She knew 
better than to fight back only letting out an irritated "Hey!" 


"HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHEHEHEHEHEHAHAHAHAHAHOOHOOHOC 
AHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA"" 


His left hand pinched his temples as his right pounded on the desk. 


"| Know right, what a weirdo?" Joker said as he got up and moved 
closer to the camera. "Oh, and would you look at that it seems that 
"#GotMilk" is already trending at number one. Alongside, yours 
truly." He said as he pulled out his phone and showed it to the 
camera while holding himself up with his cane. 


The words on the trending page were 
"Joker" 

"Homelander" 

"#GotMilk" 

"Clowns" 

"Hot Clown GF" 


Homelanders' eyes began to glow red, his fists clenched as he 
glared at the television. The only thing keeping him from burning 
down the wall in front of them were thoughts of what he planned to 
do to the clowns. 


Joker turned to Harley. 


"Harley, you used to be a psychiatrist? Got any psychoanalysis or 
any other Freudian mumbo-jumbo on our friend?" Joker questioned. 


"Well puddin’ if | had ta guess I'd say our friend here has serious 
mommy issues. Which I'd assume manifests in the form of a good 
old-fashioned Oedipus complex. He's probably inta mommy play, 
which, I'm not judgin' a course. Probably wearin’ a diaper now too, 


which I'm judgin’." Harley replied, trying to channel her older days as 
Doctor Harleen Quinzel. 


"Well regardless, milksop is the only one who can stop my bomb." 
Joker said. "So come on down Homeboy! | just can't wait for you to 
screw this up!" 


Homelander immediately flew through the window both his eyes 


glowing red, only emphasizing his rage. He immediately flew out of 
the office window. 


Training Wheels 


Homelander flew to Times Square. When he arrived the cops had 
managed to contain the crowd from the bomb. He listened to the 
crowd chant his name managing to somewhat alleviate his anger. 
He grabbed one of the cops' megaphones. 


"Don't worry everyone. I'm here, you're all safe." Homelander told 
the crowd. Unfortunately, all he heard from the crowd regarding him 
were" 


"Do you think that milk thing is real?" 
"It's all fake! You're all just buying into the Super Villain narrative!" 
"I'm never going to drink milk again thanks to him." 


"| Know that I'm wrong, but this feels almost as bad as when he 
killed that kid in Africa." 


"Look there's a crazy clown trying to detonate a bomb who cares 
about Homelander's secret fetish or whatever?" 


"That video was out of context. What you saw was me drinking 
regular milk | didn't want to go to waste. The clown just put the 
footage of Mrs. Stillwell's breast pumping to make you think that. | 
mean, seriously, what grown man drinks breast milk?" He asked. 


"HAHAHAHAHAHAHA"" The Joker's laugh echoed around Times 
Square. 


"Really? Do you mean to tell me that it was regular milk inside a 
baby bottle? What a jip!" Joker asked. His face was on the television 
screen attached to the bomb. "It's a pleasure to make your 
acquaintance, Homeboy. How are ya?" 


Homelander started to approach the bomb. 


"Oh yeah, nice little nickname you got for me, funny man. Too bad 


that you can't say that to my fucking face, clown! Because when | 
find both of you | am going to rip your fucking heads off!" 
Homelander angrily whispered, his eyes glowing red. Both Joker 
and Harley feigned fear. 


Joker held his hands up in front of him. Harley clutched her chest. 


"He seems really mad at us, Mistah J." Harley told Joker feigning 
ignorance. 


"Really? That's a shame because | didn't even show him my concept 
art for a new costume." Joker said. "Here let me show it!" 


He held a photoshopped image of Homelander wearing a diaper, a 
bonnet, and a pacifier in his mouth. All of them appeared to have the 
Babies R Us logo and even the Vought symbol. The image was 
shared to every screen in Times Square only enraging Homelander 
even more. 


"HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA" Joker laughed his head leaned 
back. "Oh I'm sorry is someone feewing a wittwle gvumpy?" He 
taunted in baby speak. "HOOHOOHOOHOOHOO"" He squirmed 
around so much that his hat fell off his head. 


"Does baby need a nappy! HAHAHAHAHAHA" Harley brought up 
before falling off her chair due to cracking up. 


A furious Homelander readied his laser vision. Instantly gaining The 
Joker's attention. 


"Homie wait! | wouldn't do that if | were you." Joker warned him by 
putting his hands up. Despite his warning, he still wore his usual 
grin. 


Homelander ignored his words as he fired his ocular lasers at the 
bomb. However, this only triggered the bomb's detonation as a giant 
cloud of green gas began to surround the area. 


The gas had no effect on Homelander, but the crowd was another 
story as they began to laugh. Homelander looked around and saw 
them laughing hysterically as their faces started to resemble The 

Joker's own. It looked like even gas masks were useless too as he 


saw a bomb squad member collapse on the ground. 
He turned to the Joker and Harley, laughing their heads off. 


"| can't believe he actually did it!" Joker shouted enthusiastically. "| 
told him not to do it, and he still did it! | gotta say! You, my friend, are 
a huge improvement over Stupidman! 
HEHEHEHEHEHEHEHAHAHA" He started to pound on the desk 
he was sitting at. 


Homelander looked on at the scene, he had not been so 
embarrassed until he spoke at that protest against him. 


"Oooooooh, shit..." He muttered to himself. 


Suddenly, the gas cloud looked like it was being sucked into 
something. Homelander looked up and saw Superman inhaling the 
cloud before flying away. Homelander's rage transferred from The 
Joker to Superman now. 


"Get them to a hospital, now!" Batman told the Flash, handing him a 
vial. 


"On it." Flash said disappearing in an instant. 


"Well, it looks like the Justice Losers have arrived. I'll be ending my 
little broadcast now. Feel free to tune in next time. Same Joker time, 
same Joker channel! TTFN!" Joker said before the feed ended. 


Butcher and the rest of the group watched on in stunned silence. 
"Oh fuck that is bad..." Hughie muttered under his breath. 

"Evil son of a bitch." Mother's Milk said under his breath. 

"How many people do you think he killed?" Frenchie asked. 


"| don't know there would have to be at least two hundred people out 
on one city block in Times Square." Mother's Milk said. 


"It can only get worse if that psychotic piece of shit gets his hands 
on Compound V." Annie said. 


"Or any of the other maniacs here." Mother's Milk said. 
"I'm staying." Hughie said. 

"Agreed, Frenchie?" Mother's Milk said. 

"Oui." Frenchie replied as Kimiko nodded. 


"Fine, we'll play it your way, Tinkerbell. Let's pay the Cluemaster 
another visit and see how Compound V got over here." Butcher 
said. 


Homelander and the rest of the Seven were gathered in the meeting 
room as the League all glared at Homelander. 


"Sixty people are dead." Batman told Homelander, his voice 
completely tense. 


"Did you forget about the Clown! He killed them, that's all on him." 
Homelander defended himself. 


"Have you forgotten the fact that he set you off with grade school 
taunts." Batman fired back. 


"I'm sorry, there. Are you happy? | promise you all that next time I'll 
stop him." Homelander said. 


"There's not going to be a next time between you and Joker." 
Batman replied. 


"I'm sorry what?" Homelander asked. 


"This little joke of his has shown that he can easily get into your 
head." Batman explained. 


"So what I'm supposed to sit here and take it up the ass whenever 
he publicly slanders me?" Homelander questioned. 


"| reviewed the footage, so it's not a lie." Batman replied. 
Homelander sat up from his chair. 
"Would you all leave us alone for a bit?" Homelander asked. 


The Seven were all silent except for Stormfront and Ashley who 
followed Homelander's order. 


"You can all leave, | can handle this." Batman said. 
With that said everyone and the League left the meeting room. 
Homelander smirked. 


"You must have some balls you know that? Blaming me for all those 
people the Clown killed. Have you ever considered the fact that 
they're your fault too?" Homelander questioned. 


Batman was silent. 


"He wants good people to kill him, and more capable men than you 
have tried." Batman replied. 


Homelander let out a chuckle. 


"Are you trying to intimidate me? Underneath that fursuit, you are 
just a guy. That's it. No special powers. Just a fucking guy." 
Homelander questioned me. 


"You mean like Edgar, he's probably the closest thing you have for a 
father now. Isn't that right John?" Batman asked. 


Homelander was stunned. 
"What did you just call me?" Homelander asked. 


"That was what Vogelbaum called you, right? John, no last name. 
Just John. It's a good indicator of all of your problems." Batman said. 


"| don't know what you're talking about." Homelander lied, he read 
Batman's heartbeat. It was still calm and static just like Edgar's. 


"Alright, you mean how you were raised in a lab monitored by 
apathetic scientists who were looking at the next big corporate 
mascot. Scientists who never viewed you as a human being and 
more of a lab rat. | Know that you also kept the security blanket they 
gave you, it's still in your room is it not? Or how about the reason 
you do everything is to gain the love and favor of everyone around 
you." Batman prodded. 


Homelanders' eyes grew red. 


"Go ahead, do it." Batman goaded him, completely calm. His 
heartbeat not even raising a spike. 


"You really think this is all going to scare me?" Homelander asked. 
"| Know you're not going to kill me." Batman said. 
"Oh really? Why's that?" Homelander asked. 


"Because | know how you think. Tell me something you didn't kill 
William Butcher last year. Why was that? Was it because he didn't 
fear you?" Batman asked him. 


Homelander was silent trying to think of a reason. 


"Or how about your relationship with Edgar, he's not afraid of you 
either. Do you want to know what | think of you?" Batman 
questioned. 


"What?" Homelander weakly let out. 


"I'm not afraid of you. Deep down, | pity you. | saw how you were at 
Superman's family home. You are not a God, just an angry child 
lashing out at a world for making him feel unloved. Now go with 
J'onn, he's taking you to the Watchtower where your son is." Batman 
replied. 


Homelander just stood there processing what Batman said before 
leaving the room. All he could retort was this: 


"You don't get me!" Homelander yelled out in a similar manner to an 
angry child before leaving the room. 


Stan Edgar walked to the house of his adopted daughter and 
granddaughter. To the world, she was Victoria Neuman. Vought's 
number one political adversary. To him, she was his daughter 
Nadia. He saw her sitting on her couch with a worried look on her 
face. 


"What's wrong?" He asked. 

She pointed to the kitchen. 

"He wanted to speak with you." She said. 

Outstepped a bald man wearing a suit. He smiled at Stan. 


"Mr. Edgar, I'm Lex Luthor. We have much to discuss." Luthor said, 
offering his hand for a handshake. 


Edgar fought to maintain his composure. He recognized his name, 
he was the former CEO of LexCorp. Superman's arch-rival. Seeing 
that he was still alive, despite being in Nadia's presence for some 
time, only gave him one option. 


"Yes, | have heard of you. Why are you here?" Stan said. 
"I'm here to offer you a deal." Lex said. 
"I'm listening." Stan said. 


"| Know from experience the Justice League are a hassle to men like 
us. | Saw Superman's speech, we both know what he meant." Luthor 
said. 


"| was already aware of what he meant and their history with you 
which is why | will be stepping down as CEO." Edgar told him. 


"Smart decision, but it won't matter if they don't get you then they will 
turn to someone else." Luthor said looking at Neuman. 


A sense of dread began to cloud Edgar's mind if they couldn't get 
him. Then Nadia would be a likely target. 


"What exactly is your plan?" Stan asked. 


"V-24, your personal project. | can make it come to fruition." Luthor 
told him. 


"We haven't officially started the project yet. It's been delayed due to 
outside forces." Edgar said. 


"Yes, I'm well aware of the outside force. | think we both know 
sending out his ilk would be a military disaster. As someone who 
has a history of military projects, the key is control of supply and 
demand. I'm offering you the choice of letting your company shed 
these narcissistic hedonists and making it a serious company." 
Luthor said. 


Edgar was contemplating Luthor's decision. 


"I'll leave you to it." Luthor said handing him a note which appeared 
to have his location. 


Lex walked out of the door. 
"What are you thinking?" Neuman asked. 


"I'll have to wait and see. In the meantime, avoid using your powers 
and try not to raise suspicion." Stan told her. 


"| will." She replied. 


Homelander walked down Watchtower's corridor accompanied by 
Ryan. They were following Martian Manhunter to a room. 


"| hope you're happy with the arrangement." The Manhunter said. 


"As long as it works and they do Ryan well, of course." Homelander 
answered. 


The door to the room opened and inside there were more children. 
They recognized Superboy and Robin, but also a blonde kid wearing 
a seashell collar, two little black girls, a redhead, a girl dressed in 


what they identified as Impulse's old suit, and a boy who looked like 
her wearing an orange suit, they both shared slightly Asian features. 
With them was the Flash, but not League's Flash, he was the 
original, the old man. He wore a white coat over his suit as he 
watched the boy in orange an insane amount of weight. 


"Homelander, this is Jay Garrick, the first Flash." Martian Manhunter 
said. 


"I've been told your son is having difficulties in accessing his 
powers." Flash said. 


"You know something about that?" Homelander asked. 


"I'm 103 years old and had a lot of time in my hands to study 
superpowers. | think | can help the boy find out what is wrong. Like 
with the other children, this one," Flash pointed to the boy in orange. 
"Was supposed to be a speedster but he ended up different." 


"Look all | know is that Two-Face is making a move, | don't know 
how, but that's all I've heard!" Cluemaster confessed as Kimiko had 
her hands around his head. 


"How is he getting it?" Butcher asked sipping a cup. 
"| don't know, alright!" Brown admitted. 

"Where do we find Two-Face?" Butcher questioned. 
"| don't know!" Cluemaster told him. 

"Kimiko break another rib." Butcher told her. 


"Wait! Wait! | heard he might be making an alliance with Penguin. 
They're going against Black Mask about this stuff. Last month, Black 
Mask and his crew managed to kidnap Freeze's wife. They've been 
forcing Freeze to work with him." Cluemaster said. 


"Who else is he working for?" Butcher asked. 


"| remember hearing that Two-Face is working with Scarecrow. | 
don't know where he's being held up though." Cluemaster said. 


"Good, thanks." Butcher said. 


Butcher walked out of the apartment and saw Frenchie waiting 
there. 


"What do you know about Two-Face?" Butcher asked. 


"He used to be the district attorney here. He worked with Batman 
and Commissioner Gordon to take down the mob. Until the mob 
threw acid on him and scarred half his face." Frenchie said. 


He showed Butcher a picture of Two-Face. The unscarred side of 
his face had brown hair, while the other was completely red with 
burn scars. 


"Fucking hell..." Butcher said looking at his wounds. 


"Apparently, he makes his decisions by flipping a coin." Frenchie 
said. 


"Alright, and you mentioned this Scarecrow cunt earlier. What is he 
a Wizard of Oz or bird enthusiast?" Butcher asked. 


"Former psychologist and chemist, apparently he created and uses 
a gas that makes anyone who breathes it in see their worst fears." 
Frenchie said. 


"Alright, get some gas masks." Butcher said. 


"I've heard they've become ineffective to his gas now, only he's 
immune to it." Frenchie said. 


"Alright, we just need to be careful. After all, you've made some 
diabolical concoctions since we've known one another." Butcher 
said. "What about Black Mask?" 


"I've heard horror stories about Black Mask. They say he's just about 
as sadistic as The Joker, he's a torture enthusiast. | heard he 
tortured Catwoman's sister to near death." Frenchie said. 


"Catwoman?" Butcher asked. 


"Cat burglar, she and Batman have a history with one another." 
Frenchie said. 


"You mean they fuck?" Butcher said as ideas started to form in his 
head. 


"Oui." Frenchie said. 
"Good, what about Mr. Freeze?" Frenchie asked. 


"Former Cryogenist turned to crime to save his dying wife after his 
employer, Goth Corp, fucked them over. Apparently, he uses an ice 
gun to freeze people. He's kind of a sad person from what I've 
heard." Frenchie said. 


"Not our problem, Black Mask is apparently holding his wife 
somewhere here." Butcher said. 


"What about Batman and his people?" Frenchie asked. 


"Same as always, you told me that you think Bruce Wayne is 
Batman not just funding him, right?" Butcher asked. 


"Yes, when he was eight his parents were shot and killed by some 
mugger in the Crime Alley." Frenchie said. 


"Was the Crime Alley behind the Rape Corner? Wayne must be just 
another rich cunt who gets off on beating the unfortunate." Butcher 
said. 


"Easier said than done, Wayne is practically the City's philanthropic 
backbone." Frenchie said. 


"Look how well that's working about." Butcher said. 
"How you know all that?" MM asked Frenchie. 


"Been keeping notes on everything about this world." Frenchie said, 
showing his notebook. "You think Angels are here?" 


"Santa Claus is probably real here. The devil has to be since we're 
in hell." Mother's Milk replied 


"| don't know there's something in this city that's both horrifying and 
seductive. The more you spend time here." Frenchie said. 


"Don't you go native on me." Butcher warned him. "Where would 
most of the supervillains go to host a sitdown?" He asked Frenchie. 


"The Iceberg Lounge. The Penguin's club." He replied. 
"Good." Butcher said turning to Mother's Milk. 


"Let's bug it." He said. 


The Batwing landed on a residential home in Midvale, a suburban 
town near Metropolis. Batman left his vehicle and found Becca 
Butcher waiting for him. She was mad and walked fastly toward 
Batman. 


"You said you'd help." Becca said. "Instead you just put me on 
house arrest just like Vought." 


"You are a known collaborator to Billy Butcher." Batman said. "You 
can't be trusted in our world with him here. And you can't be safe in 
your world with Homelander there." 


"I'm not safe with Homelander? You assholes gave my son to him. 
You could just kill him and put an end to this nightmare." Becca told 
him. 


"That is not how we do things. Even if we did, killing a beloved 
public figure would make us look like invaders and make him a 
martyr." Batman said as he grabbed a screen from the Batwing. 


"| figured, | take it that the clown was not a part of your plans?" 
Becca asked. "How did Homelander act, upset about his little fetish 
getting leaked?" 


"Yes, we're making sure to keep him away from anything Joker 


plans. Stan Edgar might be resigning as well, from what I've 
gathered." Batman said. 


"| just want to see my son." Becca said, the anger ran out and she 
just sounded sad. 


"That's why I'm here." 


Batman gave Becca the screen. She saw live footage of Ryan at the 
Watchtower, he was interacting with other children, something he 
had never done before. The smaller black girl threw a lightning bolt 
at a target in the room. The Flash put his hand on Ryan's shoulder 
and Ryan kept staring at the target. 


"What are they doing?" Becca asked. 


"We convinced Homelander to bring Ryan to a training session for 
his power." 


"No. | don't want Ryan using his powers, they are not good for him. 
No one should have that kind of power." Becca told him. 


"You want us to stop it?" Batman asked. 


"No!" Becca shouted as she pulled the screen away from Batman. 
That was all she had from Ryan. "Let me think about that more." 


"He'll need to control them." Batman told her. 


"| know. Tell me what's the difference between Homelander and 
your guy?" Becca asked. 


"Loving parents." Batman replied. 


In the room, Homelander saw Ryan struggling to use his laser 
vision. 


"You got it." Homelander whispered to Ryan. "That's it, don't give up. 
That's it, that's it, keep going. Little more, little more, you got it.” Still, 
nothing happened. 


"Maybe if you- -" Superboy tried to say. 


"| Know what." Homelander interrupted. "Imagine... Uhm... Well, 
sometimes it helps to imagine someone you hate, okay? So, try 
that." 


"Back at home,” Ryan said. "When | say ‘hate’ | have to put a 
quarter in the swear jar." 


"There's no swear jar here. So you can hate away." 
"| don't really hate anyone." 


"You use powers during emotional responses." Robin said, sitting on 
the other side of the room. "Makes no sense to ask you to do it 
rationally when all you know about them is emotional." 


"| feel like using them all the time." Ryan confessed. 
"So why don't you?" Homelander asked. 


"Everything here is scary. It can hurt me. Can even hurt you, like the 
Joker." 


"Y-You saw that?" 
"Everyone saw that." 


"Ryan, | might have lost. This time, | usually always win. But I'm not 
hurt, and they can't hurt, because you're my son, and you're strong. 
Whatever you have in there, just release it, when you see what you 
can do, you'll find how strong you really are." 


Ryan tried again, his eyes lit up red. The light became very intense 
until a powerful laser came out of his eyes and destroyed the target. 
A screen next to the Flash compared the laser coming out of his 
eyes to Homelander's and Superboy's. 


Becca was sitting on her couch watching this through her screen. 
Her hands shook, she saw Ryan giving his father a hug. Becca 
threw the screen on the table and grabbed the bottle of whiskey in 
front of her. 


One Flew Over the Penguin's Nest 


The following day, Edgar and his bodyguards drove to where Luthor 
told him to meet him. It was at a barber shop in Jersey City. 


"lam glad to see you've decided to accept my offer." Luthor said. 
Instead of a suit, this time he was wearing a strange purple jumpsuit 
with glowing green strobes that went around his chest like an "X". 
Dead center on his chest was a glowing yellow hexagon with a 
green "Y" dividing the interior into three pieces. 


"And what is that exactly, seeing as how you've essentially called 
me to the middle of Jersey City." Edgar replied. 


"| Know the Justice League is working with your company and | 
came to warn you what will happen. The Justice League will ruin 
their "branding". Your company mascots, "The Seven" will be utterly 
humiliated by them." Luthor told him. 


"Exactly why should | consider taking your advice?" Edgar 
questioned. 


"Mainly due to Homelander's chief rival. I've also read about who 
your team has been struggling to deal with." Luthor said. "I know all 
about William Butcher and his rowdy band of miscreants, and | can 
assure you they would not be a threat in my world." Luthor 
explained. 


"Butcher and the rest of his gang have disappeared. We suspect 
they might be in your world." Edgar told him. 


"Really?" Luthor remarked, sounding amused. "Then | guess his run 
will come to an end." He added. 


"You're certain?" Edgar asked. 


"The power the League has is beyond your quaint team. They even 
have some of the most intelligent minds, who only barely rival my 
own. Their resources are arguably significantly more vast than that 


of your company. Even Homelander is barely a fraction as powerful 
as Superman." Luthor further explained. Edgar noticed Luthor's tone 
when he mentioned Superman. 


"I suspect you're speaking from experience." Edgar stated. 


"Because | practically am you, Stan. Think about how Superman is 
my Earth's Homelander or Wonder Woman your Queen Maeve, | 
believe | am you. It was why | wanted us to meet in the first place. | 
was once the CEO of a company called LexCorp for quite a while. 
He'll destroy the reputation of Vought and the image of your super 
team unless you allow me to help you." Luthor said, his bitterness 
much more apparent. 


"How do you intend on doing that?" Edgar asked this time, sounding 
relatively curious. "We haven't even officially started production of 
V-24." He added. 


"| need Compound V, just a single sample." Lex said. 
"It's that simple?" Edgar asked. 


"Creating V-24 is easy enough for me. However, we'll need a story 
to create it." Luthor said. 


"lam well aware of the problems that have occurred from The 
Seven. | Know all about their various personal and psychological 
issues. Especially those regarding Homelander." Luthor said. 


"Elaborate." Edgar told him. 


"| have already established my knowledge about his half-baked 
Compound V supervillain creation scheme. | Know he attained your 
company's greatest secret and distributed it to terrorists like candy 
to children. Because of him, your company was at great risk and 
he's dangerously unstable. I've worked with some of the most 
unstable minds and know what to expect: it will backfire on you. 
Sure he wants to be loved by the public, but he will decide to do so 
with direct force one day. I'm also aware of how difficult Queen 
Maeve has been regarding the new image your company has in 
mind for her, A-Train's heart issues, Stormfront's controversial 


history, and just The Deep in general." Luthor brought up. "Why deal 
with such destructive forces when you can grant temporary powers 
to the real heroes? Imagine, Homelander has gone rogue and who 
is there to stop him. Not Superman, but a squadron of US Marines 
powered by V-24 that your company provided them." He told him. 


"Are you suggesting we let Homelander go rogue?" Edgar asked 
sounding concerned. 


"Yes, if he goes rogue he's the perfect scapegoat. His Compound V 
trafficking scheme, and all the dead bodies you've buried for him. 
What could you and your company do to stop such a powerful 
monster? You are after all only human." Luthor said. 


"Regarding Homelander, we already have a backup in mind." Edgar 
told him. 


"Yes, | Know about the boy. As well as the unfortunate 
circumstances regarding his conception. Tell me something, are you 
really going to wait another decade for a new Homelander? Or let 
me rephrase it, do you really want to spend another decade with that 
man childish time bomb?" Luthor questioned Edgar. 


"Ryan is supposed to be our ace in the hole when it comes to 
controlling Homelander, he is not in any way his future successor." 
Edgar told Luthor. 


"Which is why you did not want him to find the boy in the first 
place?" Luthor said. 


"Yes." Edgar said. 


"| can assume your agreement to let members of the League watch 
over Ryan. They invited him to their watchtower so he could hone 
his powers." Lex said. 


"What are you on about?" Stan asked. 


"You've made a fatal mistake, with the League watching over the 
boy, especially with it being someone close to Superman. They'll 
show him a new idea of heroism, one that is not focused on 
preening to the media and filming asinine summer blockbusters all 


for the sake of being a glorified company spokesman. You'll find that 
one day his allegiance to Vought will be secondary. If you're even 
that lucky." Lex added. 


"What makes you say that?" Edgar asked. Although he was starting 
to understand what Superman had meant during their first meeting. 


"Because, again, | used to be like you, Stan. It was why | wanted us 
to meet in the first place. At first, | had tried to employ the alien, only 
to be shot down. That was my first mistake. Superman sought to 
bring me down, so | had to create certain beings to oppose him. 
Most of them tried to betray me. That was my second mistake. It 
was there that | realized that these super-powered beings cannot be 
controlled unless their powers are temporary and managed. So | 
decided to acquire enough power to do so." Luthor said. 
"Unfortunately, it did not pay off. | am now one of the most wanted 
men on the planet. Of course, a lesser man would have just given 
up and waited for oblivion, but | wouldn't even entertain that train of 
thought." Luthor said. 


"| wish to see your lab." Stan said. 


"Of course." Lex smiled and turned towards the barbershop. "Follow 
me." He simply said as he walked towards the entrance. 


Edgar and his guards followed him. 


It seemed like any other barbershop. The smell of shampoo polluted 
the entire area. 


Lex sat down on a chair. He motioned Edgar to do the same. 


They obliged Luthor's nonverbal request. Luthor pressed a button on 
his watch when all of a sudden yellow light surrounded them. They 
were now somewhere else. The walls were made of a strange 
metal. Green automatons surrounded the area armed to the teeth 
with strange guns and cannons. There was a massive computer 
down the corridor with a chemistry lab to the side. 


Edgar was amazed by this new location. 


"Welcome to my lab, Mr. Edgar." Luthor said with a proud grin on his 


face. 


"Fascinating..." Edgar said sounding intrigued. "What do you want 
Vought and myself to do?" Edgar asked. 


"Let things play out, try and nudge any suspicion onto Homelander. 
In fact, there is something you might find concerning, relating to 
Homelander's plan." Luthor said. 


"I'm sorry what?" Edgar asked. 


"lam not responsible for this in any way, but some of the so-called 
Super-Villains of my world have apparently taken an interest in 
Compound V. Someone from my world is bringing in them over to 
your world as we speak, as you saw with The Joker. My leading 
suspect for this is Doctor Thaddeus Sivanna." Luthor said. 


Edgar was stunned to hear this. 


Homelander was in the conference with Stormfront and Ashley. He 
was disappointed, his fist closed with his elbow on the table waiting 
for results. 


"Nothing?" Homelander questioned. "You have nothing? The alien 
has to have made mistakes in the past. He can't be perfect, it's too 
good to be true." 


"It's too good to be true." Ashley said. "He's 6 foot 4, has black hair, 
blue eyes, doesn't drink, doesn't smoke and tells the truth." 


"The truth? | decide what's the truth. What about your internet flying 
monkeys?" Homelander addressed Stormfront. "We can access 
their internet, they must have something." 


"Some podcaster from his world did a pretty good job making people 
hate Superman," Stormfront said. "She got powers, became a 
supervillain and now nobody trusts people who don't like Superman. 
But we got info on the others. Plastic Man has a criminal record 
longer than your johnson and Wonder Woman broke a guy's neck in 
front of the whole world. They're not perfect." 


"Research did find some homophobic quotes from Green Lantern." 
Ashley said. 


"Gardner or Stewart?" Homelander asked. 


"Neither, Sentinel, the old one. We even have some disapproving 
answers from another hero called Obsidian..." 


"Why would | give a fuck?" Homelander interrupted. "The best you 
found was some grandpa who doesn't understand PR? Get out." 


Ashley immediately left. Homelander got up from his chair, walked 
around the room, and approached Stormfront with his finger on her 
face. 


"Edgar was right." Homelander said. "They're humiliating us, they 
are going to shut us down and everybody is going to forget me." 


"They won't," Stormfront said and got up. "You're the Homelander. 
You're traditional to this whole world, they're unfamiliar and don't fit 
here. Do you really think your demographic like it when they let 
psychopaths live? You stand for what Frederick stood for, they don't. 
| have Logan digging down their internet. Look at them. They put 
themselves on a pedestal, the bigger they are the harder they fall, 
we'll find something we can leverage." 


"That's not true." 


Homelander tried to turn his back on Stormfront, but she pulled him 
back to her and looked Homelander in the eyes. 


"You decide what's the truth." 


After what felt like an hour, The Boys were at the front of the line to 
the Iceberg Lounge. Beforehand, Frenchie took the liberty of getting 
them the appropriate clothes for this occasion. 


"Welcome to the Iceberg Lounge, how many are you seating?" The 
receptionist at the front desk asked. 


"Six." Butcher said. 


"You may sit at the bar until we get your table ready." The 
receptionist said allowing them in. 


"Thanks." Butcher said. 


The interior was much nicer than they expected. Mainly the giant 
iceberg pool in the middle of the place with actual penguins. 


"She didn't even card us." Hughie said sounding worried. 


"This place likely attracts every low life in this city, we're nothing too 
special here." Butcher said. 


They all sat at the table. 
"Okay, so what's the plan?" Annie asked. 


"We make a distraction, sneak in, and bug the place." Butcher told 
her. 


"What's the distraction?" Hughie asked. 


"First we need to look around, you two lovebirds stay at the table. 
We'll take in the scenery." Butcher said as he got up from his chair. 
He walked towards the bar and looked around. All while ordering a 
drink. 


Mother's Milk went to the bathroom taking notice of any place that 
might be where the more illicit activities were being undertaken. 


Kimiko and Frenchie went over to the Penguins, the latter seemed to 
be more fond of the birds. As she watched them in childlike 
excitement. 


As they sat at the table, Hughie and Annie noticed that the Penguin 
was on the upper floor greeting his guests. Needless to say, his 
appearance matched his namesake as closely as humanly possible 
with his short height and beak nose. He wore a black and white 
tuxedo with a black top hat. In his hand looked to be an umbrella 
with a penguin on top of it. On his left eye, he wore a monocle, 


which might have given away their position. Startling them both 
which only worsened as he started to walk down the stairs. He 
practically waddled towards them. 


"Good evening, and welcome to the Iceberg Lounge!" The Penguin 
said showing them his hand. He spoke in a British accent, his 
sounding much more traditional Queen's English than Butcher's 
rough cockney. 


"It's nice to be here." Hughie stammered out nervously. 
"lam Oswald Cobblepot, the owner of this esteemed establishment, 
might | have your names please?" He asked, his gaze more focused 


on Annie. 


"Oh, my name is Gary Camp." Hughie said stopping himself from 
telling the rest of his last name. 


"I'm Mary Shaw." Annie said remembering Maeve's last name. 
"Gary and Mary?" Penguin asked incredulously. 

"Yes, we've known each other since High School." Hughie lied. 
"Our friends set us up as a joke." Annie said. 

"Oh | see, tell me you seem quite young. | would have expected a 
couple of your age to go to a more lively venue." Penguin said, they 


noted his disgust upon saying the word lively. 


"Well, my uncle from England. He came down here for a business 
meeting.” Hughie said. 


"Oh, really where is he?" Penguin asked. 
"He's over by the bar." Hughie said pointing out Butcher. 


"Oh lovely, why don't you bring him over, | spent most of my 
childhood in England. I'm Gotham by blood, but London helped 
make me the man that | am." Penguin said. 


"Sure." Annie said rushing over to the bar. 


She tapped him on his shoulder. 


"We have a slight problem." Annie told Butcher pointing out 
Penguin. 


"| told you to stay at the table." Butcher scolded her. 
"We did, he spotted us." Annie said. 
"Does he know?" Butcher asked. 


"| don't know, he spent some time in England and wants to talk to 
you about it." She said. 


Butcher smiled thinking he could use this to his advantage. 


"Give me the run down on what you and Hughie told him." He told 
her. 


"Hughie said his name was Gary Camp, he told him that you're his 
uncle from England here for a business meeting. | told him my name 
was Mary Shaw." Annie said. 


"Right, | got it. Now watch a professional." Butcher said. 
He walked towards the Penguin. 


"So you must be the bloke of this establishment, James Camp." 
Butcher said smiling enthusiastically and shaking his hand. 


"You must be the English uncle. | am Oswald Cobblepot. Tell me, 
your nephew mentioned you were here on business. Where do you 
work for?" Penguin asked. 


"Wayne Enterprises." Butcher said. 


"Oh | see, you know with all this news of travelers from another 
world. It's nice to see something more mundane." Penguin replied. 


"| can imagine, you saw what happened to that Homelander-bloke, 
right? What a freak?" Butcher added. 


"Indeed." Penguin said letting out a laugh. 


Butcher let out a chuckle. 


"Why | would hate to be outwitted by that, oedipal ignoramus," 
Penguin added. 


Butcher stopped laughing and tried to hide his feelings of anger. 


"| don't really think that's funny. | mean apparently Joker killed sixty 
people." Annie brought up. 


"Yeah and Mary means no offense Mr. Cobblepot." Hughie spoke 
up. 


"Oh no worries, | apologize if | was being insensitive. In this city, it 
helps to keep a strong sense of humor. Though to be fair, to 
Homelander, I've never seen The Joker use that style of bomb 
before." Penguin said. 


At a grocery store in New York, Maeve was busy buying as much 
beer as she could manage incognito. Originally she planned on 
stopping at twenty liters, but all the Brave Maeve advertisements 
made her double. 


"Quite the party you must be having." She heard a woman call to 
her. 


Maeve turned around and saw the woman she saw in the crowd 
during the press conference. 


"Jesus Christ!" Maeve blurted out completely startled. 


"No, I'm sorry for disturbing you. My name is Donna Milton, I'm new 
here." She said defensively. 


"You're from Earth-One?" Maeve asked. 


"Yes, | am, but if I'm being honest | think | prefer your world." Donna 
said. 


Maeve scoffed at her notion. 


"I'm being honest, it feels good to be in a world that seems to bury 
the truth. Wouldn't you agree?" Donna said. 


"I'm not sure | get what you're talking about." Maeve lies. 


"Oh, you poor thing. It must hurt having to now compare yourself to 
her. There's nothing to be ashamed about that though, few can." 
Donna said. 


"Are you trying to insult me?" Maeve asked. 
"No, quite the opposite, | can help you Maeve." She replied. 
"Help with what?" Maeve asked. 


"What if | told you, that | can help you pick up the pieces of your life? 
You would no longer need to worry about Homelander ever again 
not just in your life, but for those you love." She told her. 


Maeve paused and processed what Donna told her before she was 
given a card by her. On the card was her phone number. 


"Call me, and please keep this discussion a secret between us." 
Donna told her before walking away. 


MM and Frenchie watched from the bar Butcher talking to the 
Penguin. 


"We were not supposed to call any attention." MM remarked. 


"Don't worry," Frenchie said. "I put my special little mix in that guy's 
drink, in a few seconds, nobody is going to look anywhere but at 
him." 


The guy in question was jumping excited with a crazy look on his 
face. He was young, had auburn hair and freckles, his tuxedo was 
blue and he had a golden pin on his tie. He kept jumping and yelling 
cuss words in excitement. 


"You sure that's safe?” MM asked. 


"Perfectly safe, | even took some of it myself once. But | never did it 
again for a good reason." 


The guy jumped on the bar, took two opened bottles, and started to 
run while spilling on the floor. His arms were open like wings and he 
wouldn't stop yelling he could fly. The security positioned 
themselves and tried to catch but he was too fast and kept causing 
havoc. The Penguin was visibly pissed and loudly ordered his 
guards to catch the man. 


"Jesus, Frenchie. What did you put in that stuff?" Hughie whispered 
to himself. 


MM and Frenchie were able to walk across the staff-only corridors in 
the middle of the confusion. They walked down what seemed like an 
underground deposit. Frenchie should plant a bug and leave but he 
needed to see what happened there to know if it was the right place. 
Going further, the pair saw a curious scenario: Two pairs of identical 
twins talking to each other. 


A pair had tousled brown hair and thin beards, they wore leather 
coats. The other two were freckled-faced gingers wearing gray suits 
with blue shirts and bow ties. 


"Where's Penguin?" A ginger twin asked. 


"Mr. Cobblepot has to show his face in the club for the guests to 
remember who runs this place." A thin bearded twin answered. 


"Where's the stuff?" His brother asked. "You asked for the Penguin 
but your boss doesn't show up and sends you two knuckleheads 
alone." 


"Who are you calling knucklehead!?" The other ginger shouted. 


Their argument was interrupted when a portal opened in the deposit. 
Two-Face and Solomon Grundy stepped out. Grundy was a big 
creature with chalky white skin and hair. His clothes were a torn suit 
with no sleeves left and a noose around his neck. Two Face took the 
small box from Grundy's face and opened revealing a dose of 
Compound-V. He gave it to the thin bearded twins and they paid him 


the money. 


"Two hundred and twenty-two thousand dollars and twenty-two 
cents." The twin said about the money. 


Solomon Grundy pointed in Frenchie's direction to indicate there 
was something wrong. They were about to search for what it was 
until Two-Face flipped his coin. 


"Leave it." Two Face ordered, the ginger twins and Grundy ignored. 


"You're not our boss." The other twins said at the same time and put 
out their guns. 


By the time they got there, Frenchie and MM were long gone. 
"I'll plant the bug you go back, just in case." Frenchie told him. 
"| don't like leaving you here, man." Mother's Milk told him. 

"I'll be safe, vas y." Frenchie ordered. 


MM heeded Frenchies' words and left. When MM was out of sight, 
Frenchie found a door that looked like where meetings might be 
held. 


With the bug planted, Frenchie was about to go back to the Lounge. 
Still, the second he got to the corridor, he faced a man wearing full 
body armor, guns all over him, a bo staff, and a broad sword on his 
back. His helmet was half orange and half black with no way for him 
to see on that side. Frenchie immediately drew a pistol, but it was 
countered as the armored man grabbed his wrist and held his 
fingers. Frenchie's arm was then put behind his back before his face 
was slammed against a door. He blacked out upon impact. 


Eyes without Face 


TW: | would like to mention that there is a slur towards the 
mentally ill here from you know who. Fortunately, she gets 
what's coming to her in this chapter. 


Also, | would like to apologize, to any readers from Scotland. | 
used an English-to-Scottish text generator. If that was not 
accurate whatsoever. We are sorry will change if necessary. 


At the Royal Hotel, the Boys changed into their regular clothing. 
Mother's Milk sat on the bed and talked to the others. 


"Frenchie was right behind me." He said. "I left before, | don't know 
where he went. But | also saw Two-Face and this giant zombie, | 
have no idea who that was. They were coming from our world, | saw 
their portal. These guys have a way in and out, we need that." 


Kimiko tried to speak with them. She spoke in her regular sign 
language, scared and desperate, they didn't need to speak sign to 
understand what she wanted. 


"We'll find Frenchie." Hughie comforted her. 


"Worst case scenario he was caught." Butcher said as he opened 
the computer and put it on the table. "So we're gonna listen to 
what's happening and find out what is happening there." 


Butcher turned it on. They could hear Penguin's voice from the end 
of the bug, he was yelling, and MM recognized the twins' voice. 


"That lunatic ruined my bar!" Penguin said. "There were some real 
losses, do you have any idea how expensive insurance is in 
Gotham? I'm asking you, Earth-Seven encroachers, are you aware 
of the high price of insurance in Gotham?" 


They quickly realized what had happened. Solomon Grundy broke 


through the wall and tackled Starlight from behind. Gas bombs were 
thrown inside the room, Deathstroke entered from the window, the 
gas didn't seem to bother him. Mercenaries wearing bird-themed 
gas masks entered the room and attacked the Boys. Hughie, 
Mother's Milk, and Butcher were disoriented as the men held their 
guns against their heads. 


"You have an honorable friend, he didn't say a word." Deathstroke 
said but then showed the keys to Frenchie's room. "But we found 
other clues." 


The Boys were all down because of the gas, except Annie, still held 
down by Grundy and Kimiko who stood before Deathstroke, who 
looked at her with familiarity as he drew his sword. 


"Katana?" Deathstroke asked and hit her with his sword. Kimiko held 
the blade and threw it away. "You're not Tatsu Yamashiro." He 
remarked with surprise. 


Kimiko attempted to attack Deathstroke but he jumped out of the 
way. One of the mercenaries tried to stab her. She ripped off his arm 
and gas mask, used the beak to stab another mercenary in the 
throat, and threw his body at Deathstroke, who ducked under the 
corpse. When Kimiko raced again after Deathstroke, he managed to 
throw her out of the window. Deathstroke touched his earpiece and 
watched Kimiko running down the street. 


"Deathstroke to the nest. We got Starlight and almost all of the 
others but the other female was also a meta. She escaped and killed 
two of Penguin's men." 


In Sandusky, The Rogues looted one of the churches owned by the 
Church of the Collective. All the security was down and Captain 
Cold and Heat Wave threw their artifacts and jewelry in mirrors, and 
the objects entered the mirrors like in a pool. 


"The Justice League is in their satellite," Cold said. "Which means 
they only have their own heroes now, who apparently are a bunch of 
losers." 


Golden Glider threw a goblet made of gold in a mirror. 


"Why have we never robbed this place's version in our world?" She 
asked. 


"You really wanted to fuck with Hollywood?" 


A-Train and the Deep went to the Church of the Collective and found 
The Rogues looting the place. 


"Alright so let me do the heavy lifting, and I'll tell the Justice League 
how you helped." A-Train told the Deep. 


"Why do you have to do the heavy lifting?" The Deep asked 
indignantly. 


"Because we're nowhere near the water." A-Train told him smugly. "I 
saw these guys, they look like pussies." 


"You only want to fight these guys because they're that Flash guy's 
enemies." The Deep argued. 


A-Train's confident smile turned into an angry glare. 


"Tell you what? If we run into any of your lordships' enemies I'll let 
you do the heavy lifting, fish fucker." A-Train said, poking him in one 
of his gills. The Deep held his side before punching A-Train in the 
stomach. 


"Fuck you! I'm taking them on by myself!" The Deep said. 


"Ay, Snart! Looks lik’ they're fightin' amongst themselves!" A man 
with a strong Scottish accent called out. 


A-Train and the Deep looked to find a man wearing a strange 
orange and green costume: The Mirror Master. Stepping out of the 
door was Captain Cold. Both A-Train and the Deep took one good 
laugh and began to chuckle. However, this did little to anger the 
Captain. 


"Your A-Train right? The fastest man alive here?" Captain Cold 
asked pointing his gun at the two. 


A-Train stopped laughing. 
"Yeah." He said, still smiling. 


"Flash would have gotten here before we finished robbing this little 
cult of yours. Hell if I'm being honest he would have gotten here just 
in time." Captain Cold said smirking. 


A-Train's anger flared as he rushed towards Captain Cold. However, 
for some strange reason, A-Train's speed faltered halfway as he felt 
cold. He was covered in ice. 


"W... W... W... hat?" A-Train sputtered out. 


"Cold isn't it, my cold gun. It's not like any ice ray you've seen ina 
sci-fi flick. It creates a cold wall, that freezes anything it's pointed 
out. With the Flash it just makes him easier to see, but with you. 
Well, I'd hope you're more durable than most people." Captain Cold 
said his gaze turned to the Deep. 

"You wanna go fish boy?" Captain Cold said. 

"Yeah no, I'm good." The Deep said. 

"Smart lad." Mirror Master said. 

Next came the Golden Glider. 

"We've got just about everything Leo." She said. 

"Good." Cold said smiling warmly at his sister. 

"I'm just going to go if that's alright with you." Deep said. 

"Sure have fun." Cold told him sarcastically. 

"Wait, | think | know this guy.” Glider said. 

"You do?" The Deep said proudly. 


"No one wanna hear your ‘Gossip Girl' takes." Cold told his sister 


"You're talking about Chance? | really want to meet this guy..." The 


Deep started approaching and Heat Wave pointed his weapon at 
him. "... I'm leaving, bye." 


"Not that guy. He's the rapist Aquaman knockoff | read about!" 
Glider angrily said. 


The adjective she brought up instantly drew the attention of the 
Rogues as their looks of apathy towards the Deep turned into 
hostility. The Deep instantly blanched. 


"Look, I'm sorry about that. I've been trying to better myself with the 
help of the Church, so that one day | can join the Justice League." 
The Deep said. 


"The Justice League is never going to accept you, shithead. We 
think you're a sicko, what makes you think they won't?" Cold replied. 
"Weather Wizard, get out here!" He called out into the house. 


Weather Wizard stepped out of the bathroom looking mildly 
concerned about something. 


"Yeah?" Wizard asked. 

"See that guy over there?" Cold asked. 

"Yeah?" He questioned once more. 

"Hit him with a lightning bolt." Cold ordered him. 


Weather Wizard looked at the Deep, uselessly running away. He 
pointed his wand at the Deep and he was struck by lightning. The 
Deep fell to the ground, convulsing. 


"Wait was that the nymphomaniacal Aquaman?" Weather Wizard 
asked. 


"Yep." Captain Cold replied. 


Suddenly he felt the temperature behind them all rise. He turned 
around and saw that there appeared to be a fire inside the house. 


"Goddamnit, Mick..." Cold muttered in annoyance. 


Stepping out of the growing flames was Heatwave marveling at the 
flames as though he were walking through an art gallery. 


"I'm sorry... | just couldn't help myself." He muttered in awe. 


"We got everything out 'n' a' body in th' hoose is in the mirror 
dimension. Ah say we get out of here. Let the idiots deal with it. Ah'll 
free th' hostages after we leave this dump." Mirror Master said. 


"Fine, we're going back to Keystone." Captain Cold replied. 


"Wait!" Glider said as she walked towards the Deep. She glided into 
the air before might she stomped on his crotch before heading back 
to the others. The Rogues collectively winced as they heard the 
crunching sound. 


"I'm good now." Glider replied. 


Butcher woke up, and as his vision cleared he saw the others slowly 
come to. They apparently used smelling salts to wake him up, as he 
noted the burning sensation in his nostrils. They were all tied to 
chairs. Annie was chained to the wall, her hands pointing at her 
head. However, in front of him, he saw another group of people. He 
recognized Penguin and Two-Face. Cobblepot was smoking a cigar 
while Two-Face had his coin out. The man with the black skull mask 
was definitely Black Mask. There was another man, his skin was 
pale white, and he had no nose, ears, or lips to speak of. His teeth 
looked sharp not unlike that of a shark. He was wearing a flashy 
white suit. Finally, there was a man wearing a black and white 
luchador mask with red lenses. He was the most physically imposing 
of the group being the tallest of the group and most muscular. His 
arms were folded across his chest. On his arm, Butcher saw that 
there was some sort of mechanism that was attached to a tube in 
the back of his head. 


"Glad to see you're awake, Mr. Butcher." Penguin said taking the 
cigar out of his mouth 


"Where's Frenchie?" Butcher asked. 


"He's alive, so long as you all cooperate with us." Penguin replied. 
"Show me him." Butcher said. 

Penguin sighed. 

"Bring him in." Penguin said. 


The door opened and Frenchie was dragged into the room by the 
Penguin's men. He was handcuffed, but barring a black eye, he 
seemed to be alright. 


"I'm sorry, | had the hotel key in my pocket." Frenchie apologized. 
"It's not your fault." Mother's Milk told him. 

"Where's Kimiko?" He asked looking worried. 

"She escaped the hotel." Hughie said. 

"Alright what is it?" Butcher asked. 


"Why did you plant this in one of my meeting rooms?" Penguin said 
showing the bug in his gloved hand. 


"Compound V, we both know you're all taking it from Vought." 
Butcher said. 


"If you wanted that you could have done the sensible thing and 
purchased it. Instead of drugging one of my patrons, would have 
saved you the pain." Penguin commented. 


Butcher scowled. 
"You knew who | was the whole time didn't you?" Butcher asked. 


"Why yes, | did. | saw the news your faces were on it. My comment 
regarding the Joker's bomb. He used the same ones last year for an 
April fool's day prank." Penguin said. 


"Her face is all over New York. Something for a tv show called 
citizen "Starlight"." Two-Face said pointing at Annie. 


"| happen to have some connections in show business, maybe | can 
help you get a role." Great White Shark leered. 


Annie glared at the crimelord. 
"Oh don't look at me like that sweetheart." Shark taunted her. 


"From what | heard Warren, their fish guy made a similar proposition 
to her. Apparently, he left a bad taste in her mouth." Black Mask 
joked. 


Warren let out an amused chuckle. Hughie tried to angrily free 
himself. 


"Go fuck yourself." Annie defiantly told them. 


"Really try and free yourself. Those chains are used to restrain 
Grundy in Arkham. Quite frankly I've seen anorexics with more 
muscle than you." Black Mask told her. 


Annie angrily tried to break her restraints. 


"Look we didn't mean to cause havoc at your club. We just wanna 
go home." Mother's Milk said. 


"Speak for yourself." Butcher told him. 
"lam." Mother's Milk replied glaring at Butcher. 


"You know Oswald, I'm sorry if it sounds like I'm being impatient, but 
| think this interrogation of yours needs some results fast." Black 
Mask said. 


He took Penguin's cigar from his hand and immediately put the 
burning end against the back of Frenchie's neck. The sudden burn 
elicited a yell of pain from Frenchie. 


"You mother fucker!" Mother's Milk angrily yelled out. 
Black Mask proceeded to backhand MM. 


"You really want to try me, tough guy, because | guarantee you I'll 


cut out parts of him and make you eat him." Mask threatened as he 
kept the cigar dangerously close to MM's eye. 


"Roman enough!" Penguin spoke up. 
"You don't give me orders, bird." Black Mask said. 


"My establishment, my rules. Feel free to carry out your methods of 
inquisition on your territory, not mine." Penguin said. 


"For all, we know they're lying." Black Mask said. 


"| have to agree with Black Mask on this. For all, we know they're 
probably being used by the Bat as human breadcrumbs." Great 
White Shark said. 


"We're not with Batman! Why do you think we broke MM out of jail?" 
Annie said. 


"Maybe because he let you all escape?" Black Mask said. 


"If they were targeted by Batman, we would not be having this 
inquisition." Bane spoke up still sitting on his chair. 


The rest of the crime lords stopped and stared at Bane. 
"Oh, what are you some kind of expert on the Bat?" Butcher scoffed. 


"Yes, |am Mister Butcher. In fact, | Know why you wish to remain 
here." Bane said. "I read all about you, a crusading widow trying to 
avenge his beloved from the cruel would-be Gods that took her 
away from you. You know that the Justice League is likely going to 
succeed where you have failed oh so many times. So you wish to 
remain in this city and challenge the only one you think that your 
band of fools can defeat." Bane said as he got up from the chair. 


He looked to be close to seven feet as he loomed over Butcher. 


"You cannot defeat the bat. | have fought him many times. | won our 
first encounter and broke him. He managed to piece himself 
together, but the fact remains. You do not have the stones of 
accomplishing such a feat. He will catch you, and you will end up as 


another resident of Arkham. Blackgate if you are lucky." Bane said. 
He turned to Black Mask who seemed to pause. 


"| agree with Cobblepot, | have much grander ways to spend my 
time. | will not have it wasted on your petty whims." Bane said. 


"Harvey?" Black Mask asked. 
Two-Face flipped his coin. It landed on the good half. 


"You all stick to Oswald's approach." Two-Face said getting up from 
his chair. "Now if you'd excuse me, I've got another withdrawal to 
make on their world." He added. 


"Wait! If you're going back to our world. You can take us with you." 
Mother's Milk said. 


Two-Face looked at the group before flipping his coin. This time it 
landed on the bad half. 


"No." He replied as he walked out the door. 


Homelander stared at the tv screen in front of him. Another monster 
similar to the one that attacked him at Planet Vought was here 
wreaking havoc in the city. He could feel his chest starting to burn 
just by looking at the report 


"Hey!" Stormfront said trying to get him out of whatever trance. 
"I'm not going." Homelander told her. 


"Superman, Wonder Woman, and Maeve are heading over there. 
You need to get there." She told him. 


"|... can't." Homelander said. 


"Do you want them to upstage you, Ryan's probably watching this 
right now. You need to redeem yourself after that incident with the 
clown." She said. 


Upon hearing this, Homelander swallowed the lump he felt in his 
throat and walked off. 


"What about you?" He asked. 


"I've heard one of their invaders is about to steal a stockpile of 
Compound V at the warehouse dock. One of our people gave us a 
tip-off after learning a colleague was bribed by the perp. Apparently, 
he is one of Batman's, some schizo basketcase called Two-Face. 
They used to be friends." Stormfront said. 


Remembering Batman's talk with him Homelander only had this to 
say a Sadistic smile on his face. 


"Make it hurt." 


Superman and Wonder Woman flew side-by-side with one another. 
Presently, he was holding Queen Maeve as per her request. He 
didn't seem to find any reason to question her demand. There were 
multiple buildings on fire. 


"I'll put the fires out." Superman said. 


"There are firefighters they should be able to take care of it." Maeve 
told him. 


"Civilians are our number one priority." Superman told her. 
"I'll handle the monster." Wonder Woman told him. 
Superman gently lowered himself and Maeve to the ground. 


"Superman" The fire chief said. "We're having difficulty putting out 
these fires from that thing ." 


"That's why I'm here, chief." Superman replied as he got into the air. 
"Don't worry I'll put these out in a jiffy." He said. 


He inhaled and with one mighty exhale blew out the fires 
encompassing the city block like they were a birthday candle. 


The crowd looked on in awe as he extinguished the flames. That 
was when Superman heard screams from a nearby skyscraper. He 
looked and saw a nearby skyscraper. Using his x-ray vision he saw 
that its support beams were burning up. Immediately, he flew over to 
the building and used his arctic breath. Freezing and reinforcing the 
sides of the building with ice. Superman flew inside the building and 
saved all of those still trapped in the building. All without a single 
loss of life. 


Homelander came flying. He used his x-ray vision to search for the 
best group of people to save in front of the cameras, but then he 
saw Superman's arctic breath. He saw the ice being formed on the 
building. 


"| can't do that." Homelander murmured to himself. 


Homelander saw many powers he didn't have throughout his life, but 
Superman was different. Superman could do everything 
Homelander did, but better. Now there was something Superman 
could do but Homelander couldn't, making him not just weaker but 
crippled, missing something his Earth-One counterpart could do. 
Homelander forgot to save anyone, he just stood motionless in the 
sky. Superman flew passing by him. 


"What was that power?" Homelander asked. His voice was serious 
but hiding bitterness. 


"Freeze breath." Superman explained. "It's not much of a consistent 
power across my versions of the multiverse. People from my world 
often forget | even have this power." 


Superman left. Homelander stood there closing his fists, diminished, 
emasculated . He continued himself, Superman could hear his 
heartbeats. He couldn't give him that. 


"Thank you. | don't think we would have the time to stop that from 
falling." The fire chief responded sounding astonished. 


"Nonsense, the lives you and your men saved are more than 
enough. Don't be too hard on yourself." Superman told the chief. 


"What about the support beams?" Maeve asked still bewildered. 


"The ice should hold for long enough. Green Lantern is an architect 
too, he's more than capable enough of fixing any structural 
damage." Superman replied. 


Wonder Woman was busy dealing with the monster as she flew it 
into the air alongside her while stabbing it in the stomach. The beast 
roared in pain. As they landed, the beast grabbed Diana holding her 
in its clutches. Using all her strength, Wonder Woman broke free 
and wrapped her lasso around its hands. The monster swung its tail 
and knocked Diana back into the air. Maeve threw a car at the 
creature barely getting its attention. It kicked Maeve into the side of 
a building. The debris nearly crushed a pair of civilians, fortunately, 
they were saved by Superman. The creature breathed out fire aimed 
at Maeve, only for Wonder Woman to save her. She used her shield 
to block the flames. Superman used his freeze breath to freeze the 
monster's head. Wonder Woman saw her chance and threw her 
shield at the monster's head. It turned into smoke as it died. 


"Are you alright?" Superman asked. 


"Yeah, I'm good." Maeve said holding her ribs up in the air she saw 
Homelander observe from above. 


A crowd of people began to cheer them. She trembled when she 
thought that Homelanders' eyes turned red for a brief moment. He 
flew away from the crowd dejected. 


"| want to be like you, when | grow up." She heard a little girl say to 
Wonder Woman. 


“Thank you, but try to make your own path in life." Diana said 
smiling. 


Maeve felt like something stabbed her in the heart. 
"We're all here to help, no thanks necessary." Superman said. 


"What about her?" A man in the crowd yelled out pointing to Maeve. 


"Only thing she did was get her ass kicked!" He said. 
Maeve walked away from them. 
Superman and Wonder Woman angrily gazed at the man. 


"How dare you? She risked her life, and that is how you repay her?" 
Diana questioned him. 


"What did | say?" The man asked his scorn turned to one of 
confusion. 


Superman took notice of this, the man's heartbeat at the moment 
seemed to indicate he was confused. However, that turned to fear 
as he noticed the looks of anger from the crowd. 


"Touch this." Diana told him holding out her lasso. 

He grabbed the lasso growing uncomfortable. 

"Do you remember what you just said earlier?" She asked. 

"No why?" He asked. 

"It's all good, he was not of his own mind." Diana told the crowd. 
"Her lasso makes you tell the truth." Superman said. 

This did little to ease the worries of the crowd. 

"Telepath?" Superman asked. 


"| don't know, it is possible. Although, considering the monster, I'm 
thinking enchantment. Faust is locked up, but that does little to 
narrow down suspects." Wonder Woman told him. 


They both flew up into the sky. Unaware the perpetrator was below 
them on another rooftop: Donna Milton. She changed into her 
natural form. Her brown hair turned purple, and her green dress 
turned into her purple sorceress attire complete with a crown. She 
let out a sinister smile looking down at a downtrodden Maeve, who 
had rejected the offer back to Vought tower. 


"The seeds of self-doubt have been planted and thoroughly 
watered." She said. 


Stormfront crashed through the roof of the warehouse. The 
gangsters began to shoot at her despite the countless bullets 
bouncing off her skin. She smugly smiled at them before unleashing 
a small plasma burst knocking them all away. It was there on the 
balcony she saw their leader. Two-Face, and his appearance lived 
up to that moniker. The left side of his face was completely normal 
whereas the right was horribly burned. The left side of his head had 
well-groomed brown hair while the right was completely white and 
unkempt. His suit was black with a white tie on his left side and 
white on the right with the tie being black. 


"Oh I'm sorry were you trying to pay for a plastic surgeon." 
Stormfront mocked him. 


"Grundy!" Two Face ordered. 


Upon hearing that, a heavy set of footsteps started to come out of 
the shadows. 


"Solomon Grundy born on a Monday." A deep monstrous voice said. 
"Christened on Tuesday." As he got closer. 


Stormfront managed to get a better look at what was coming out of 
the shadows. It looked large somewhere around nine feet. Maybe 
nine and a half. 


"Married on Wednesday." 


It was then that Grundy stepped out of the shadows. His clothing 
looked like an old suit with tears on it. White hair that matched his 
white skin. He looked undead though his scent practically confirmed 
it. His figure could be described as hulking. 


"Well isn't he spe..." She was cut off when Grundy punched her. 
She was knocked through the warehouse onto the docks. Grundy 
jumped into the air and landed right in front of her. He grabbed 


Stormfront by the head and lifted her off the ground. 


"Took ill on Thursday." Grundy said as he slammed her face into the 
ground. More blood started to pour out of her nose. 


Grundy lifted her off the ground again, but this time she was ready. 
She fired plasma bolts into the face of the zombie. Grundy moaned 
from pain as he let her go, Stormfront punched Grundy straight in 
the gut and uppercut his jaw. Grundy was dazed and took a couple 
of steps back. Grundy roared in anger as he charged, Stormfront 
punched Grundy once more in the stomach. Only this time he 
seemed unphased as Stormfront felt pain in her arm. Grundy 
swatted her this time; she crashed into one of the support beams for 
the dock's crane denting it. She painfully got off the ground. She 
could taste the blood in her mouth as she spat it out. Two of her 
teeth had fallen out as well. 


"Grew worse on Friday!" Stormfront turned around and saw Grundy 
holding a steel cargo container. Her eyes widened in horror. He 
smashed it down onto her so many times it created a crater in the 
street. 


"Died on Saturday." Grundy said, throwing away the container. He 
stood over the downed supe, she was bleeding from the nose and 
mouth. Not to mention she had multiple cuts on her face, bruises 
were likely going to happen. Grundy turned her over as he grabbed 
both sides of her head. She could have broken bones in her ribs, 
arms, and legs. 


"Buried on Sunday." Grundy said as he started to crush her head 
with his hands like a vice. 


The pain immediately woke her up as Grundy started to crush her 
head. 


AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHI 
Stormfront let out a truly blood curdling scream. She scratched at 

Grundy's hands, but she was to weak. Her legs wildly kicked around 

in the air. 


She screamed so loud that people from the next few blocks could 
hear. More blood started to pour out from her head. Her eyes felt the 
worst, but she could not even close them despite her best efforts. 


"Grundy not yet! | need to flip the coin first." Two-Face told the 
monster. The former DA walked up to her with some of his gang 
following behind him. 


"This is my operation, remember that!" He admonished the creature. 
Grundy relented as he released his hold on Stormfront. 
"Hold her up." He ordered the monster. 


Grundy obliged, bringing her up to Two-Face. He held out his coin in 
front of her. 


"You live." Two Face said showing the unscarred side of the coin. 
"You die." He turned it over showcasing the scarred side. 


He flipped the coin as Stormfront watched on helplessly. She 
managed to choke out simple gasps of fear. 


"P... p... please..." She managed to spit out. 


Uttering those words to someone like him made her hate herself at 
this junction. More than she felt towards him. 


He caught the coin in his hand and turned it over to the other one. 
He looked at the coin without showing it to her. 


"You're one lucky lady." Two Face told her before pocketing his coin. 
"Let her go." He added. 


Grundy dropped Stormfront onto the ground. 

"Uh, boss you do know what you're doing, right?" One of his 
henchmen said. "That's one of the Seven, you kill her instant cred." 
He added. 


"Hey newbie, I'd keep quiet if | were you.” Another one of his gang 


members just said. 


"I'm just saying why don't you just ignore the coin and have him 
crush her head as a grape? Are you even listening to yourselves?" 
He asked. 


Before he could react, Two-Face pistol-whipped him in the face, 
breaking his nose. 


"AAAAAH! AAAAAH! FUCK! Why'd you do that?!" He called out. 


Two-Face grabbed him by the collar and punched him in the gut. He 
brought the henchman up to him. 


"| don't care what universe you just moved from. There's one rule 
here, disrespect the coin you disrespect me! Unless you want to test 
your luck, too!" Two-Face told him before pushing him to the ground. 


"N-n-no sir..." The henchman said as he got off the floor. He was 
holding his nose. 


"Good, let's go! We got what we came for." Two-Face said as he 
walked away from Stormfront. 


Grundy followed him. 


"Is this the end of Solomon Grundy?" Grundy muttered as he walked 
away. 


Stormfront could only lay there bleeding on the ground coughing up 
blood. 


Flash is fast, Flash is cool 


Blue Hawk stopped a group of young black men down the street and 
asked for their IDs. They haven't done anything, however, they know 
precisely what Blue Hawk would do if they reacted poorly, so they 
did as asked. One of the youngsters questioned him. 


"What did we do, man?" 


"Careful there." Blue Hawk said, threatening to take out his batom. 
All of the youngsters put their hands up. 


"There's a white guy over there breaking into a car and you didn't 
even notice." 


Blue Hawk took a look, a man wearing a brown trench coat was 
indeed trying to break into a car. Blue Hawk gave the IDs back to 
the youngster and told them to take care when he approached the 
man. Getting closer, he saw the man had brown hair and was trying 
to open the car's door with a radio antena. 


"Hey, there." Blue Hawk calmly said. "You have a problem?" 


"Yes," the man said. "This is my car. It seems | locked the door with 
the keys inside." He quickly put a card from his pocket and showed 
it to Blue Hawk. "I'm a P.I, | was on my way to meet a client to 
discuss a case." 


"You won't open this door with a tiny antenna. Trust me, | caught 
many sewer rats trying to pull that off and it doesn't work. Do you 
have insurance? If you're in a hurry you may want to break the 
window." 


Blue Hawk asked him to step back a little and promptly broke the 
window with his palm. He took the car keys from inside the car and 
turned off the alarm. He gave the keys back to the man, glad to help. 


"Thank you." The driver said. 


"Here to save and protect." 


Green Lantern flew over the docks and found a battered Stormfront 
lying on the ground. He didn't need to be Batman, to know that she 
got destroyed in the fight. 


"| found Stormfront. Looks like she lost the fight." Green Lantern told 
the League through his com. 


"Is she alive?" Wonder Woman asked. 
"I'll check her pulse." GL said as he lowered himself to the ground. 


He got closer to Stormfront and put his fingers on her neck. She 
screamed and tried to bite him, but was too weak. 


"She's alive." John said completely deadpan. 
"We're going to need a way to isolate, Ryan from her." Diana said. 


"Looks like we found a reason. How did her boyfriend react during 
the fight?" Green Lantern said as he created a stretcher construct 
underneath Stormfront. 


"He did nothing, from what Superman told me he seemed to be 
envious of his freeze breath." Diana said. 


John let out a small chuckle as he got up into the air. 
"What about Maeve?" GL asked with Stormfront in tow. 


"She was almost killed by the demon. A person in the crowd insulted 
her, but | think that person was being influenced by someone." 
Wonder Woman said. 


"What makes you say that?" Green Lantern said as he arrived at the 
tower. 


"The man had no recollection of what he had just said. We tried to 
tell Maeve, but she blew us off." Diana told him. 


"Don't be too hard on yourself, Diana. She's kind of a downer, | saw 
her get over thirty cases of hard liquor just the other day." GL said 
as medical personnel arrived, a stressed-out Ashley was in tow. 


"What happened?!" She asked. 


"Apparently, Stormfront went off on her own. | don't know who did 
this, but they went to town on her." Green Lantern said. 


Ashley began to pull on her hair, taking a lock off to John's surprise. 
"You might want to consider getting a stress ball." He told her. 

"I'm good, really." She told him. 

"Where's Homelalnder?" Green Lantern said. 


"He's in his room." Ashley told him. 


Blue Hawk walked the same neighborhood he patrolled earlier. A 
black man tried to break into a car with a radio antenna. He was 
about the same age as the driver Blue Hawk met earlier, and wore a 
similar brown trench coat. Blue Hawk approached him. 


"Step away from the car." Blue Hawk commanded. 


"This is a misunderstanding." The black man calmly said. "I locked 
my car with the keys inside. | have documents." 


He quickly reached into his pocket to take his documents. Before he 
could even take his hand out, Blue Hawk hit the man's face with his 
baton. The man dropped on the floor the exact second, Blue Hawk 
stomped him while he was already down. He held the man's arm 
and broke it when he tried to take his hand out of his pocket. 


"That's enough." Someone said. Blue Hawk looked back and saw an 
Earth-One hero, Mr. Terrific. Metallic orbs with red T's flew next to 
him, Mr. Terrific wore a leather jacket with "Fair Play" written on it. 


"That's a carjacker." Blue Hawk explained. "| was protecting myself!" 


"| wasn't talking to you. Manhunter, that's enough, we got him." 
Terrific replied. 


The black man got up, and his wounds immediately healed as his 
eyes lit up red. The man transformed into the Martian Manhunter 
before Blue Hawk's eyes, still holding the documents proving the 
man he was talking to did own the car. 


"You set me up." Blue Hawk said, staring at the camera inside Mr. 
Terrific's orb. "What the fuck is that supposed to prove, that | do my 
job!?" 


"When we met earlier,” J'onn said. "You helped me break the 
window to get the keys. The only difference was the human form | 
chose." 


Blue Hawk stared into the camera. Speechless. 


A-Train lay down on his bed, he had just finished treatment for his 
frostbite. Despite this, his mood was quite sour. An hour ago he had 
just learned that someone filmed the fight with the Supervillains and 
posted it on YouTube. Upon seeing that he recklessly destroyed his 
phone. He heard a knock on the door and saw it was his brother, 
Nathan. He smiled at his brother. It had been a year since their 
disagreement. 


"So, now you're doing the Church of the Collective's private 
security?" Nate asked. 


"Never needed a direction, | just ran." A-Train said. Surprised to see 
his brother. "How did you know I'd be here?" 


"I'm your brother." Nate hesitantly sat closer to A-Train as he 
thought what to say. "And | still Know a few people. Those guys 
fucked you up bad?" 


"No, the doctors said I'll heal fast." 


"Good. So you're okay enough to skip to the part where | accept 
your apology and can come back to the crib with me. Sure the boys 


would love to see you, man." 
They hugged. 


"Sure you're fine?" His brother said, his tone seeming to be less 
jovial and more concerned. 


"Yeah, I'm fine." A-Train lied. 
"| saw the video." Nathan said. 


"Look, it's all good. You can't win every fight, you taught me that." A- 
Train said. 


Nathan seemed confused by what A-Train had just said. 
"No, I'm not talking about that. It's about the Flash." He said. 
"What?" A-Train questioned. 

"You really want to see that?" Nathan asked hesitantly. 
"Show me the video!" A-Train demanded. 


Nathan sighed as he took out his phone and showed it to his 
younger brother. It was a video of the Flash managing to fix and 
build over fifty houses that were destroyed across different countries 
in under one hour. 


A-Train looked gobsmacked. 
"This motherfucker is like a living cartoon." A-Train said. 


"Yeah, I've been talking to Coach Brink. He said some of the guys 
who are speedsters are giving up on the supe career and word has 
it the most famous speedsters are on to announce their long-term 
sabbaticals..." Nathan told him. 


A-Train of course knew by "long-term sabbaticals" he meant 
"retirement". 


"So what you came here wanting to know if | am going to?" A-Train 
questioned his brother defensively. 


"No!" Nathan defended himself. 
"Well guess what The A-Train doesn't end for anybody!" He said. 


"Reggie your heart is still not good. Be realistic, man, even if you 
pump the fuck out of yourself with that blue shit you won't beat that 
guy. No one can." Nathan told him. 


"This is the part where you leave." A-Train told his brother. 
Slightly disheartened, Nathan walked out the door. 


"I'm sorry!" A-Train pleaded as he saw his brother leaving. 


Ashley showed Blue Hawk the video of him approaching Martian 
Manhunter. The video presented a side-by-side difference between 
how he approached him as a white and a black man. Already 
counting 2.5 million views on Youtube. Catherine Colbert, Justice 
League representative, sat next to Blue Hawk but with her chair as 
far from him as possible. 


"This looks really bad." Ashley said. 


"They set me up.” Blue Hawk angrily said while moving his finger. 
"They set this whole thing up to make me look bad! | fucking work 
for you and now the Justice League comes after me? | thought we 
were on the same side." 


"This is not how the League works." Catherine explained. "If one of 
our members was acting as disgusting as you, he'd be removed 
immediately." 


"Fuck you!" 


"Blue Hawk," Ashley said, with her pre-programmed corporative 
tone. "In light of the newest occurrences, we think it's better if you 
move on from Vought." 


"Are you firing me?" 


"No! It's not a termination, it's a disconnection with the company." 
"What's the fucking difference?" 

"Please, don't be so distressed. You'll be missed." Ashley pleaded. 
"Not by people from Trenton." Catherine said. 

Blue Hawk furiously got up and pointed his finger at Catherine. 


"You bunch of pacifist shitheads think you know so much better! 
Wanna know why | treated the Martian like that? See the reports of 
domestic abuse from the past year and what the people committing 
that looked like! Black people commit more crimes than white 
people, it might not be politically correct to say but that's a fact! And 
you make me the bad guy because | protect them from themselves 
when | know they need it? See the crime stats in black 
neighborhoods if you don't believe me, it's a statistical fact that the 
people carrying guns and joining gangs are black. You want me to 
ignore that when I'm putting my life at risk? No. Fuck you. Fuck you. 
Fuck you... !" 


Blue Hawk almost raced violently toward Catherine. Before he did 
anything, his face was hit by a baton made of green light. Blue Hawk 
fell against and broke Ashley's desk. His jaw was broken and blood 
leaked from his mouth. Green Lantern John Stewart stood in the 
doorway with his ring pointed at Blue Hawk. 


"Are you okay, Catherine?" Green Lantern asked. 
"I'm fine." Catherine said, standing up and shaken by the event. 


Green Lantern created a construct stretcher and took Blue Hawk out 
of the office. 


"Second one | have to drop at the nursery today. Sorry about your 
desk." 


He left with Blue Hawk, leaving Catherine and Ashley alone in the 
office with an awkward silence between them. Ashley's desk was 
wrecked but she didn't even notice, just stood there scratching her 
head with a dead expression on her face. 


"You're alright?" Catherine asked. 


Ashley breathing got harder and faster, her lips shaking until she let 
go of a desperate scream and ripped a curl of her hair. 


"Do you people know what | have to deal with in this job?" Ashley 
asked. "Because right now, everything you did was fuck me in the 
ass! Literally in Green Lantern's case!" Catherine looked back at the 
door where John Stewart just left in a surprising way. "Not him, Guy. 
| don't have the luxury of living in magic land with angels and 
unicorns, things here are hard, you know, you have to know it's not 
safe for me." 


"| do." Catherine admitted. "And I'm sorry. Still, we couldn't let a guy 
like that walk around your world. Listen, it seems like you're taking 
this all harshly, and knowing you're probably my version from Earth- 
Seven, | think | should give you the heads up." 


"Heads up on what?" 


"Batman has been quietly investigating some of your C-listers. 
Nobody huge, but he found some pretty bad stuff, | think it's on TV 
right now." Ashley quickly turned on the TV on a Vought-owned 
channel. "Our TV." 


She changed the channel to WGBS-TV where she found a redhead 

anchorwoman presenting news with an image of Vought Tower next 
to her face and the headline 'CRISIS ON EARTH-SEVEN: MURDER 
AND DEPRAVATION' 


"Hello, I'm Lana Lang with WGBS News." The anchorwoman said. 
"Official documents have been released by Justice League 
Unlimited regarding crimes committed by the heroes from Earth- 
Seven. To those of you who are watching, you may want to take the 
children out of the room for this segment. It seems like Earth-Seven 
has a yearly event known as "Herogasm", an orgy frequented by 
their 'heroes'. A list of sex workers who disappeared during the 
event and medical reports of those seriously injured has been 
released alongside a list of superheroes responsible for injuries, 
cripplings, and even deaths during sexual intercourse. No supe has 
been brought to justice yet with the exception of Ice Princess as the 


victim Seth Reed agreed to come forward." 


"Fucking traitor!" Ashley shouted to the TV. Catherine gave her a 
card. "What's that?" 


"My therapist's card, | really recommend her." 


Butcher tried to free himself from his bonds to no avail. 

"What do you think they're going to do with us?" Hughie asked. 
"Nothing." Butcher said trying to free himself. 

"Kimiko is still out there." Mother's Milk said. 

"For all, we know so are the Ninja and Zombie." Hughie brought up. 


"Deathstroke and Solomon Grundy, | know Kimi will be fine." 
Frenchie said. 


"Hughie we're going to get out of here, | promise you." Annie 
reassured him struggling to break free from her shackles. 


"Look | don't know about you, but none of those guys didn't exactly 
scream ordinary gangsters. If we're lucky they'll just shoot us." 
Hughie said. 


"Quit you're bitching." Butcher told him. 
Some more time passed, as the hallway lights abruptly turned off. 


A man screamed in fear and/or pain. They heard the door open and 
could faintly see a man holding onto his arm. Annies' eyes began to 
glow and revealed that the man's arm was torn off. Kimiko burst 
through the door smashing it down to pieces. She tackled the guard 
and tore his head off. She searched through the man's pockets and 
found a set of keys. She went over to Annie and put them in. They 
went up to the others and tore off the ropes holding them captive. 


A-Train sat next to The Deep's hospital bed because if there was 
any way he would feel better it would be by being next to the biggest 
loser he knew. The Deep was confined to a hospital bed, and his 
face was covered in bruises and cuts. Although the most obvious 
sign of injury would be the large cast around his pelvis. A-Train had 
long tuned out everything the Deep was telling him. 


“Thanks for listening, man. | appreciate it." The Deep said. 
"No problem." A-Train lied. 

They heard a knock on the door. 

"You have a visitor." The Nurse said leaning out of the door. 


It was Homelander, the last man any of the two men in the room 
wanted to see. Despite the friendly smile, the lifeless look in his eyes 
betrayed it. 


"Hey! Guys! How are you?!" He asked them. 
None of them spoke up. 


"Come on! Speak up! | really want to hear from the future two 
members of the Justice League." Homelander said. 


"Really?" The Deep asked sounding genuinely hopeful. 
A-Train turned and gave him a look of annoyed anger. 


"So | saw the video. About how you two got your asses kicked by a 
gang consisting of an Eskimo, a figure skater, and three other guys 
in fucking stupid costumes." He told them smiling proudly. 


Both A-Train and Deep remained silent out of fear. 


"While this happened Maeve nearly got killed by some kind of 
monster and Stormfront got..." Homelander struggled to finish the 
sentence. His smile now turned to a look of genuine grief. 


"Hurt." Homelander said. 


A-Train tried to hide the small grin on his face, but Homelander 
seemed to notice. 


"What was that?" Homelander asked gazing deeply at A-Train with 
subdued anger. 


"Nothing it's a tragedy, | mean at least Noir is alright." A-Train 
brought up hoping that would appease Homelander. 


Homelander marched up to A-Train. 


"Yes, it is a tragedy. You want to know what else is?" Homelander 
said walking up to A-Train. 


Homelander put a hand on A-Train's ribs. His grip was tight, one 
slight squeeze and A-Train could feel his ribs could snap like twigs. 


"That the fastest man in our world is not you . It's the guy from their 
world. Someone who blows you out of the fucking water even when 
you were in your prime." Homelander said. 


A-Train couldn't muster the will to speak at the moment. 


"No, go on say something. | really want to hear what you say." 
Homelander said. 


"You know | can't do that. | mean there are other speedsters." A- 
Train lied. 


"Yeah and I've heard they all quit because of the Flash. So when are 
you going to quit?" Homelander told him. 


"| won't!" A-Train defiantly. 
"Really?" Homelander asked. 


"Yeah, I'm not stopping because of some red-clad asshole!" A-Train 
said. 


"| mean | think we're forgetting the elephant in the room." 
Homelander said gently poking A-Train in the heart. 


"Trust me this isn't going to stop me! You know it!" A-Train said. 


"Alright, I'll tell you where they are holding the celebration they plan 
on doing for The Flash for building all those houses." Homelander 
said. 


"Tell me, I'll show him up at his party!" A-Train said. 


The Godolkin University School of Crime Fighting held an event on 
the Flash's homage for building several houses around the world. A- 
Train entered the event, and he knew he didn't need his name on 
the list. He saw the Flash speaking to a TV crew, and he held a 
trophy in his hand. 


"Flash," said the reporter holding a mic with a camera pointed at the 
Flash. "We are all very grateful for the things you did but what do 
you have to say about all the speedsters giving up? Or to all the 
brands dropping sponsorships because Earth-Seven public lost 
interest in regular soeedsters?" 


"| don't know what to answer but | won't stop helping people 
because of this." The Flash answered. "I'm a superhero, man, I'm 
not an athlete. Being the fastest man alive was never a 
championship title to me. | feel sorry for these guys working hard, | 
value hard work but we're not in the same league here." 


A-Train watched from far, those last words pinched him. Eventually, 
his presence was noticed by the guests and press, and he could 
hear people calling his name. A-Train smiled and walked past the 
crowd giving high-fives. 


"Here comes the A-Train!" He exclaimed as he approached the 
Flash. "Hey, congratulations on the award. | actually won five of 
these." He added, pointing to the trophy. 


"Thanks. | just saw how the supervillains in those Middle Eastern 

countries kind of ruined housing over there and | had time on my 

hands." A-Train remembered those supervillains, he remembered 
he was the one who juiced them up with Compound-V by 


Homelander's orders. "I don't do it for these trophies or anything." 


"And you think | do?" A key turned on A-Train, and he started to lose 
his composure. "Is that so? Justice League is so great and us 
douchebags are just in it for the money and the fame." 


"Dude, come on, you're putting words in my mouth." 


"Wanna talk about what words came out of your mouths?" At this 
moment, some of the cameras noticed the animosity and started 
filming. A-Train saw that and started talking to the cameras. "You 
know what this guy said when | asked him about his powers? He 
said his powers are not being fast, it's breaking the laws of physics 
through superspeed."” A-Train said the last sentence like the biggest 
bullshit he'd ever heard. "Can you get more cocky than that shit?" 


A-Train could hear his own heartbeat, his breathing was getting 
heavier and heavier. 


"Hey, you need help." The Flash asked. "The Rogues did a number 
on you, you should be in bed." 


"| don't need your help! I'm A-Train! | earned my place as the fastest 
man alive, I'm not some random who got hit by a lightning bolt... !" 


A-Train could barely speak any more words. He was sweating, there 
were lights on him and the cameras still recording. He ran. 


A few seconds later, The Flash caught A-Train before he fell on the 
ground of an alley 15 miles away from Godolkin University. 


"| got you, | got you." The Flash said. "I'm taking you back to the 
hospital." 


We will start the fire 


Kimiko led the Boys as they ran out of the Iceberg Lounge. Like a 
lioness, she viciously mauled anyone in her path. The gangsters 
shot her, but their bullets did no lasting damage. She shoved her fist 
through one of the gunmen, feeling his heart in her hand. She pulled 
it out of the man's chest cavity. The gunmen stopped firing briefly, all 
horrified at what they had seen. Now their gunfire was much more 
sporadic and unpredictable. All while, The Boys returned fire at the 
gangsters. 


They left the building and immediately ran into a dark alleyway. The 
shadows encompassed them as they hid behind a dumpster. 


The gangsters paused. 
"Should we go after them?" One of them questioned. 


"You want to deal with Penguin and the rest?" Another gangster 
remarked. 


"I'm not, but what if the Bat is there?” The nervous one brought up. 
"Batman's not here!" One of them brought up. 


"Yeah, but the rest of his family are there, aren't they?" The nervous 
one brought up. 


"Well, they usually tend to hit less hard than Batman." Another 
brought up. 


"You know what fuck it." One of them said heading into the alleyway. 
"If you guys want to tell Penguin how you pussed out go on ahead." 
He told them, flipping them off. 


Soon a couple more went into the alleyway. 


The Boys were hiding in a parking structure behind one of the cars 
on the first level. The criminals, had a couple of flashlights on them. 


The lights scanned through every part of the alleyway, scanning 
every dark corner. 


Butcher signaled the Boys to change locations gesturing to the 
opposite end of the building. They slowly crept towards the other 
end, using the pillars for cover. They reached the opposite end of 
the building. Kimiko and Annie used their strength to tear the 
chainlink wall that stopped them. Frenchie was the first to go 
through, then Hughie, Followed by MM when they heard a pair of 
footsteps at the entrance. 


"I'll search up, you search this level." A voice said. 


"Alright." His companion spoke. His flashlight pointed at the opposite 
end of where Butcher, Annie, and Kimiko were gathered. 


Butcher was next. 
Annie concentrated and drained the battery of the man's flashlight. 


"What the fuck?" He said as he slapped the flashlight trying to get it 
to work. Unaware Annie was three yards away from him. 


Annie took advantage of this and climbed out of the building joining 
the rest. 


Ryan stood before Superman, Wonder Woman, Green Lantern, The 
Flash, and Martian Manhunter. 


"The kids have told us a lot about you Ryan." Superman said. 
"Really?" Ryan asked sounding excited. 
"Indeed." Diana said. 


"There you are, Ryan!" Stormfront's voice announced as she walked 
over to them. 


The Leaguers were surprised to see her up and about so soon. At 
first glance, her face was spared from any bruises. However, upon 


further inspection, it was obvious that she was wearing makeup to 
hide her bruises. 


"Stormfront." Superman said. 


"I'm sorry to have to take Ryan off your hands, his father wanted to 
speak with him." She said. 


The League hid their discontentment. Though Stormfront's smile 
seemed to show she was aware of their annoyance and relished in 
it. 


"Sure." Superman said. 
"Thank you!" Stormfront said. 


"| mean with all that's been happening so far on your world that's 
okay." Flash said. 


"Right." Stormfront said, her smile starting to shrink. 


"Could you tell us, the supervillain who attacked you?" Wonder 
Woman asked. 


"It was some zombie-looking freak, he was working with some 
burned guy." Stormfront replied. 


"Grundy and Two-Face. You should have gone to Batman he would 
have known on what to do. He's had experience with both." Green 
Lantern said, trying to stop his growing smile. 


Stormfront's smile strained slightly especially when looking at John. 
"It never occurred to me, I'll be sure to next time." Stormfront said. 


"To be fair, Batman was in the middle of an investigation." Flash 
said. 


"True, | can't believe something so deplorable has been going on in 
your world for so long." Wonder Woman said alluding to 
"Herogasm". 


It only lasted a microinstant, but Stormfront's expression soured 
before she caught herself. This did not go undetected by the much 
faster League. J'onn most of all seemed to notice this. 


"What are you talking about?" Ryan asked sounding genuinely 
curious. 


"It's nothing, well I'd love to stay and chat, but we have to go." 
Stormfront said shepherding Ryan away from the League. 


As she walked away she saw the prone form of Bluehawk being 
carted over to the League. Stormfront glared at the sight. 


"| Know that guy.” Ryan said. 
"You do?" Stormfront asked. 


"Yeah, Irey called him racist." Ryan said as he felt Stormfront's grip 
on her shoulder tighten. He looked up to her and saw her trying to 
contain her rage. It disappeared when she saw Ryan's nervous look. 


"Sorry, just lost in thought." She said. 
As the League watched on they began to strategize. 
" Someone has to tell Becca." Flash said telepathically. 


I'll do it." Diana responded. 


The Boys had beers at an Irish bar called "Noonan's". There were 
people playing poker and snooker there and not paying a lot of 
attention to their surroundings, not even the drunks singing loudly. 
The Boys sat at the table with the least smell of cigarette smoke. 


"People here look kinda shady." Hughie said. 


"That's why we fit in." Mother's Milk explained. "Besides, most 
people in Gotham are shady." 


"It's just that in the Cauldron it seems a bit more- -" Hughie saw two 


drunk men fighting and the bartender broke beers on both their 
heads to knock them out. "Culturally influenced." 


"Don't stereotype." Butcher said. 


"What's the plan?" MM asked. "The Gotham criminals have a way in 
and out of our world, we need that, / need that." 


"He's right." Annie said. "We can't stay here, my mom, Maeve, 
everybody | know is stuck at Earth-Seven with Homelander. And as 
far as we know, the Justice League may have given your wife 
wrapped like a gift to Vought." 


Butcher gave some thought. He drank his beer before speaking. 


"They'll need a chemist. Compound-V is probably child's play for the 
cunts they have working for them. Frenchie?" 


"Scarecrow." Frenchie said. "Used to be Arkham Asylum's top 
psychiatrist. Made a fear gas and became a supervillain." 


"Fear gas?" Hughie asked. 


"Oui. Makes you have hallucinations with scary stuff. Maybe even 
your worst fear. He escaped from Arkham..." Frenchie checked his 
notes. "3 weeks ago, that seems to happen often." 


Suddenly, a shotgun noise was heard. On the floor, the victim of the 
shot, a short fat man wearing a poorly fitted orange supe costume 
with a purple cow and a little hat. The man seemed wrecked, but not 
from the shot in the head, he was just fine from that, but from 
alcoholism. 


"Goddammit, Sixpack." Said the bartender holding the shotgun. "| 
told you not to fucking come back!" 


"| just wanted a drink!" Sixpack shouted as he got up. "How about 
some gratitude? I'm the guy who ripped off the Anti-Monitors arms! 
A few seconds earlier and the Flash would still be alive! Then used 
Anti-Monitors arms to beat up Doomsday!" 


"Just get the hell out of here!" 


The bartender shot Sixpack again. The impact didn't hurt him but 
pushed him out of the bar. Butcher watched the strange supe being 
taken out of the bar. 


"Frenchie," Butcher said. "Who's that?" 
"| have no idea." Frenchie answered. 
"He's a supe. Maybe we ought to ask him a few questions." 


“Really?” MM questioned. "You think that motherfucker knows 
something about Scarecrow?" 


"Don't judge based on looks." 


The Boys followed Sixpack out of the Noonan's where they found 
him talking to a homeless man wearing a long-sleeved white (mostly 
gray and yellow) shirt. The homeless man was shaking his whole 
body without control. 


"Hey," Butcher said. "You have superpowers. You are a superhero, 
ain't you?" He had a grin on his face. 


"Sixpack, leader of Section 8." He said. "Used to have no power but 
then | reshaped reality itself to bring my team back from death and 
make myself indestructible... ! Which | learned is pretty fucking 
useless when you don't have super-strength." 


"Look," Butcher showed his badge. "I'm FBI, mate. I'm going, to be 
honest with you, my boss has got her hand all up my arse because | 
was supposed to investigate the Scarecrow and got nothing. You 
wouldn't know anything, would you?" 


"Scarecrow, funny you mention." Sixpack. "My friend here, his name 
is Shakes, he has the ability to create this strong wave that goes all 
through his body and manifests in shakes." Sixpack described what 
was actually an unfortunate combination of Tourette syndrome with 
Parkinsons. "The Fear Gas doesn't affect his power, it makes him 
stronger. So, when he's out, Section 8 assembles to find Scarecrow! 
And maybe get some stuff for Shakes. We have a list of possible 
hideouts at Friendly Fire's place." 


Butcher grinned at MM, his way of saying / told you so. 
"Fantastic, can you show us?" 


"Can | see that badge again?" Butcher gave him the badge, 
confident Sixpack couldn't tell the difference between a fake anda 
real one. "Okay, let's go." 


Aquaman was in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean helping with a 
cleanup project. His command of the sea life allowed them to help 
while his connection with the clear protected them from any harm. 
So far, the cleanup was progressing quite smoothly. He brought up 
this effort with Mera, but she was ruling Atlantis in his stead. 
However, he estimated there would be another hour or so until it 
was completed. The volunteers, specifically the women amongst 
them, seemed uneased by his presence when he arrived. Arthur 
knew the reason for their discomfort and it had a buzzcut. Arthur 
sensed a dolphin coming their way, he could feel that it was tired 
and uncomfortable on account of someone riding it. The King of 
Atlantis let out a sigh before he overtook the Dolphin and enhanced 
its own natural strength to throw off the rider. Arthur heard a scream 
followed immediately by a splash before the Dolphin swam away. 


"What the fuck Seabreeze?!" The Deep yelled out. 
Aquaman looked straight ahead ignoring his counterpart. 
"Your majesty! Hey!" The Deep said. 

Arthur ignored him. 


"Sorry to crash your volunteer work, | used to volunteer here." He 
said before turning to the other volunteers. 


"You all remember me, right?" The Deep asked them. 
The volunteers either ignored him or glared at him. There were 


some women in the crowd trying to get out of his line of sight. The 
Deep feigned ignorance. 


"So how can | help?" He asked. 


"You can leave." Aquaman bluntly told him not even looking at him, 
focusing his concentration on the cleanup. 


The Deep was taken aback by this response before he began to 
laugh. 


"Oh man, that's funny!" The Deep said. "Seriously what can | do?" 


Arthur sighed his persistence was admirable, if not for the fact that it 
was from a depraved narcissist. 


"You can help so long as you follow my orders to the letter." 
Aquaman said. 


"Great!" The Deep said diving into the water. 
Aquaman turned to the volunteers. 


"If he goes out of line come to me. | promise you I'll make what The 
Rogues did to him look pleasant by comparison." Arthur said 
addressing the female crowd. 


Mallory walked to her living room it was there that she saw Batman 
standing there. 


"Jesus Christ!" Mallory angrily muttered to herself. She had just 
upgraded her home security. 


"Is everything alright over there." The Legend said as came down 
the hall and saw what was going on. 


"| need you to contact Butcher." Batman told her. 
"People don't knock on doors in your Earth?" Mallory said. 


"Butcher's made enemies with some of the most dangerous crime 
lords in Gotham City, they could all get hurt or worse." Batman told 
her. 


"Butcher can handle some eccentric Soprano pieces of shit." Mallory 
said. 


"Don't look at me if you want sympathy for Butcher on my account. 
The others you've got me there." The Legend told Batman. 


Batman held out a manilla envelope. 
"What's that?" Mallory asked. 


"Photos from recent crimes authorized by those aforementioned 
eccentrics. Feel free to look through them if you want." Batman said. 


Mallory rolled her eyes and took the envelope from Batman before 
tearing it open. Despite her years in the CIA she nearly froze like a 
deer in headlights upon seeing the first photo dropping it on the 
floor. 


The Legend went up to her. 
"Don't." Batman cautioned him. 
The Legend backed off as Mallory regained her wits. 


"He's not going to listen to me. They'll likely think you turned me 
against them." Mallory said. 


"That's not what | want to hear." Batman told her. 
"Well, it's the only answer you're going to get." Mallory said. 


"| Know you spoke with Waller regarding Soldier Boy." Batman told 
her. 


Mallory's eyes widened. 
"Oh, shit..." The Legend said. 
"You wouldn't dare..." Mallory spoke up. 


"Reveal top secret information to the public, yes | would. You helped 
peddle narcotics to minority communities all to fund a death squad. 
Operation Charly, that monstrosity happened in Earth-One as well. 


Communities even now are still feeling the effects. You and | both 
know you have very little left to live for, so you tell me why shouldn't 
| reveal that?" Batman told her. 


Mallory tried to think of something to say. 


"You were the one who discovered Herogasm, didn't you?" The 
Legend asked Batman. 


Batman turned to The Legend."!'m sorry for interrupting you, but | 
just wanted to say that was some fucking godlike sleuthing! Even we 
could never a fucking cum droplet of proof about that shitshow." The 
Legend said. 


Batman remained silent. 


"| can see you need some time, I'll let you think it over." Batman said 
as he left the house and dropped a small electronic device on the 
desk, only one button in it, shaped like his bat-symbol. 


"That guy's a real fucking talent, you would have loved to have 
someone like that wouldn't you?" The Legend told Mallory. 


Mallory turned to the Legend glaring at him. 
"Would you shut the fuck up," Mallory said. 


"Grace I'm sorry to tell you this, but | think Butcher's fucked if he 
gets on that guy's radar. The fucker actually managed to uncover 
Herogasm, | worked with Vought and could never get a hush or 
peep of information on that soiree." The Legend told her. 


"You don't think | know that, but we all Know Butcher is not going to 
budge an inch even if | tell them to." Mallory said. 


"So what are you going to do?” The Legend asked. 
Mallory thought for a moment until she realized something. 


"| have an idea." Mallory told him, the way she saw it was potentially 
killing two birds with one stone. 


Diana opened the door to Becca's house. As soon as she made her 
way to the living room she caught the liquor bottle lobbed at her. 


"Rebecca." Diana simply stated, she turned to Becca and saw that 
she was heavily inebriated. 


"You... You... You lying sacks of shit!" She slurred. 
Diana sighed. 
"What's wrong?" Diana asked. 


"You know that | miss Ryan, and want him away from Homelander. 
So what does that pointy-eared piece of shit do?" Becca rhetorically 
asked. "He shows me a video of my son bonding with that rapist 
monster." She said. 


Diana knew that sending Bruce to show her the tablet was a 
mistake. She was going to have to talk to him about that. 


"I'm sorry, Batman has never been a people person." Wonder 
Woman apologized. 


"No fucking shit!" Becca told her. "| take it you are here, to deliver 
some more bad news." She flippantly stated. 


"Stormfront has recovered from her injuries and has Ryan." Diana 
told her. 


"Goddamnit..." Becca muttered. 


"If it helps it appears Ryan does not accept her rhetoric." Wonder 
Woman said. 


"It helps a little... You're not going to believe this..." Becca said 
bitterly. 


"| have no reason to doubt your claims." Wonder Woman said. 


"When | was at Butcher's base, | remember overhearing that they 
believed Stormfront was a hero known as Liberty in our world." 


Becca explained. 
"Why the name change?" Wonder Woman asked. 


"Liberty was around during the fifties and disappeared in '79." Becca 
explained. "I Know it sounds bullshit, but..." She added. 


"It doesn't. You're speaking to someone much older than her, in fact, 
presently speaking we have a man over ten thousand years old in 
custody in the Watchtower." Diana said. 


"Really?" Becca asked, sounding surprised. 


"His name's Vandal Savage. He was either some of the most 
infamous figures in our history or behind them." Diana said. 


"Anyway, | think that might be worth looking up if it helps keep Ryan 
away from that cunt." Becca said. 


"We'll keep that in mind." Diana said. "I Know that this is 
extraordinarily difficult, but we are here to help your world. Exposing 
Voughts' lies is key to liberating Ryan." Wonder Woman said. 


"Fine, just do it as quickly as possible!" Becca asked. 


"Do you have any advice? Would you possibly know what 
Homelander would not want for Ryan?" Wonder Woman inquired. 


"| remember he complained to me he does not want Ryan to be 
raised like a girl." Becca bitterly spat. 


Diana rolled her eyes, of course, Homelander would be a misogynist 
on top of everything else. 


"We can arrange for something like that, Supergirl should probably 
train him on how to use his powers.” Diana said. 


"No! | don't want him to use his powers!" Becca said. 


"| understand your hesitance, but if he never learns to control them 
he could end up hurting people." Wonder Woman said. 


"Haven't you tried to find a cure for Compound V yet?" Becca asked. 
"We've looked into it it's surprisingly difficult considering how there 
are elements in it not common in our world. Ryan, however, is 
different from most seems that it's quite potent." Diana said. 
"Fucking perfect..." Becca grumbled. 


"By chance do you know who Homelander's biological father was?" 
Wonder Woman asked. 


"No, | don't know. Voggelobaum and Edgar always went around any 
questions about that." Becca said. 


"| see." Diana said. "| am greatly sorry this is not going well for you, 
but | promise that it will all turn around." 


"Really like how?" Becca asked. 
Diana smiled mischievously. 


"On this channel, Vought has invited reporters from our world to 
issue an apology regarding the controversies about Blue Hawk, 
Herogasm, and other events. Homelander will be there." Diana said. 


"A bunch of softball questions is supposed to make me feel better?" 
Becca asked. 


"| can assure you some of the most notable journalists there are not 
going to ask softball questions." Wonder Woman said smiling. 


"Homelander should be able to handle it." Becca said. 


"In his current state of mind, no he wouldn't. He's clearly resentful of 
us being here most of all Superman." Wonder Woman told her. 


"You think he might have an on-camera meltdown?" Becca asked 
her mood slightly improving. 


"I'd say there's a chance." Diana said. 


Several Earth-One reporters were inside the Seven Tower, 
Homelander could see them with his X-ray vision. Reporters were 
usually excited to be there, not them. Homelander heard two lady 
reporters sharing their disappointment on the Seven Tower being 
simply a corportative building, a far cry from the Watchtower or even 
the Hall of Justice. Ashley stood on the podium and adjusted her 
microphone. 


"Hello, I'm Ashley Barrett, Senior Vice-President of Hero 
Management. It came to our attention that since news of our reality 
was covered by Earth-One, there's been a degree of distrust 
towards Vought. I'm here to make it clear that we have nothing to 
hide." 


"Alexander Knox, Gotham Globe." Said a man wearing a trenchcoat 
and hat. "Don't you think it's ironic you say that after the Herogasm 
came to light? Puritanism aside, this thing seems to have ruined the 
lives of many sex workers and even people from your world thought 
it was just a rumor." 


"Vought had nothing to do with said event. We assure you we were 
taken aback as much as anyone when the Justice League brought it 
to light. We have no control whatsoever over our heroes' intimacy, 
it's just sad that it resulted in so much pain." 


"Gwyneth Tate, WHIZ-TV." Said a brunette with large glasses. 
"What do you have to say about all the heroes accused in the 
scandal who claimed Vought assisted them? One of them said you 
have, quote, 'A cleanup crew ready 24-7 just in case we kill chick 
while fucking.’ Many others gave similar statements." 


"That's purely a lie. Feel free to look for this clean-up crew, you 
won't find them, because they don't exist. Vought never tolerated 
this sort of behavior and it's sad these desperate men- -" 


"And women." Tate added. 


"And women, tried to shift the blame on the company that is here to 
protect the common public." 


"Linda Park-West, WKEY Channel 4 News." Said an Asian reporter, 


she looked young. "The matter of Stormfront is yet to be addressed. 
One of your A-listers shares the name of a white supremacist 
website and her influence on extremist groups makes this quite 
relevant." 


"First of all, all our heroes have fans, to label a section of them as 
‘extremist groups' is absurd. But in that regard, Stormfront 
denounces any support from openly racist groups and the reason 
why we didn't address this fact is that Stormfront is not a nazi and 
her name has no connection with this website. Matter of fact, our 
company recently removed superhero Blue Hawk once he was 
exposed as racist, | hope that serves as an example of how we do 
not tolerate bigotry." 


"Vicki Vale, Gotham Gazette." Said a redhead reporter, she 
resembled a young Kim Basinger. "What about your stance on 
killing? Your heroes seem very inclined towards deadly force." 


"Despite what has been said, the Seven are not judge, jury, and 
executioners. They only use lethal force when they feel like their 
lives are being threatened or that it is for the greater good. Same as 
Wonder Woman taking the life of Maxwell Lord. The fact is that 
super-abled people are not as resistant as meta-humans and can 
not afford to..." 


Homelander stopped listening after these words. After the 
conference, Ashley approached him in the hallway. 


"Homelander," She said. "You have an interview scheduled with one 
of the Earth-One reporters from the Daily Planet." 


"Lane?" Homelander asked. 

"No, her husband, actually, Clark Kent." 

"Wasn't Lois Lane the number one reporter from their world?" 
"Yes, but the Planet sent Mr. Kent." 


"That's fucking disrespectful." Homelander angrily whispered. "I'm 
the greatest superhero of all and they don't send me their greatest 
reporter?" 


"I'm so sorry, | can cancel." 
"No," Homelander interrupted. "Just roll with it." 


Homelander met Clark Kent, a big clumsy man in glasses who 
towered over most people, however, he soon noticed that Kent's 
size only made him clumsier. Alongside Kent was a freckled face 
redhead young man, his bow tie and vest made him look from a 
different time. Homelander took a look at his watch, which had 
Superman's logo on it. 


"Clark Kent, Daily Planet.” Clark said. 


"| was disclosed about you, Mr. Kent." Homelander said as he easily 
played his part with a confident smile. "And you, James Olsen." 


"It's Jimmy. Photographer," Jimmy photographed Homelander. 
"Columnist and Superman's best pal. Between you and me, do you 
have a version of me here?" 


"Sorry, pal, | think things here are a bit too serious to have one of 
you." Homelander explained. "Love your watch." 


"It's my signal-watch." Jimmy explained. "I use it to call Superman 
when | need help, but he can't hear from a different universe." 


Jimmy demonstrated pressing the signal button. Homelander felt 
what he thought a human would feel if somebody put a drill through 
his eardrums. The loud noise echoing from Jimmy's wrist made 
waves of pain hit Homelander's head. 


"Turn it off!" Homelander demanded, lighting up his eyes. Jimmy 
immediately obeyed. 


"I'm sorry." Jimmy said, shaken by the pain Homelander 
demonstrated. "I had no idea this would happen, you have my 
apologies." 


"It's okay." Homelander quickly put back his smile and went back to 
his part. "| can take much worse than that." 


That was a lie. 


Jimmy later took pictures of Homelander in front of the Seven's 
statues and at the conference room where he and Clark had their 
interview. 


"While eliminating a super-terrorist in Africa, the use of your laser- 
vision caused the death of a young man." Clark said. "You believe 
this is an acceptable price for safety?" 


"Wow, that's a hard ball you shoot, Clark, maybe | judged you 
poorly. The answer is absolutely not. That was a real tragedy but the 
blame should be put on the supervillain who made necessary the 
use of my powers around civilians." 


"Your powers were much beyond that supervillain. Couldn't you 
bring him alive?" 


"You expect us to go after these guys, sing kumbaya, and hope for 
the best? The perception of people from Earth-One is... Misguided. 
We don't have a magical portal to send supervillains to Wonderland 
when we can't hold them." 


"It's called the Phantom Zone and is only used in extreme cases. 
But you actively eliminate criminals by Vought's command. In the 
video of you with the milk bottle..." 


"That was regular milk!" Homelander lied. 


"Yes. However, we saw you can control your powers but still used 
your laser-vision at full blast on that occasion." 


"You don't know what it's like having these powers, Kent. If | 
constantly held back I'd be living in a world made of cardboard, who 
can live like this?" 


"You, apparently. But that doesn't seem to stop you from doing what 
Vought demands from you." 


"The American people know why | do this. And it's not for Vought, 
it's for them. What happened was a tragedy, but would it be less 
tragic if it happened here? Because that's what would be happening 
if | wasn't here. No green alien ever tried to shrink my city but that's 
the kind of thing coming from your world. What people from our 


America should be questioning is: Would that be a risk if Superman 
had lasered his enemies in half? If that laser hit an innocent, that 
would be tragic but which tragedy would be greater?" 


The cleanup was a success, Aquaman shook hands with the leader 
of the effort, Samuel Rose. 


“Thank you for your help!" Sam said. 
"It's no problem." Arthur said. 


Arthur noticed Sams' eyes widened in concern, Arthur took notice of 
this and saw the Deep pouring lighter fluid on a pile of recyclables 
he fished out. 


"What are you doing?" Arthur questioned. 
"Getting rid of this." The Deep said. 
"By burning it?" Aquaman asked incredulously. 


"Yeah, | mean it's not like polluting the sky will harm the oceans." 
The Deep said without a single iota of irony. 


Aquaman knocked the canister out of his hand. 


"Okay, we can do it your way." The Deep said immediately 
brownnosing the King of Atlantis. 


Aquaman grabbed The Deep by the collar of his costume and pulled 
him close. 


"Cease your brownnosing, you and | are not friends and never will 
be." Aquaman said. 


The Deep stood silent."!| Know that you only regret the fact you were 
caught for what you did to those women." Arthur said. 


"That's not true. Look..." The Deep looked around and spoke 
quieter. "| have gills, they're disturbing to look at and | can't look like 


that." He pointed to Aquaman's abdomen. "I only ever did that to 
prevent them from mocking them." The Deep defended himself. 


Arthur rolled his eyes. 


"What kind of pathetic excuse is that? | don't care how horrible they 
are to look at." Aquaman said. 


The Deep tried to remove his shirt as an excuse to show him. 
"Stop." Arthur told him. 
The Deep obliged. 


"| also know what you do to sea life when not leading them to their 
deaths." Aquaman said. 


"| don't know what..." The Deep said. 
"Don't lie." Aquaman threatened. 
The Deep was silent. 


"You are a sexual deviant of the highest order. You will never be in 
the Justice League nor will you be allowed in Atlantis." Arthur told 
him. 


"Dude... Your majesty, | don't know where you heard this but 
internet rumors are..." 


"They told me." Arthur interrupted. "| explored your oceans when | 
first came to your Earth, | had sea creatures mistaking me for you 
and making... Advances." 


The Deep stood there in embarrassed silence. 


"What do | have to do, man? Tell me!" The Deep pleaded as he 
grabbed the leg of the King of the Seas. 


Aquaman freed himself with little effort. 


"If you have to ask me after all I've told you, then you will never 
know." Aquaman said. 


"This is the place?" Butcher asked. 


"Sure is!" Sixpack said, opening the door to a run-down interior. 
Inside was a man wearing a red and yellow costume. 


"Everyone this is, Friendly Fire." Six-Pack introduced them. 
"What the fuck, Sixpack?" Friendly Fire questioned. 


"Relax he's FBI. They're looking for information regarding 
Scarecrow." Sixpack explained. 


"Oh alright, there's some info just over by that desk there." Friendly 
Fire said. 


"Thanks." Butcher said. 
"So why do you call yourself Friendly Fire?" Hughie asked. 


"| want to be a superhero and | have powers, they're great powers... 
! If | could control them.." Friendly Fire said. "Helping Section 8 from 
a desk is the best | can do without hurting my friends." 


Butcher overlooked a map of the city with pins sticking in at various 
locations. He took a picture of it on his phone before writing the 
addresses on the notes app. 


"Thanks, you lads are a credit to the superhuman community." 
Butcher said a smirk on his face. 


The Boys left the hideout. 

"You found where he might be hiding?" Mother's Milk asked. 
"| have a general idea." Butcher said. 

"Nooo..." Frenchie said gaining everyone's surprise. 


Butcher pulled out his gun expecting someone was on their tail, but 
couldn't find anyone. Frenchie looked deflated as Kimiko tried to 
comfort him. 


"What is it?" Mother's Milk asked. 
"They busted Herogasm." Frenchie said. 


"Oh shit, really? I'm sorry man." Mother's Milk said, sounding 
genuinely surprised. 


Hughie and Annie on the other hand were bewildered. 
"Herogasm?" Hughie questioned turning to Butcher. 


"Annual orgy event held by B-list and C-list supes. It's a fucking shit 
show from what I've heard, more battered and dead hookers than 
meets the eye. Witnessing it was always something on Frenchie's 
bucket list." Butcher explained. 


"Yeah, how many years had it been around?" Annie asked. 


"When we split up it was sixty, so probably sixty-eight. Just a year 
shy from sixty-nine." Mother's Milk remarked. 


"Such a special number." Frenchie added. 


Butcher decided to look up more news from their world from his 
phone. He found an article that grabbed his attention showing it to 
Hughie and Annie. 


"Here's something you two might like." Butcher said, showing the 
article of A-Train and The Deep's defeat. 


Both of their expressions were mixed to Butcher's surprise. 


"| heard about these guys at the museum The Rogues they fight the 
Flash." Hughie said. 


"In those outfits?" Butcher asked. 


"Their leader, the Inuit-looking guy, is called Captain Cold. He has a 
gun that | thought was an ice ray at first, but it's supposed to be a 
cold gun." Hughie explained. 


"So an ice ray." Mother's Milk said deadpan. 


"No it's like, | can't really explain it, but apparently it freezes stuff so 
cold that everything it's pointed at slows down." Hughie said. 


"That's crazy!" Mother's Milk said. 
Frenchie seemed to perk up out of fascination upon hearing that. 
"Guess that's how he stopped A-Train." Hughie assumed. 


Annie showed an article to Kimiko from her phone causing her to 
smile. 


"Stormfront was beaten up by a supervillain it's assumed to be 
Solomon Grundy according to someone who leaked it." Annie 
explained. 


"A-Train is in the hospital for something, apparently he crashed a 
celebration for the Flash. Apparently, Flash built a big ass number of 
houses abroad." Mother's Milk said. 


"What country?" Annie asked, sounding genuinely curious. 
"A lot." Mother's Milk said. 


"The Seven are getting spanked, anything regarding Homelander?" 
Butcher asked. 


"There's a meme making headway here of him floating up in the air 
doing nothing. Apparently, some kind of monster attacked the city, 
apparently, this was after Superman used his arctic breath ona 
building to prevent it from falling." Hughie said. 


"Arctic breath?" Butcher asked. 


"Superman has the ability to blow huge gusts of wind and can also 
freeze stuff." Frenchie said. 


"He's sulking because he's down a superpower." Mother's Milk said. 


"I'm assuming he didn't try to even fight the monster because of 
that?" Butcher asked. 


"Wonder Woman killed it before it nearly killed Queen Maeve. 
Someone in the crowd insulted Maeve, weird enough, the guy 
doesn't even remember that." Hughie said looking over to Annie who 
seemed rather saddened by this. 


"Good." Butcher said, smirking. 


"How is that good? Maeve has her issues, but she's still better than 
most of the Seven." Annie defended. 


"Did you get her to help us?" Butcher asked. 
Annie glared at Butcher saying nothing. 


"Point proven.” Butcher remarked. "Right, let's set fire to this 
Scarecrow." He said. 
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Blood on the Yellow Brick Road 


The Penguin's twin henchmen walked towards the Scarecrow's lab. 
Scarecrow hid his face behind a cadaverous mask, a mask itself 
mostly hidden under long black hair and a hat, like he was ready for 
the harvest. Scarecrow carried a rope around his neck like a man 
who had already been executed. One of them was carrying a box 
with the Compound V they received from Two-Face earlier. His men 
stood outside. Their outfits were primarily brown as they all wore 
masks that looked like those worn by plague doctors with gas mask 
filters on them. Behind them stood their boss. 


"Do you have the formula?" Scarecrow asked, his voice having a 
noticeable whispery rasp to it. 


"It's in the box." One of the henchmen said. 


Scarecrow gestured to one of his men to examine the 
aforementioned box. The henchman walked towards and opened 
the box. He looked thoroughly at the box. 


"It's good, sir." The henchman told his superior as he grabbed the 
box. 


"There's something Mr. Cobblepot wanted to let you know." One of 
the twins said. 


"What is that?" Scarecrow asked. 


"There's this group of outlaws from the same world as this 
Compound V crap. They don't want this stuff to sell on the streets, 
tried to bug the lounge, and killed some of our guys trying to 
escape." One of the twins said. 


"Two of them are metas. Both of them have super strength, though 
the Asian one can heal fast while the blonde is bulletproof and 
shoots energy." The other added. 


"You're trying to caution me, | understand. What does Oswald want 


me to do if | happen to come to blows with them?" Scarecrow said. 


"He was certain you'd have some other experiments in mind and is 
more than willing to let you use them as lab rats." The other twin 
said. 


Scarecrow smiled. 


"That | will." He replied. 


Homelander looked at the screen as he kept changing the memes 
about him and Superman with just the click of a button, his fury 
starting to boil over with each new image. His interview with Clark 
Kent did not go as well as planned. Many of the people on Earth- 
One seemed rather unconvinced, at "best" they viewed him as 
incompetent for stuff such as Herogasm going on under his nose. 
Others piled on him for coming across as a nationalistic narcissist. 
He was reminded of when Stormfront first joined the Seven, but this 
was worse. The masses were starting to love Superman over him. 
The very thought of that caused Homelander to crush the clicker 
causing it to stop on a meme titled "The Virginlander vs The 
Superchad" depicting a cartoonishly scrawny Homelander sulking in 
front of the muscular Superman striding behind him. The very image 
enraged Homelander the more he looked at it. His eyes started to 
glow red as he prepared to destroy the screen. Until he heard a 
voice enter the room. 


"Relax, I've started a campaign against them. Unofficially of course. 
Stormfront said. "Even if they suspect us, we can always do a little 
public speech decrying them to save face." She added. 


Homelander ignored her, his anger preventing him from speaking to 
her. 


"Look, our people will support you no matter what." Stormfront said 
as she hugged him from behind. "So will |." She added. 


Homelander's anger started to diminish, her embrace and words 
working wonders. Until he heard her phone ring. 


"Oh Logan, what a surprise! How is it going?" Stormfront said. "My 
meme queen." She told him, distancing herself from the phone 
before putting it back to her ear. 


Stormfront's smile soon turned to one of confusion catching 
Homelander's concern. 


"What?" She asked. "What do you mean you quit?" Stormfront 
questioned. 


Homelander began to listen in on what Logan was saying. 


"I'm sorry | can't do this anymore. I've been getting ripped apart." 
Logan said. "All we've been getting are comments from people 
defending him." 


"Well then counter-argue them!" She told him. 


"We can't! All the stuff he has done in his world is starting to spread 
onto the internet! Like there's this spammer named Bibbo from his 
world. He's been posting stuff of the guy doing shit like talking 
people out of suicide and saving their world from aliens and all kinds 
of shit." He defended him 


"So are you Starting to take his side?" Stormfront accused him. 
There was a brief moment of silence on his end. Until he spoke up. 
"Yes." Logan said. 

"What do you mean?" Stormfront angrily accused. 


"You've been making us post all this bullshit about Supe terrorists. 
Well, now there are superpowered beings on another Earth helping 
us and the ones attacking aren't from here." He told her. 


"Look | get it you're under a lot of stress. How about | let you take a 
two-week sabbatical?" Stormfront appealed. "I get it your mental 
health is at risk, and I'm willing to forget this talk ever happened." 
She said with only the slightest bit of restraint of her fury slipping 
during the last couple words of that sentence. 


"No deal, you can take my internship and shove it." Logan boldly 
declared. "Oh, by the way, I'm not the only one. Sarah told me she is 
quitting, and so is Brian." 


"What?" Stormfront meekly asked. 

"They're quitting too. One last thing, if you're going to give people 
gift cards try someplace that isn't fucking Arby's." Logan said before 
hanging up. 


Stormfront turned around and looked at Homelander. The look on 
his face caused her to actually shudder. Angry was an 
understatement at the moment. 


"| know this is bad, but..." She tried to defend herself before he fried 
the monitor with his laser vision. 


"This is your fault!" He accused her. 


"How is this my fault?" Stormfront tried to defend herself, digging 
back some of her courage. 


"You mean to tell me that your team can't handle the supporters of a 
guy who wears his fucking underwear on the outside!" Homelander 
nearly yelled. 


Before Stormfront could respond the door opened up, it was Ashley. 
"Is something the matter?" She asked. 


"How many points am | down?" Homelander asked her, his eyes 
glowing red causing Ashley to pause. Her heart began to race too, 
Homelander noticed. 


"What?" She nearly stammered. 


Homelander ripped out a chair from the ground causing Ashley to 
fumble onto the ground in fear. 


"Seven." She told him, sounding as though she was about to cry. 


"What?" Homelander asked, completely shocked. His eyes were 


now back to normal. 
"You're both down by seven points! Don't hurt me!" She pleaded. 


Stormfront and Homelander paused upon hearing that as though the 
entire world stopped. 


"What?" Homelander asked, his rage diminished now being 
replaced by one of utter confusion. His chest started to poke out as 
he fought any tears that started to form. 


"Seven points." Ashley said as tears rolled from her eyes. 


Homelander tried to work up the nerve of regaining his former anger 
until he collapsed on a nearby chair. He was practically back where 
he was after that incident in Africa. He could feel the pain in his 
chest as his eyes started to sting. Tears started to well in his eyes. 


"Hey! Hey, listen to me." Stormfront said as she put an arm around 
him. "It's the Justice League. They're doing this to us. This is our 
people, this is our world. They're invaders polluting our culture 
against us, this is not their place, it's mine and yours. It's them who 
you should be mad at." She told him. 


At that Homelander stopped crying. 


"You're right." He said as he kissed her. "What can | do?" 
Homelander asked. 


"Beat them at their own game." She told him. "Show them what 
being a true superhero means. Besides we still have Ryan." 
Stormfront encouraged. 


Homelander heard her heartbeat falter and looked at her intensely, 
she gave in. 


"The League is corrupting him, one of the kids called Blue Hawk a 
racist." Stormfront said. 


"Like | give a shit about Blue Hawk." Homelander said. 


Stormfront looked offended. 


"Blue Hawk could have had a future with us." Stormfront said. 


"Now he doesn't, if we want Ryan, let the League lock him up. He's 
dead fucking weight now." Homelander said. "You don't have a 
problem with that do you?" He asked her. 


Stormfront looked like she was in the midst of swallowing a bitter pill. 


"No problem." Stormfront relented. 


The Scarecrow held the vial close to his eye, admiring its blue shine. 
Then he compared it to the red replica in his other hand, which was 
made not long ago. He placed the blue sample on his desk and 
grabbed a syringe. Once he had enough of the formula in the 
syringe and walked towards his lab crow. He injected it with the 
formula eliciting a frantic caw. It flew around in the cage before 
managing to free itself by burning through the cage and escaping 
the building by burning a hole in the roof. He got out his phone and 
let the speed dial handle the rest. 


"This is Scarecrow, it's a success." Scarecrow said. 
"lam very glad to hear that." Penguin said. 


"Your men mentioned the outlaws, I'm fully prepared to deal with 
them." Scarecrow added. 


"Good, | personally hope you break them." Penguin said. 


"| can assure you, Oswald, that | can say with the utmost certainty 
that is a guarantee." Scarecrow said, eyeing a monitor that 
displayed footage of the Boys around his lab via a hidden security 
camera. 


"This is the place." Butcher said, looking at the Scarecrow's hideout. 


"There are no guards." MM said. 


"He must think we're stupid." Butcher said. 
"So we're still going in, right?" Hughie asked. 


"Yes, we'll trash his lab and him too. This cunt doesn't have powers 
and | don't think a psychiatrist knows how to fight." Butcher said. 


"What about the fear gas he has?" Hughie asked. 
"Try to hold your breath." Butcher told him. 


They walked to the entrance and opened it. There was nothing 
there, just darkness. Annie used her powers to turn the lights back 
on. 


"You sure this is the place?" MM asked surveying the room. 


"| hope so, if not we're giving those idiots a piece of my mind." 
Butcher grumbled. 


Just then, MM stepped on a rug and felt the floor under it clicking. 
With that, they heard air being shot out in the room as well as 
someone coughing. It was MM as red gas from the floor was blown 
into his face. 


MM found himself back at his home, his daughter Janine was in the 
living room with him waiting by the window. He ran and gave her a 
hug, but she had no reaction. Janine kept staring at the window and 
pointed out there. 


"Daddy, Homelander is outside." She excitedly said. 


MM looked out and he saw Homelander stopping some kids who 
were trying to forcibly open a Mercedes-Benz parked in front of his 
house. Janine ran upstairs, MM couldn't hold her. 


"Mommy, mommy, it's Homelander!" He heard his daughter saying 
those familiar words. "Come look!" 


"Janine, Monique, don't come down!" MM desperately yelled. 


The two were walking down the stairs and MM saw Homelander 
take the Benz and then hurled it through their house like a freight 
train. Somehow, MM was completely unharmed, but his wife and 
daughter were under the car. In a minute they were there, and then 
they weren't. Their bodies were like a memory made of flesh, just 
like his grandfather. The smell, the feel of the floor, it all felt too real. 
But MM knew about Scarecrow's gas. 


"Not real, not real, not real..." MM repeated. "Not real." 


"Of course it's real." Homelander said and slapped MM across the 
room. 


MM's back hit the wall and blood dropped from his mouth, it was 
warm and he could taste it. He could feel it in his hand when he 
wiped out. 


"That's not happening, it's not real." MM said. 


"It might not be happening, but it is real." Homelander said, but not 
with his own voice, a deeper voice from the past spoke out of his 
mouth. His eyes lit up red, and when the lights turned off, it was no 
longer Homelander, Soldier Boy stood there. "It was always real." 


Tears fell down from his eyes, his breathing became heavier. MM 
put his arms up and closed his fists, ready to die in a fight. 


"You want to fight me, boy?" Soldier Boy asked, now standing much 
taller. 


MM looked at his body, no longer a grown man, he was now little 
Marvin in his pajamas. Soldier Boy hit him with his shield and sent 
him through the wall. By the time he hit the floor, MM was an adult 
once again, Janine ran to him and gave him a hug. 


"Even if this never happens, | will always be here." Soldier Boy said. 
His eyes lit up red and once again, when the lights turned off, he 
was no longer Soldier Boy but a different man, looked like 
Homelander, younger, a darker hair, it was Ryan. This older Ryan 
held MM's neck. "There will always be one of me around." 


Ryan broke his neck and threw his body across the house. MM 


stood in front of his own dead body, he saw himself as an old man 
on the floor with a broken neck. He was no longer in his house, he 
recognized the CIA office. The grown-up Ryan was there with 
Homelander and Stormfront. The Boys were all there, all older, 
Janine was all grown up. Butcher tried to attack Homelander with his 
crowbar, but his body was immediately cut in half by his laser. 
Frenchie was killed by one of Stormfront's lightning leading to 
Kimiko attacking her. Homelander pulled Kimiko off of Stormfront 
and held her arms while Stormfront held her legs. This gave Ryan 
the chance he needed and he ripped off Kimiko's head along her 
spinal cord. Annie absorbed electricity and got ready for a blast, 
Hughie was behind her but before she could attack, Ryan lasered 
her hands off, and laterally cut Hughie's head, whose brain fell on 
the floor with his body. 


"NOOO... !" Annie started screaming and stopped when 
Homelander put his arm through her chest. 


MM could see this adult Janine crying in the corner with her eyes 
closed as the three slowly walked towards her. 


"Stay away from her!" MM shouted and tried to tackle them, he 
passed through them like he was a ghost. 


Ryan stood in front of Janine, who was still crying, Homelander and 
Stormfront had their hands on Ryan's shoulders. 


"All yours, son." Homelander said. 
"Make us proud." Stormfront added. 


MM tried to punch Ryan, but his fist did nothing. He saw the bright 
red light from his eyes and then, Janine was cut to pieces. MM had 
his back against the wall and watched with tears in his eyes 
Homelander and Stormfront congratulate Ryan. He yelled and ran to 
another punch, this time, he felt it hitting Ryan face, and broke his 
own hand. Stepping back, his body hit someone, Soldier Boy, who 
kicked MM to the ground. 


"You really think you're doing something?" Soldier Boy said. "You're 
not doing shit, you can't do shit. That's the fucking world you live in. 


It's how it was in the past." 
Soldier Boy threw the bodies of MM's father at him. 


"It's what it is now." Homelander said and threw Monique and 
Janine's body at MM. 


"How it will always be." Ryan said and threw the body of an adult 
Janine and an old MM at his younger self. 


Homelander, Soldier Boy, and Ryan all brutally beat MM to a bloody 
pool, his jaw, arms, and legs all broken while the three kept beating 
him. The final blow, Soldier Boy's shield, launched MM onto a pile of 
bodies. Monique, Janine, his father, grandfather, Mallory, Reynolds, 
Butcher, Frenchie, Kimiko, Hughie, Annie, and many, many others 
were there while MM's body sank deeper into the pile. 


The Boys watched on in horror as MM collapsed onto the floor 
huddling himself. 


"Grab him, let's go!" Butcher told them, sounding uncharacteristically 
worried. 


Kimiko picked up MM only for the door to be locked. 


"I'm afraid that escape is no longer an option now, seeing as how 
the experiment has begun." The Scarecrow's voice announced from 
a hidden loudspeaker. 


"Scarecrow, right?" Butcher asked. "How about this you let us go 
and | don't shove this up your fudger." Butcher said, brandishing his 
crowbar. 


"| can assure you, Mr. Butcher. | don't fear you, in fact, there is very 
little that does. However, | will give you and your companions the 
chance to find me. I've already made headway on your world's 
Compound V." Scarecrow told them. 


Three doors in the building all opened up. 


"Split up." Butcher said. 


"I'll stay with Mother's Milk and try to get him out of his bad trip." 
Frenchie said. 


"Fine, keep yourselves safe." Butcher told him as they split into 
groups. 


Annie went to the center door, Butcher and Hughie went to the right 
door, and Kimiko went through the left. 


Annie managed to reach the Scarecrow. Two of his men were 
protecting him and began to shoot her. They were only handguns, 
so the bullets did no damage. She fired two energy blasts that 
knocked them off their feet. Scarecrow on the other hand seemed 
unperplexed; he did not seem afraid. 


"You're done." She told him. In the past, she would have given him 
some sort of speech that she practiced as a child. 


"You have no idea who you are up against, child." Scarecrow told 
her. 


She grabbed him by the collar and held him against the wall when 
Crane put his palm in front of her face. A gas came out from a 
device under his sleeve, upon breathing the gas she coughed out. 
Starlight dropped Scarecrow as she fell down onto the floor. She 
remembered what Red Robin told her about his fear toxin. Annie 
hoped that maybe the Compound V in her veins would protect her. 


Scarecrow examined Starlight as she slowly started to get off the 
floor. 


"Tell me what do you see?" Scarecrow asked as he reached the 
exit. Annie noted that his tone felt less like a taunt, but more along 
the lines of genuine curiosity. It was like he thought of her as a 
patient. 


Annie got up from the floor and looked at Scarecrow. She felt a little 
disoriented upon getting off the ground. 


"Nothing." She told him. 


"A delayed reaction, nothing more." Scarecrow told her before 
leaving through the door. 


Starlight took after him, but upon opening the door was something 
she could not imagine... 


It was the conference room at The Seven Tower. Starlight's mouth 
was agape as her eyes darted around the room. 


Annie's heart started to race as she started to think why this was 
here. She heard the door opening and she saw him walking towards 
her: Homelander. The expression on his face made her take a step 
back. He was smiling which caused her spine to tingle, even more, 
when he interrogated her on the elevator. 


"Starlight welcome back." Homelander said in a friendly manner. 
She tried to find the urge to speak. 


"T... this isn't real. You're just an illusion from that gas." She told 
him, hoping that it would break the hallucination. 


"| don't know what you're talking about." Homelander told her. 


"You should be pissed at me! | leaked Compound V to Butcher and 
Hughie!" She told him. 


"Why should | be mad at one of our own?" Homelander said as he 
walked towards her. Annie stepped back further and the back of her 
legs struck the conference table. She was trapped. 


"| am not one of your own!" She defended herself. Annie could feel 
the sweat starting to form. "Why? Why are you acting like this?" She 
demanded. 


"| just wanted to congratulate you on your first kill." Homelander said 
actually sounding genuine, which only terrified Annie more. "You 
truly are now a part of the Seven like you always wanted." 


Upon hearing that, Annie's heart skipped a beat. 


"| don't..." She was about to say. 


"That man near Sage Grove when you were over there with William. 
| know you killed him, and | know just how little you cared." 
Homelander cut her off. "| mean you don't even know the guy's 
name do you?" He questioned. 


"| was defending..." Annie said. 


"| mean you didn't have to kill him to defend William and Campbell, 
there was a multitude of different ways to prevent that. Instead, you 
handled the situation just as / would have done." Homelander said. 
He pointed at the table and the corpse of the man she murdered 
was just now on the table. 


Both seeing the corpse and hearing what Homelander said only 
made Annie's heart race. She could feel her skull start to condense 
on her brain like a vise. Her legs started to get buckle and she 
sniffled, all while her stomach churned. 


"lam so proud of you." Homelander said, smiling in a way that 
reminded Annie of her father. 


"It was an accident..." Annie said, defending herself. Despite that, 
she nearly choked out a sob when saying "accident". 


"Same." She heard A-Train's voice and saw him sitting in his usual 
spot. "I didn't even learn the name of that bitch your boyfriend was 
dating." 


Despite the impossibility of the scenario from A-Train being here to 
Homelander being proud, it felt very real. Her stomach started to 
churn. She climbed over the desk and kept backing up. 


"Oh come now don't leave us." Stormfront's voice said as though 
she just materialized on her chair out of thin air. "We're the only 
ones you could possibly rely on." She said, trying to comfort her. 


"Stop it!" Starlight cried out trying to activate her powers, but to her 
dismay, they were not working. Tears started to form in her eyes. 
Annie could only back away as the others slowly walked toward her 
showcasing her hopelessness. 


"You're not seriously going to think these other heroes will let you in 
once they find out, right?" Homelander said as he approached her. "1 
mean just look at yourself, right now." 


Annie kept backing away until she passed a mirror. She went back 
to the mirror and saw she was wearing the outfit Vought wanted her 
to wear. Only it was covered in blood which she desperately tried to 
wipe off. That was when she felt someone touch her shoulder. 


"| told you so, Annie." Maeve said, appearing out of nowhere. 


A startled Annie turned around and now found herself in new 
surroundings. It was the same dark tunnel she and the Seven 
chased the Boys. Where she was nearly forced to kill Hughie. It was 
dark, she could barely see anything. The only thing she could see 
was the silhouette of the Scarecrow. As the water started to splash 
he began to run. Annie started to realize that maybe she was 
fighting back. 


"It's not real. It's not real. It's not real." She desperately told herself 
as more tears started to run down her face. It was here she started 
to hear a voice. At first, she did not recognize it, but once the voice 
got louder she recognized it belonged to the man she killed. They 
whispered into her ear. Some of these words were: 


"Murderer" 
"Hypocrite" 
"Criminal" 


Water splashed and the words started to get louder with each step 
Annie took. The words only grew louder. 


"Killer" 
"Liar" 
"Freak" 


"Butcher" 


She closed her eyes and closed out her ears. Practically on the 
verge of breaking down when she saw someone in front of her. He 
looked like the Scarecrow. Annie could barely see him, so she fired 
one of her blasts. They struck the man and knocked him down. She 
went up to the course and realized it was not Scarecrow. Rather it 
was much worse: Hughie. Blood started to pour from the back of his 
head and some came out of his mouth. His eyes were wide open. 


Annie was in a state of shock as her stomach started to turn. She 
retched onto the floor with her eyes shut tight. 


Annie kneeled down on the ground upon seeing this and went over 
to Hughie. The tears started to flow freely from her eyes. 


"Hughie..." She cried out sobbing into his chest. 


"You know what | was thinking, when | was looking at him?" Her 
own voice echoed around the tunnel. 


Hearing her own words caused Annie to look up. She saw someone 
standing in front of her covered in shadows. 


"Why'd you pull a gun, you stupid fuck?" Her own words echoed. 


"Maybe once | would've cried over him, but... Now he was just 
another person in our way." 


Out stepped Starlight with a look on her face that would not look out 
of place on Homelander's. With the other members of the Seven 
watching on like it was a rite of passage. Annie lunged at the 
hallucination and started to strangle it. 


Kimiko tried to free herself from Annie's grasp as she struggled to 
breathe. Not long ago she saw Annie crying on the floor and decided 
to help her fearing she was gassed. Only for Annie to lunge and 
strangle her. Annie's grip was strong as Kimikos' eyes started to blur 
from lack of oxygen. Kimiko maneuvered her legs underneath Annie 
and started to kick her. Annie was sent back to the other end of the 
hallway cracking the brick wall. 


Kimiko's gasps for breath audibly filled the room as Annie started to 
get up. Annie grabbed a fire extinguisher that fell on the floor and 
threw it at Kimiko, nailing her in the head. Kimiko's nose broke and 
knocked out some of her teeth. Annie yelled out in desperation as 
she fired an energy blast at Kimiko sending her back. 


Kimiko knew that Annie had an advantage over her in a long-range 
fight so she grabbed the fire extinguisher that had hit her. Kimiko 
started to spray it at Annie to create an impromptu smoke screen 
before throwing it at Annie. Further obscuring Annie's vision, 
fortunately, Annie's energy blasts made her visible to Kimiko. Seeing 
this as an opportunity, Kimiko charged at the smoke screen and 
tackled Annie into the wall. 


Wanting to end this quickly, Kimiko bashed Annie's head into the 
wall with all her strength. She managed to do so three times, 
creating a hole in the wall, but Annie freed herself and punched 
Kimiko in the next room, which was a bathroom. Kimiko crashed 
through one of the sinks shattering it as water began to spray 
around the room. Kimiko grabbed her ribs which were definitely 
broken at this point. 


Annie pinned her to the floor once more and punched her in the 
face. 


"I'm not like you!" She yelled as she punched Kimiko with her right 
fist. 


"I'll never be like you!" She yelled out as she struck Kimiko's left 
cheek with her left fist. 


Annie began to pound her fists against Kimiko's head. Kimiko 
reached out for anything close and felt something made of porcelain. 
She grabbed it and hit Annie with a piece of the sink, knocking her 
off Kimiko. 


Annie's face now had a cut on the side not to mention a bloody lip 
and nose. Kimiko got behind Annie and wrapped her arm around her 
neck. 


"NO! NO!" Annie gasped out as she tried to shake Kimiko off of her 


by driving her up against the walls. She managed to break through 
one, but Kimiko's grip was still tight. Eventually, Annie passed out. 


Kimiko got off of Annie, immediately checking her pulse and a surge 
of relief overcame her as she noticed she was still alive. Kimiko got 
up, still feeling pain from her fight with Annie. Kimiko was exhausted 
from the fight. She realized that she had underestimated Annie, the 
fear toxin must have made her lose restraint. Kimiko limped still 
feeling tired she dragged Annie with her, knowing she should 
probably keep an eye on her in case the toxin wore off. As she 
turned the corner, Kimiko saw one of Scarecrow's men holding 
shotguns. He blasted her in the chest, knocking the supe to the 
floor. Before he emptied the chamber on her just to be safe as more 
of his compatriots arrived. 


This commotion did not go unnoticed by Hughie and Butcher. 
"What was that?" Hughie asked sounding worried. 


"Fuck it all..." Butcher cursed as he carefully moved to the source of 
the sound. 


They ran and saw the hole in the wall from Annie and Kimiko's fight. 
As well as, Kimiko getting bound and dragged by Scarecrow's men 
with Annie in tow. 


"Annie!" Hughie cried out before shooting at the men. Scarecrow's 
men returned fire forcing Hughie and Butcher to get out of the way. 


"Next time try not to warn them." Butcher called out. 
Hughie angrily glared at Butcher. 
"We have to save them." Hughie said. 


Just then Hughie felt something sharp embed itself in his neck. 
Butcher went over to Hughie and pulled it out. It almost resembled a 
tranquilizer dart. 


Hughie opened his eyes and saw that he was in a graveyard. It was 
dark, misty, and cold. He looked at the graves in front of him and 
saw the names of The Boys on them, all dead the present year. 


"No! This isn't real!" Hughie said. 
"It is real." Annie's voice whispered in his ear. 


He looked around and saw the mist transform into an apparition of 
Annie. 


"Annie?" Hughie asked. 
"Why did you leave us?" Annie asked, sounding genuinely sad. 
"What?" Hughie questioned. "No, | didn't leave you." He said. 


"You left us when we needed you, and we died because you are a 
coward!" Annie's ghost angrily accused him. 


Annie's appearance changed to something more monstrous. Her 
face resembled that of Count Orlok with red eyes. Just then Hughie 
felt two pairs of hands grab his legs, causing him to fall down. As 
another pair of hands grabbed his arms and started to pull him 
down. 


Despite their decayed look, Hughie recognized the hands as 
belonging to Butcher, MM, Frenchie, and Kimiko from their torn 
sleeves. 


Hughie tried to get up, but he was being pulled down into the ground 
like it was quicksand. 


"Annie!" Hughie pleaded as he felt the ground envelope his limbs 
before slowly sinking his chest into the ground. 


Annie's apparition disappeared, and there Hughie saw another 
woman standing under a tree. He could not see her face, but Hughie 
could feel that it was his long-lost mother. 


"MOM" He cried out as he fully sunk into the ground. 


"Hughie, get up lad!" Butcher called out as he shook Hughie. Hughie 
was lying on the floor moving erratically like he was trying to free 
himself. 


Butcher slapped Hughie in an attempt to wake him from whatever 
nightmare he was having. 


"Some fucking bad trip." Butcher grumbled as he continued trying to 
wake Hughie. 


Until he felt something strike him in the back of his head, knocking 
him out. 


When he woke up, Butcher realized he was tied up next to Frenchie 
and Kimiko. Kimiko had a collar around her neck, but she still 
seemed unconscious. There was an alarming amount of blood on 
her shirt. The room was dark with only a small amount of light 
shining over the three of them from an overhanging lamp. 


"What happened?" Butcher asked, his head still hurting. 


"What happened is you attempted to stop my experiments." 
Scarecrow told them as he stepped out towards them. 


"Scarecrow, right? Tell me where's the lion, tinman, and Dorothy?" 
Butcher asked. 


The lights of the room turned on and they saw Hughie, Annie, and 
MM trapped in cells continually spraying fear toxin. Annie huddled in 
on herself, MM tried to break himself free by pounding on the 
plexiglass, and Hughie kept convulsing on the ground. 


"They're right here." Scarecrow told them. 


"Let them go! Or | swear, I'll shove that stick up your arse!" Butcher 
threatened. 


"You are not in the position to make threats, Mr. Butcher." 
Scarecrow told him. 


Kimiko tried to free herself, but was unable to despite the fact she 


was tied with rope. 


"The collar inhibits your strength, Miss Miyashiro. Same as Miss 
January over there." Scarecrow told them as he got over to his 
table. 


"You're going to use us as lab experiments?" Frenchie asked. 
"You're perceptive. Yes, that is my intention." Scarecrow said. 


"How do you think the crime lords here will feel about you holding us 
as prisoners? | can imagine the short cunt won't be too happy about 
you keeping us here." Butcher said. 


"Actually, Cobblepot gave me his permission to keep you as 
subjects for my experiments." Scarecrow said as he held out a 
breathing mask with a hose. He put the mask on Butcher before 
walking towards what looked like a gas tank. Scarecrow attached 
the hose to the nozzle. 


"Tell me Mr. Butcher you appear to be a brave man. What is it that 
you fear?" Scarecrow inquired. 


"Speaking to you for another bloody goddamn second, straw cunt." 
Butcher glared. 


"| doubt that. Fear is a natural part of life. It's what drives us in every 
aspect of life." Scarecrow told him. "People go to the doctor because 
they fear dying. They get married out of fear of loneliness. They 
have children to pass on something for generations." He added. 


"Interesting theory, | can't see why you were kicked out of being a 
psychiatrist." Butcher sarcastically said, his entire body tensed as 
Scarecrow had his hand on the dial. 


"Small minds are everywhere, even in the administration of higher 
education." Scarecrow said. 


"Now Mr. Butcher, prepare to face your fears." Scarecrow said as 
turned the dial. 


Just then something was thrown at the hose. Scarecrow angrily 


turned to his left and looked up seeing Nightwing. 
"Let them go, Crane." He said. 


"Unlikely, boy wonder." Scarecrow told him. "I find it odd that 
Batman was willing to use such tenderfoots against the underworld 
of this city." 


"Trust me he isn't." Nightwing said, before turning over to Frenchie. 
"You really should have taken my offer, Serge. Now stay where you 
are." He added. 


"| really would like to see you try to save us on our own. | guess 
Batman was busy fucking about with Homelander and friends." 
Butcher said. 


"In the same way as you and | are about to be, yes that's kind of 
accurate." Nightwing said. 


"Enough of this prattle. Kill him!" Scarecrow ordered. 


Just then, two henchmen next to Scarecrow were strung up to the 
ceiling. Scarecrow looked up and saw Spoiler and Batgirl as the 
assailants. Batgirl swung down the rafters and kicked Scarecrow in 
the chest, while Batgirl stopped the flow of fear toxin in the cells. 
Scarecrow's men shot at them before they could cuff Scarecrow. 


Scarecrow moved back with a couple of his men forming a perimeter 
around him. However, something was knocked out of his pocket and 
slid over to Butcher's feet. It looked like a remote with a button on it. 
Seeing no other option, he stomped on it. Kimiko and Annie's collars 
were now off, but while Annie was still feeling the effects of the fear 
toxin, Kimiko ripped herself free. 


"Get the others!" Butcher called out in the middle of the fire. 


Kimiko nodded and ran over to the cells where MM, Hughie, and 
Annie were. She picked up the men in the group and brought them 
over to Butcher and Frenchie who were over by a stack of crates. Of 
the two, MM seemed to be the most recovered. 


"Are you alright?" Frenchie asked MM. 


"No, I'm pretty fucking far from being alright." MM said. "But I'll still 
do what | can." He added. 


Kimiko was now lifting Annie over her shoulder. She looked over at 
what was happening between Scarecrow's men and the Bat-family. 
Scarecrow's men were getting demolished by Batgirl while it looked 
like Spoiler and Nightwing managed to corner Scarecrow. 
Reinforcements seemed to be getting close. 


"Butcher we need to leave." Frenchie pleaded. 


"Agreed." Butcher agreed as he barreled through the exit with the 
rest in tow. It was a bitter pill to swallow, but retreating was their only 
option for getting out unscathed. Well, a certainly loose definition of 
the word unscathed . 


From the Man Who Had Everything 


Scarecrow sat on the roof of his hideout, he was handcuffed. Spoiler 
removed his mask revealing Scarecrow's face. His face was thin, he 
had brown eyes and hair, and had glasses over his eyes 


"Okay, Crane, who hired you?" Nightwing questioned. 


"Don't you have another quarry that demands your attention?" 
Scarecrow asked. 


"We can track Butcher down regardless." Nightwing said. 


"His number one source of intel here has just been re-captured and 
is right on their way to Arkham." Spoiler added sounding proud. 


"Batman must be terrified." Scarecrow said an amused smile on his 
face. 


"More worried about that than he is with you." Spoiler said. 
Scarecrow glared at Spoiler. 


"I'm asking you this once more." Nightwing said. "Who hired you?" 
He asked. 


"You don't frighten me." Scarecrow told Nightwing. 


Batgirl grabbed Scarecrow by the throat and as she prepared her 
other arm to punch him in the face. 


"No, but | feel Batgirl might be able to." Nightwing told him. 


Just then they heard police sirens as the cop cars arrived. In one of 
the cars was Commissioner Gordon. 


"Let him go, we might be able to find something else here." 
Nightwing told Batgirl she released him. 


Scarecrow smiled smugly before Batgirl pushed him off the building. 


Scarecrow screamed, but he did not hit the ground. He hung upside 
down from a cable. 


"Get him down." Gordon said. 
Nightwing went ahead to greet the Police Commissioner. 
"Hey there Jim." Nightwing greeted. 


"Good to see you, Kid. | can't imagine you're all too happy here with 
Batman on that other Earth." Gordon said. 


"Eh, | can manage. We've been trying to find out who hired 
Scarecrow, we think he's been able to synthesize this Compound 
V." Nightwing said. 


Gordon signed and pinched the temple of his nose. 


"| was afraid of that. About an hour ago we received a call from a 
landlord in Otisburg. A crow burned itself into her apartment 
building, and almost caused an electrical fire. I'm willing to bet it 
might have been one of Crane's. That was just with a crow imagine 
if they start pumping their men with this stuff." Gordon said. 


"We'll make sure it's done, Batman knows about this." Nightwing 
said. 


"That's good news to hear. Of all the cities, this stuff had to come to 
it had to be ours." Gordon said. 


"Honestly, | think Gotham came to them first." Nightwing grimly told 
him. 


"Yeah, | know Joker. Do you have any ideas what that son of a bitch 
is up to? He's been quiet since that little prank of his. Too quiet for 
my liking.” Jim said. 


"| know, whatever he's up to it can't be good. Especially with 
Compound V in the city." Nightwing said. 


"God, | have a feeling that he has a sample right now." Gordon 
muttered. 


"Did you happen to come across William Butcher and his crew?" 
Nightwing asked. 


"No, were they here?" Gordon asked. 


"Yes, apparently they were likely trying to shut down Scarecrow's 
operation. Didn't work as well as they hoped. Milk, Campbell, and 
January were gassed by Scarecrow." Nightwing told Gordon. 


"I've read the man's report. The man is making enemies left and 
right in this city. He's going to get other people hurt. They've already 
left a trail of carnage at the Iceberg Lounge." Gordon said. 


"| Know, which is why we need to find them quickly with all of this 
chaos going around.” Nightwing told Gordon. 


"You might want to see this and tell Dad about this." Oracle 
interrupted. 


"What?" Dick asked. 
Barbara showed Nightwing the information. Nightwing sighed. 
"What is it, kid?" Gordon asked. 


"It's Joker, | think we've got a lead." Nightwing told him. 


Back at the Cauldron, Butcher watched Hughie and Annie as they 
huddled together on the sofa in the other room of their hideout. In 
the same room as him were MM, Kimiko, and Frenchie. 


"You feeling better?" Butcher asked MM. 

"I'm getting there." MM said, not looking up. 

"What did you see?" Butcher asked. 

"Now is not the time, Butcher." Frenchie admonished him. 


"Either he tells us now or we wait for him to. I'm no therapist, but 
shouldn't he at least give us an inkling to help the recovery." Butcher 


argued. 
"Soldier Boy." MM said. 


Butcher and Frenchie turned to MM. They didn't speak a word, but 
they knew of his history with Soldier Boy. 


"| Know it was just a dream, but it was worse than any nightmare I've 
had of that." Mother's Milk said. "But everything about it felt so real, | 
can still see the pieces in my mind every time | close my eyes." He 
added barely repressing a shudder. 


"Soldier Boy's dead." Butcher told him. 


"You don't know that, we both know you don't buy that bullshit power 
plant story!" MM said defensively. 


"Whatever happened to Soldier Boy, he's not coming back." 
Frenchie said. 


"| saw Homelander, Stormfront, and his kid rip you all apart as well 
as... Janine." Mother's Milk said as though he was about to enter a 
panic attack. 


Butcher nudged Frenchie. 
"Kimiko, why don't you stay with him." Frenchie suggested. 


Kimiko nodded and turned to MM. Butcher and Frenchie left the 
room. 


"They can't go out in the field." Butcher told Frenchie. 
"No shit!" Frenchie said. 
"Don't you get smart on me." Butcher told him. 


"We're not equipped to deal with this city. | should have told you this 
after we rescued MM." Frenchie argued. 


"What would we have done then? Lie low while they hunt us down." 
Butcher said. 


"It probably would have gone better for them! They are traumatized!" 
Frenchie said. 


"So what if we just go over to their little clubhouse and bend over?" 
Butcher asked. 


"At this point, I'm willing to take my chances." Frenchie said. 


"Alright fine you can quit, but tell me something, you really think they 
won't lock us up once they see our records?" Butcher said 


Frenchie was silent. 


"Exactly, they might not be like the Seven, but they're nothing more 
than a bunch of puritans. How well do you think Hughie would do in 
the slammer?" Butcher asked him. 


Frenchie sighed. 
"We're fucked." He muttered to himself. 


"I'll go out." Butcher told Frenchie. "Keep watch over the rest." He 
added. 


"Ca ira." Frenchie said. 


"Do you know who else might be making more of Compound V?" 
Butcher asked. 


"Mr. Freeze, you should take Kimiko with you. He's extraordinarily 
dangerous." Frenchie said. 


"Let me guess he can freeze people?" Butcher asked. 


"Power armor and ice gun. He was a former cryo-engineer trying to 
cure his wife. There was a lab accident and he can only live in a 
sub-zero environment." Frenchie said. 


"Nice sob story he has going on would make a good movie." Butcher 
said. "Do you know where he might be?" 


"| overheard some of the Penguin's men talking about a rumor that 


he is operating in an old meat packing plant in the West Side of the 
city. It's owned by Black Mask, Roman Sionis." Frenchie said. 


"Right guess I'll be going over there." Butcher said. 
He went back to where the others were. 


"Right, listen up! I'll be going off to Mr. Freeze. Frenchie is in charge 
until | get back." Butcher said. 


Hughie's attention was gained as he sat up. 
"You're going alone?" Hughie asked. 

"No, Kimiko's coming with me." Butcher told him. 
"I'm going too." Hughie told. 

Everyone looked at Hughie in concern. 

"Kid..." Mother's Milk said. 

"I'm going with you." Hughie replied. 


"| appreciate it lad, but you're not in the right state of mind." Butcher 
said. 


"I'm over the fear gas, see." Hughie told him. 
Butcher sighed, and turned to Kimiko. 
"Keep an eye on him." Butcher told her. 


Kimiko nodded. 


Lex Luthor appeared in front of Stan Edgar's desk. Edgar looked up, 
not so surprised to see Luthor, who was wearing a black suit with a 
white tie and white vest. Edgar fixed his posture and put on a smile. 


"Mr. Luthor, surprised to see you. Take a seat." 


Luthor sat down and left the green V24 on Edgar's desk. 


"The product finally perfected," Luthor said. "A dose of V24 will give 
anyone superpowers similar to the supes of your world. But only for 
about 24 hours. It's perfect." 


"Vought's scientists predicted some setbacks." 


"The earlier results caused brain damage but it wasn't so hard to 
iron the kinks. And of course," Luthor took a brown file out of his 
jacket and handed it to Edgar. "All your scientists need to make as 
much as you can." 


Edgar's smile slowly vanished. His expression was stoic, trying to 
keep control. 


"| trust this deal will come at great cost." Edgar said. 


"Undoubtedly. I'm planning to come back to your Earth many times. 

No alien threats, no apocalyptic magical prophecies, you have fertile 
ground here. Your connections to the government, your knowledge, 

your information, everything shall be at my disposal when | need it. | 
will own this world but you will own not just the greatest company in 

it, it will be strong, stable, and safe. Is the cost of this deal fair?" 


Luthor raised his hand for a handshake from Edgar. Stan sighed and 
firmly shook Lex Luthor's hand. 


Luthor walked out of the office, and Edgar dialed his phone. 


"Nadia. | believe we've found an advantage." He said. 


Mallory waited outside of her home, having pressed the button that 
Batman gave to her during his last visit. To pass the time she 
participated in some bird watching. 


"You have agreed to our proposal?" Batman's voice spoke up. 


She turned and saw him waiting for her. 


"I'll help you out. On one condition." Mallory said. 
"What is it?" Batman asked. 


"Vought has a supe under their control. It has the ability to literally 
make heads explode." Mallory said. 


"| heard about the Senate Hearing." Batman said. 
Mallory sighed. 


"Of course you did. It also killed Susan Raynor, she was basically 
like a daughter to me." Mallory said. 


"I'm sorry for your loss." Batman said. 


"You find out who the head popper is and | will tell you and your 
friends everything. It's not too much of a challenge, World's Greatest 
Detective." Mallory said. 


"| can handle it." Batman replied. 


"Good otherwise you might want to get that Chimp I've read about to 
help you out." Mallory taunted. 


Batman's composure was not shaken despite this and he walked 
away from Mallory entering a portal. 


Nightwing was on the roof of the building that The Joker was 
allegedly using. True to form, it was formerly owned by a candy 
company before it was bought out by a mysterious benefactor. The 
police encircled the building. Dick jumped onto the roof of the 
building and peered through the sky window. It was dark, with only a 
bit of light shining. 


"This is too easy, especially from him." Dick told Oracle. 
"| Know it's like he wanted us to know." Oracle said. 


"Which means it's about something he's done." Nightwing said. 


"Be careful, Dick. Cass and Stephanie are also on the scene" Oracle 
told him. 


"Barb, it's me don't worry." Nightwing told her as he opened the 
window. 


He rappelled down to the floor and saw that the light was shining on 
a birthday present. 


Nightwing took out his floodlights and shined them around the room. 
There was nothing else in the room. He slowly, cautiously walked up 
to the present. On it was a note that read: 


"Get well soon, Love J." 


Nightwing put on his gas mask and slowly cut open the present to 
reveal inside the box were medical supplies from Vought. 


"Why would he have these?" Dick asked Barbara. 


"Some kind of joke obviously, but what's the punchline?" Oracle 
said. 


It was there that they both realized what Joker had done. 
"He's poisoned Voughts' pharmaceuticals." Nightwing said. 
"I'm calling Batman now." Oracle told him. 


"Well, what do you know it looks like the prodigal son has cracked 
the case." Joker's voice announced alongside the sound of him 


clapping. 


"| take it this is one of your letting us know what you've done 
stunts?" Nightwing asked. 


"Seems like the flightless chick really doesn't fall far from the tree." 
Joker said. "Honestly, I'm going to level with you. | was sort of tied, | 
even shot a commercial for Vought's new product. Oh well, guess | 
can use it when the news breaks. HEHEHE!" He added. 


Nightwing glared. However, he knew how Joker thought. Not as 


much as Batman, but he knew enough. 


"Didn't know you were running out of ideas." Nightwing said. 
"Poisoning medical supplies seems kind of uninspired for you. | take 
it you have writer's block?" He added. 


Joker was silent for a moment. 


"HAHAHA! Good one!" Joker said. Nightwing noticed Joker's laugh 
seemed fairly forced. 


"Honestly, kiddo, why are you doing this? We both want Homeboy 
and his stupid friends to fall, so why don't you just run along off to 
Bludhaven and let me pump out my products, 'kay?" Joker asked. 


"You killed sixty people last time." Nightwing brought up. 


"Omelets. Eggs." Joker said. "Now I've been enjoying this little chat, 
but it looks like..." He said before getting cut off. 


"What is it, Harley?" He asked sounding annoyed. 


Nightwing could not make out Harley's voice clearly, but he 
overheard a couple words "They" and "Speak". 


"Now?! Who do those..." Joker said before stopping himself. He 
likely realized the microphone was siill. 


"Oh screw it. | hope you die in there! Bye!" Joker said. 


Just then, the ceiling lights were enclosed by metal sheets as Joker 
toxin began to emit from the floor. Nightwing grappled onto the 
catwalks. 


"Barb, can you find the system Joker used to set this up?" Nightwing 
asked. 


"| already have." Oracle said as the metal sheets covered the 
skylights retracted. 


"Thanks." Nightwing said as he got out of the building. 


A-Train was lying on the hospital bed, glaring at the ceiling as he 
remembered the turn of events that led to him being there all while 
bracing himself in case Homelander showed up. He knew that if the 
news about his cardiac event broke out either Homelander would try 
to humiliate him at best or murder him at worst. 


Not to mention, the fact, he dreaded the reaction to his public 
blowout with The Flash. 


It was at that moment his phone went off, he slowly reached for it 
and saw that it was Alastair calling him. He sighed certainly not the 
worst. 


"Hello, Reggie. How are you?" Alastair asked. 
"I'm good sir." A-Train said already anticipating the bad news. 


"We've seen the news about you and the Flash. The church thinks 
that it would be best for us to distance ourselves from you at this 
moment." He replied. 


"For how long?" A-Train asked. 


"Until we agree you are no longer a negative personality." Alastair 
said. 


"But I'm still in debt. What about that?" A-Train pleaded. 


"You will still have to wait. We've given the Deep a call about his 
blow out with Aquaman and the vandalism of the church you failed 
to present." Alastair said. 


A-Train caught onto his emphasis of the word you regarding the 
incident with the Rogues. 


"You can't pin all of the blame on me for that. The Deep was the one 
who got his ass kicked by those assholes." A-Train said. 


Alastair hung up. 


A-Train sat motionless in the bed he heard the door open and saw 
his brother once more. 


"How are you feeling?” Nathan asked. 

"Like shit, the Church just kicked me out." A-Train explained. 

"| thought you didn't believe in any of that shit?" Nathan asked. 
"| don't, but I'm in debt." A-Train explained. 

"How big?" Nathan asked. 

"Two hundred forty-thousand." The younger sibling replied. 


Nathan was taken aback by this, it was obvious he didn't have a 
response or a solution. That was when, Nathan's family walked into 
the room. 


"Is everything alright?" Arana, Nathan's wife, asked. 

"He's in debt, six figures." Nathan explained. 

"Oh my god, why don't you go to the Justice League?" Arana asked. 
"They don't have salaries." A-Train told her. 

"Actually, their workers do." Arana said. 

"Workers?" A-Train questioned. 


"Jordan, from down the block, was one of the people who ended up 
in their world. Apparently, he got a job there." Arana said. 


"Well good for him because I'm not." A-Train told her. 


"Why don't you spend some time with us." Nathan suggested. "Up 
until you get back on your feet." He added. 


"Fine by me." A-Train said. 


Lex Luthor, still wearing his suit, entered a conference room and 
walked towards a black table shaped like a skull, waiting for him in 
the table, the Reverse Flash himself, Eobard Thawne, the Professor 


Zoom. 
"You are early." Luthor said. 
"As usual." Thawne replied. 


Luthor sat on the largest chair around the skull table. He put his 
palms on the tables and the eyeholes of the skull lit up. 


"Presenting," Luthor said. "The Secret Society of Super Villains." 


" DR. SIVANA" said an electronic voice from the table, and one of 
the chairs was covered by light and from the light, Dr. Thaddeus 
Sivana materialized. A small man with pointy ears, bald, and with a 
rodent smile. His glasses reflected the room almost like mirrors. 


" OCEAN MASTER" The voice proceeded. From another light, 
Ocean Master appeared wearing his purple suit, holding his trident, 
his face hidden behind a golden mask similar to a sea creature. 


" PROFESSOR Z- -""I'm here already." Thawne interrupted. " 
RECALIBRATING." 


" THE BRAIN." The table announced and a brain in a skull-like jar 
appeared in a spot without a chair. " MONSIEUR MALLAH" The 
voice immediately proceeded and from the light it brought a gorilla 
wearing a beret and bullet-belt-bandolier. 


" ARKILLO" An alien was teleported before their eyes, an enormous 
bulky blue monster with lower fangs and the face of a reptile. His 
eyes were fearsome. 


"Who is that?" The Brain questioned, his voice was electronic like 
the table. "Where is Sinestro?" 


"He's working on an out-of-planet issue with the Sinestro Corps." 
Luthor explained. "This Lantern Arkillo, he'll represent his interests in 
Earth-7. Now, business." A holographic screen presented footage of 
Black Manta in the ocean, and satellite images of Giganta walking 
with Bizarro flying next to her. "The fools of the Legion of Doom are 
soon to strike. The Justice League is clueless about how organized 
they are." 


"Weren't you the leader of those fools once?" Ocean Master 
taunted. 


"Moving on without me shows they are foolish indeed. That's why 
we are here, once this world sees the Justice League breaking a 
sweat, they will be terrified. Tribalism, paranoia, the people from this 
universe are tainted to bones with these feelings, when they are 
weaker, we'll take over. Silently, of course." 


"This man," Sivana said. "Stanford Edgar, how useful can he be?" 


"He's the me from this world, granted, just like the rest of the 
doppelgangers, a very pathetic version compared to the real Luthor. 
But this man has been using the entire American government as a 
cash cow for over 40 years, he has Vought, Vought has money, now 
we have him. And the cost was very low." 


"You forget, the Justice League.” Arkillo said. "I've seen them face 
the whole Sinestro Corps, they can stop us." 


"Not if they don't know what we are doing. The only one with the 
brains, forgive my language,” Luthor told the Brain. "Is Batman and 
he's busy stopping the hoodlums from his city from smuggling 
Compound V, and of course, there's always the clown, who refused 
my invitation to the Society." 


"You invited that maniac to join us?" Monsieur Mallah questioned. 
"Have you ever heard of Alexander Luthor from Earth-3?" 
"Forgive my companion.” The Brain answered. 


"Gentlemen, we have a victory to look forward to. Once the League 
believes their business in this world is done, even their pale imitation 
known as the Seven will crumble and the only company with access 
to superhumans will be under the Secret Society's power. All their 
resources, food, power, and energy can be converted in the name of 
our interests and we will be a whole world away from any resistance. 
We have the opportunity to take full advantage of multiversal travel 
in a way Angstrom Levy and the Maker never could." A light 
appeared over Luthor's hand and a glass of champagne was 


teleported, falling perfectly to his grab without spilling a single drop. 
"A toast, to a world without heroes." 


A-Train and his brother drank beers in Nate's house, they were 
watching a Earth-One TV show called " Supernatural", the scene 
they were watching presented Lucifer making a bunch of angels 
disappear and them Archangel Michael fell from the sky dressed as 
a western character, Michael had the exact same face as Nathan. 


"I'm tripping here." Nathan said. "That's me." 


"| don't know why so many people from here are actors in Earth- 
One. Why does Lil Nas X and people who were presidents or 
whatever gets to be themselves here and there?" 


"And you get to be the star of a bad Shaft movie." Nathan teased. 
"Hey, man, the real me was the star of a bunch of great movies." 


Desean, A-Train's younger nephew, raced through the house 
wearing a red shirt with Flash's symbol on it while announcing he 
was the Flash. Khamari, the older nephew, told his brother Green 
Lantern was cooler. Nathan could see the disappointment on A- 
Train's face. 


"They drank the kool-aid, hu?" A-Train said. 


"It's not personal, they still love you. But you're just their Uncle 
Reggie, even with powers and all. The Justice League, they're 
something out of this world, literally." Nathan could see this changed 
little of A-Train's feelings. "Plus they got rid of Blue Hawk. That 
psycho was terrorizing people for years, now he's not allowed to do 
patrols." 


"Don't give me that self-serving bullshit. You know how they work? 
No salaries, no sponsors, they're not even a company, they can 
afford to do shit like this because they have nothing to lose. Most of 
them have regular jobs when they hang the costumes, do | have to 
live like this to have worth as a hero?" 


"Is that why you lost your shit with the Flash?" 
"Boys saw that?" 


"Nah. | managed to keep them out. But Jesus, Reggie, what were 
you thinking? Your rep was already bad, now you want to start a 
beef with Flash?" 


"The motherfucker is ruining racing. People are quitting because of 
him, all he has to say is we're not in the same league. You're right, | 
shouldn't have done that in front of cameras, still." 


"He brought you to the hospital even after you talked to him like that. 
Honest to God, I'm glad my kids are taking people like these as 
inspiration. Now, that thing you said, about them having regular jobs, 
would that be the end of the world for you? | mean, you won't be 
running for much longer." 


"What would | even do? | have no skills besides being a superhero. 
If | can't beat the Flash, I'll rebrand, I'll stay in the game somehow." 


"Or you don't. You can just be my pain in the ass little brother 
Reggie. You may be getting old for running but you're young enough 
to go back to school. You sell some properties, you pay your debt, 
you get some skills for a new job, and you live happily ever after. 
Maybe even do some TV appearances and capitalize on your old 
celebrity status. Or...?" 


"Or what?" 


"You could go to Earth-One. Jordan said there are lots of jobs there, 
many companies that don't exist here, even the air is cleaner, the 
people are nicer. Maybe if you apologize and get on the League's 
good side they can get you something." 


"And then what?" A-Train asked, very offended. "| do some office 
shit, quit running for good, and walk past the TV seeing that fucker 
in his own museum, saving the world and being a nobody. I'm not a 
nobody, I'm A-Train, and I'm the fucking fastest man alive!" A-Train 
crushed his bottle and beer and glass fell all over the carpet. "Shit, 
I'm sorry, man, I'm really sorry." 


"It's fine, don't worry about it. You don't have to worry about that." 


Back at the Batcave, Alfred went over to Batman as he sat at the 
Batcomputer. 


"Thank goodness you're back sir, Master Dick discovered something 
alarming and Miss Gordon states she was unable to get to you." 
Alfred said. 


"What is it?" Batman asked. 


"The Joker apparently has contaminated Voughts' pharmaceuticals. 
Alfred told him. 


Bruces' eyes widened before he activated the communicator on his 
cowl. 


"Catherine. | need you to contact Stan Edgar or any Vought 
executive now." Batman told her urgently. 


"Why what's the matter?" Catherine asked, her tone showing 
obvious concern. 


"Joker's contaminated Voughts' pharmaceuticals, tell them they 
need to start a recall now!" He told her. 


"I'm on it." Catherine said. 
"It seems that our problems are becoming theirs." Alfred lamented. 


"And ours as well, we need to find a way to neutralize Compound V 
as safely as possible." Batman told him. 


"How are things progressing in regards to Homelander's son?" 
Alfred asked. 


"More difficult than expected. Homelander, for all his faults, is 
capable of emulating a model father." Batman said as he opened up 
footage of the Senate hearing from different angles. 


"| suppose if one were to not have an ideal parent or childhood they 
would do their best to not replicate it on their own blood." Alfred 
said. 


"It's likely because of his powers more than anything. If he had no 
powers he deemed as important in his eyes he would not be so 
devoted. He's a malignant narcissist. Being a good parent is only a 
facade to them, nothing more. To him, Ryan's another Homelander." 
Batman replied. 


Alfred noted the disgust in Bruce's tone. 


"That's a level of scorn that only the Joker could elicit from you, sir." 
Alfred said. 


"I'm aware of that, Alfred. He's a twisted insult to Clark and 
everything he stands for. Everything Luthor ever accused Superman 
as being is embodied by Homelander." Batman said. 


"| cannot say | disagree with you on that front. After overhearing 
Miss Butcher's report of how his son was conceived, my sympathy 
towards Homelander evaporated at that moment. It makes us feel 
our world will forever be indebted to Jonathan and Martha Kent." 
Alfred said. 


"Any news about Butcher?" Batman asked. 


"Master Dick stated that he and his gang were found captured by 
the Scarecrow. They likely attempted to destroy Doctor Crane's lab." 
Alfred informed him. 


"Were any of them exposed to Scarecrow's fear toxin?" Bruce 
asked. 


"According to Miss Stephanie, half were exposed. Mr. Campbell, Mr. 
Milk, and Miss January were locked in chambers exposing them to 
it." Alfred told him. 


"Butcher's likely operating at half force." Batman said. 


"You really think he would go out after that disaster?" Alfred asked. 


"I've followed his escapades, he's motivated by hatred and is 
extraordinarily reckless. The man was willing to kill a baby just to get 
at Homelander, and even drove a boat through a whale just to 
escape." Batman replied. 


Alfred's usually unflappable manner was replaced by one of 
confusion. 


"That last one is a rather new story for me, sir. You don't suppose he 
didn't see the whale." Alfred said. 


Batman turned on the news from Earth Seven to find any potential 
leads. It was there that he noticed one of the headliners. Gunpowder 
was believed to have been abducted. 


"Gunpowder? Wasn't that one on your list?" Alfred asked. 
"Yes, it looks like Waller got to him first." Batman said. 
"| take it she has an interest in Soldier Boy?" Alfred asked. 


"Yes, she likely wants whatever was used against him in 1984 or 
replicate him. If he's even dead in the first place" Batman simply 
replied. 


"Well, hopefully, she's not recruiting him for his singing abilities, a 
term | use very loosely. Master Timothy apologized as | am no 
longer the worst vocalist he's heard after watching his performance. 
If one could call it that." Alfred said. 


Batman turned on the footage of the Congress Hearing regarding 
Vought from all possible angles. 


“Thank you for the information, Alfred. I'd recommend you leave 
now." Batman warned Alfred. 


"| shall do so now." Alfred said as he walked away from the terminal. 


Batman examined the footage of the attack. Despite the chaotic 
carnage, Batman was able to piece something together. He had a 
theory regarding the nature of the attacker's power. The attacker 
was likely telekinetic that was likely why the heads were exploding. 


So that meant the killer had to be in the same vicinity. That also 
meant they had to look at their victim. It was there that Batman 
noticed throughout all the chaos only one person had an eye on the 
victims: Victoria Neuman. 


Cold Blood in My Veins 


It was a peaceful evening in Indian Hill, Ohio. 


Sarah Wright had just gotten home picking her six-year-old son up 
from soccer practice. On the drive home, she felt like she was 
developing a headache. She went to the medical cabinet and took 
out a pill. She stuck it in her mouth before drinking it with a cup of 
water. 


That was when she felt the sudden urge to laugh. At first, it started 
out as a case of giggles. All she could think about was a funny joke 
she saw the other day. Soon her giggling turned to uproarious 
laughter. Sarah started to lose her balance and had to support 
herself by holding onto the counter. 


Her husband, Ted, came out of the office and went to her. 
"Sarah, what's so funny?" He asked. 


She tried to answer, but all she could do was laugh. In fact, it was 
the only thing she could do as inhaling was impossible. She could 
feel her jaw painfully remain rigid in a smile, as she could not close 
her mouth. Her lungs were practically trying to break through her rib 
cage. 


She collapsed onto the floor as her husband dialed 911 on his cell 
phone. She could barely make out his voice. 


Tears started to well in her eyes as her vision started to get blurry. 


Within the next hour, this broadcast made the airwaves. 


"Hello Earth-Seven, I'm back!" The Joker announced from the same 
stage as before. "Now first order of business, I'd like to announce an 
"official" business partnership with Vought International as their new 
spokesperson because let's face it folks no one is more suited to 


such a task than yours truly. | mean seriously the last one was only 
suited for milk commercials." Joker said. 


At Vought tower, Homelander destroyed the television in his room 
with his laser vision upon hearing that. 


"Not to mention the guy before that trainwreck too. | mean who 
seriously taught that guy how to sing? Not the military as far as | can 
tell. Anyway, | digress, you see Vought's Compound V is spreading 
around Gotham and other cities like candy on Halloween. So | 
thought I'd put my trademarked formula into their stuff. As part of a 
new sweepstake, | like to call "Joker's Wild"." Joker said as a poster 
saying "Joker's Wild" dropped behind him. It was written in green 
paint with pictures of his trademark Joker card next to it. 


"So first and only rule of this sweepstake. If you die, then 
congratulations! You've won! HAHAHAHAHAHAHA"" Joker 
explained. 


"You need to call a complete recall now." Batman told Edgar. The 
rest of the League surrounded him. 


"We are working on it, you do realize that these things take time. 
Unlike you, we just can't force things to go our way." Edgar said. 


"By that you mean, non-conspicuously, right?" Flash asked. 


"Every second we wait, someone is at risk. How did Joker get into 
one of your labs anyway?" Green Lantern asked. 


"We are still looking into that matter." Edgar told them. 


"You'd better, because if | find out this is more about your company's 
stock than the lives of innocent people. Then I'm stepping in." 
Superman warned Edgar. 


There was a knock on the door and someone was let in, 
Congresswoman Victoria Neuman. 


"Mr. Edgar," She said. 
"Congresswoman, what is the meaning of this?" Edgar said. 


"Congress and the NSA have demanded that you begin a total recall 
of any available Vought products in the last twenty-four hours. This 
is now an act of National Security" Neuman told him. 


"| can assure you we are doing the best we can in light of this 
contamination- -" Edgar said but was interrupted when Neuman put 
down the warrant on his table. 


"Your best is not enough. This was signed by a Supreme Court 
Justice and Vought has to do exactly what it says or else you'll end 
up in a federal prison." 


As this happened Batman kept his eyes on Neuman. 
" You seem suspicious." J'onn telepathically told Batman. 


"| was reviewing the footage of the Congressional hearing. All the 
casualties died seconds after she looked at them. | also watched 
Homelander's interruption of her protest against him, her eyes were 
on him at all times." Batman told him. 


" You believe that she is Vought's controlled opposition?" J'onn 
asked. 


" Yes, but | need proof." Batman told J'onn said. 


"We will follow your demands, and hasten our efforts in this recall. 
You may leave." Edgar said. 


With that said, Neumann left the room unaware that Batman and 
Martian Manhunter were keeping an eye on her. 


" What kind of proof?" Martian Manhunter asked. 


" Blood." Batman replied. 


Butcher opened the door to the hideout, an abandoned meat 
packing plant, a cool breeze immediately burst through the door. 
Hughie and Kimiko shivered. 


"If your dicks froze on your ballsacks, you can worry about it later." 
Butcher admonished them and was answered with a look of 
confusion from Kimiko. "Just an expression, love." He stepped in 
through the door only to find himself wrong. 


It was freezing cold, and he could even see his own breath with 
each exhale. It was the coldest room Butcher had ever found himself 
in. The temperature was more akin to a typical winter day, not for 
someone who happened to live there. 


"Your dick froze on your ballsack?" Hughie sarcastically asked him. 
"Point proven, but still man up." Butcher told them. 


"Says the man who has a coat on." Hughie muttered under his 
breath all while shivering. 


Hughie suddenly tripped over something. 
"You alright, lad?" Hughie asked. 


"I'm fine, | just tripped." Hughie said as he put his hand to lift himself 
up. To his surprise, it felt like ice. He looked up, but could see no 
pipes above them. 


"| think he has ice powers." Hughie said. 
"No shit." Butcher said. "Just watch your step." He added. 


They continued down the hallway, and could hear two voices 
speaking. As they got closer, they began to note that one of them 
sounded mechanical. As if he was speaking through some filter of 
sorts. 


"| have done what you have asked, Sionis, the formula is ready. All | 
ask is for you to return Nora to me, and | shall pretend this never 


happened." The mechanical voice said. 


Butcher peaked out the door and saw the source. It was a man 
wearing a form of power armor not unlike Tek Knight. It was 
primarily blue, but the arms and legs were black. He had a dome on 
his head too. The man was facing away from them, but straps were 
on the back of his head. They were likely goggles of some sort. The 
more uncanny aspect was his skin, which Butcher could have sworn 
was an icy blue . He was looking down at something, possibly a 
video screen. 


"I'm afraid | can't let you do that, Freeze. I've been getting troubling 
reports. Word on the street is that Penguin and Two-Face also have 
it." Sionis said. 


“That was not a part of your arrangement!" Freeze protested. 
Despite the obvious anger his tone was collected. 


"| Know, which is why | am changing the agreement." Sionis said. 
"You don't have a problem with that do you?" He questioned ina 
threatening manner. 


"If Cobblepot and Dent have the formula it's no use to them at the 
moment. I've found that the base formula gets the desired results on 
infants. The formula you've had me concoct will work on adults with 
very little side effects." Freeze told him. 


The Boys' eyes widened with horror upon hearing that. Vought had 
spent years trying to perfect Compound V so that it could be injected 
safely into adults. All of their labs and resources only got them close, 
according to Lamplighter. This man managed to do that with very 
limited resources in a matter of weeks. 


"Thanks for the information. Now you've proven to be my most 
valuable asset. | want this to be confidential. | don't want the 
competition getting their hands on this." Sionis said. "Unless you 
want me to get your wife out of that pod she's been stuck in for 
many years." He added. 


"You will regret this, Sionis ." Freeze seethed. 


"Let's hope for Nora's sake that | don't ." Sionis grimly replied. 


Freeze turned around and went back to his desk. It was there they 
could all see his red goggles. He started to tinker with some of the 
equipment presently laying on there. 


"What do we do about this bonhomme de neige?" Frenchie 
whispered. 


"| say we kill him." Butcher replied. 


Kimiko nodded. Though it was clear there was some form of 
reluctance. 


"Do we really have to kill him? | mean it sounds like he could be 
helpful." Hughie said. 


"Really why's that?" Butcher asked, rolling his eyes. 


"Sounds like Black Mask has his wife. We could ask him for info 
about Black Masks base if we promise to save his wife." Hughie 
said. 


"Alright, good idea, but what if he doesn't trust us? What if he 
decides to tell all the other psychos in this shit hole of a city about 
his new formula? What if he decides to sell it on the streets? What if 
Vought hears about this?" Butcher asked. 


Hughie tried to think of a retort. 


"You need to stop expecting so much from supes, Hughie." Butcher 
replied. 


He was about to step in when he saw Kimiko had already entered 
the room. She slowly, quietly went over to Mr. Freeze. Until he 
turned around and fired his weapon at her. The sound was unlike 
anything they had ever heard before. It looked like a strange pistol, 
but instead of a bullet, it looked almost like snow. Almost 
instantaneously, Kimiko had been encased in ice. 


Hughie watched on in silent terror. Contrasting Butcher's disposition 
who let out a quiet and frustrated "Shite!" upon seeing that. None of 


them dared to head back there even though it killed them leaving 
Kimiko like that. 


"Identify yourselves now." Freeze ordered. 
The Boys refused to let out another word. 


So Freeze decided to end the silence by picking up the chair he sat 
on and threw it past the doorway with one arm. It broke into pieces 
once it hit the wall. Butcher realized he was trying to intimidate them, 
but he was mostly unfazed. However, Hughies' eyes bulged as his 
breathing started to pick up. Mister Freeze started to walk towards 
them, holding his gun up. The sound of hydraulics echoed in the 
room with each step. 


"Run!" Butcher ordered as the others followed suit. 


Another blast from Freeze's gun hit the wall as the ice formed upon 
contact. Hughie narrowly ducked under it. 


"He's got a fucking freeze ray!" Hughie said. 
"No shit!" Butcher called out. 
Hughie screamed upon seeing Freeze step out of the door frame. 


"There is no escape." Freeze said as he could be seen from behind. 
As he fired another blast that hit the ceiling. 


"What do we do?!" Hughie asked desperately. 


"Get the hell out of here!" Butcher replied upon seeing the door. 
Until the same firing sound could be heard. The door was now 
encased with ice. 


"New plan, find another exit." Butcher said. 
"What about Kimiko?" Hughie asked. 


"She can heal from bullets and disembowelment. We'll have to get 
her back later. I'm sure frostbite can't kill her." Butcher told him. 


It was the packing room, indicated by the heavy machinery spread 
throughout the room. The room was spacious, with catwalks above 
them. Not to mention some of the offices could provide hiding spots. 
Furthermore, it was dark, which only irritated Freeze more. The main 
entrance opened up and six of Black Mask's men entered. They all 
carried firearms, ranging from a pistol, three shotguns, and two 
assault rifles. All of them sporting similar masks like their boss. 


"What the hell is going on Freeze?" One of them demanded from the 
former scientist. 


"We have three intruders. One of which | have dealt with. Two 
remain here hiding." Freeze said before raising his gun and firing it 
at the door they had entered. 


"What the hell was that for?" The head henchman demanded. "You 
froze the only other door out!" He explained 


"No one leaves this room until they are found. They might know 
sensitive information.” He told them as he started to search. 
"Information your employer wants me to keep private, and if it does, 
| will hold you all accountable." He added. 


"Spread out and find them. You see anyone you don't recognize, 
shoot them on sight." The head goon ordered. 


"No, | want them alive for questioning." Freeze told him. 
"Yeah, what gives you the right, frosty!" The head goon asked. 


Almost instantly, Freeze fired his weapon at the mouthy henchman. 
He was frozen even worse than Kimiko. While they were covered in 
ice, the henchman looked like an ice sculpture. The pistol in his 
hand fell along with his hands, which shattered like glass upon 
hitting the floor. Freeze immediately continued his search for his 
assailants. 


"Spread out and find them!" Another of Black Mask's men ordered 
the rest as they fanned out. 


Meanwhile, Butcher and Hughie were hiding in a nearby office 
located above the catwalks. 


"You stay here." Butcher ordered him. 


Neuman stood in the elevator when all of a sudden the lights went 
out. It stopped instantly. She looked around for a moment, startled, 
when she felt something prick the back of her neck. That only 
heightened her paranoia when the lights turned on a moment later. 
She rubbed the back of her neck. When took off her hand, she saw 
a dead wasp on her palm. She laughed off realizing what the prick 
was. 


On top of the elevator was Batman, who had managed to get a 
blood sample from Neuman and planted the wasp. Now he needed 
to go back to Gotham and run a blood analysis. 


Hughie followed Butcher through the dark hallways of Mr. Freeze's 
hideout. They could hear Black Mask's henchmen looking for them, 
their hope was to find a window or somewhere else they could 
escape from. In the shadows, they could see a human silhouette for 
a second. Shots. Deathstroke had his pistol out and fired several 
shots at their torsos. They could see Deathstroke fully in armor as 
his shots illuminated the hallway. They both fell apparently dead on 
the floor and Deathstroke touched the earpiece on his helmet. 


"They're down, both of them." Deathstroke. 
"You're sure?" Black Mask asked. 
"If their hearts are on the left side of the chest, I'm su- -" 


Butcher put out his shotgun and hit Deathstroke twice in the chest. 
He fell and Butcher and Hughie got up and ran. They faced a pair of 
goons and Butcher shot them both by surprise. He and Hughie got 
down to get their machine guns, Hughie was having trouble 
breathing. 


"Get your lungs out of your throat.” Butcher said. "It's not so bad, it's 
like getting punched." 


Hughie opened his jacket and took out the 4 bullets attached to his 
vest. 


"This is way worse than getting punched!" 


As more goons got in, Butcher and Hughie gunned them down. 
Hughie didn't leave the trigger even after they were down and kept 
screaming. 


"Save the bloody bullets for later." Butcher ordered. 
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry." 


Butcher put his gun up and realized Deathstroke was back. He tried 
to shoot but as he raced towards him, Deathstroke deflected the 
bullets and even shielded himself with his sword. Once he got close 
enough, Deathstroke cut Hughie's machine gun in half, lifted him, 
and threw him at Butcher, sending both of them to the next room. 
When Deathstroke came back with his sword, Butcher pushed 
Hughie out of the way and fought Deathstroke with his crowbar. He 
was no match and was kicked back on the ground. Deathstroke was 
ready to decapitate him when a table full of chemicals was hit 
against him. Deathstroke cut the table in half with his sword, 
revealing Hughie behind it. Deathstroke hit Hughie with his blade, 
instead of killing him, it simply sent him to the ground as the blade 
broke. Covered in chemicals, Deathstroke put out his pistol and 
aimed for Hughie's head, the frozen trigger broke and fell on the 
ground. Suddenly, Deathstroke was hit on his right side by Butcher's 
crowbar. 


"A mercenary with a huge blindspot." Butcher taunted with a grin. 
"Does Black Mask give you a special parking spot?" 


Deathstroke put out his other gun, also frozen and broken in half. He 
then realized his weapons were no good after Hughie gave him a 
chemical bath with Mr. Freeze's equipment. So Slade removed his 
belt and most of his armor, which fell frozen on the floor as he 
closed his fists ready for a fight. Butcher held his crowbar tightly. 


"This guy has powers." Hughie warned. 


"But Batman doesn't." Butcher argued. "And still kicked this cunt out 
the curb more than once." 


Butcher attempted to hit Deathstroke with the crowbar, but he 
ducked and returned with two punches on Butcher's face knocking 
him down. 


"You're no Batman." Deathstroke said. 
"Hughie, get out of here!" Butcher yelled. 


Trying to go, Hughie his shoe's sole stuck on the floor, it melted into 
it. A large round chemical flask was on the floor and dropped a 
strong acid so powerful it was melting the ground itself. Hughie 
grabbed the acid flask and planned to throw it at Deathstroke but in 
the struggle with Butcher, Hughie couldn't aim correctly and wouldn't 
risk hitting Butcher. An idea came to him and he left taking the flask 
with him. 


Butcher's face was bruised, fighting Deathstroke was like fighting a 
tank too fast to land punches, he kept protecting himself with his 
arms, but even those were bruised already. Butcher managed to 
land a powerful hit on Deathstroke's throat, pushing him away. 
When Butcher attempted to use the moment to attack Deathstroke, 
he was kicked in the chest and thrown against the shelves, hitting 
the wall and breaking them. Butcher caught his breath on the floor, 
Deathstroke was getting himself back together after the punch to the 
throat. 


"You were SAS?" Slade asked. 


"Right on the money." Butcher said while he took chains that were 
on the shelfs and rolled them on his fist. 


"| beat a SAS before." 
"| beat supes before." 


Butcher got up and attacked Deathstroke, held his body, and threw 
several punches with the chains on his head. Deathstroke switched 
his position, held Butcher with his arm, and pressed his throat. 

Butcher bit Deathstroke's arm, and his teeth sank into his flesh but 


that didn't do anything. 


"Please." Deathstroke said, offended that he thought this would 
work. 


He was about to faint when he decided to get up and hit 
Deathstroke's body against the wall, Butcher aimed for where the 
broken shelf was and stabbed Deathstroke's back with the 
supporter, several times, piercing his shoulder and back several 
times until tell was red with blood and Butcher had the strength to 
break out his clutch. Butcher fell on the floor and spit out the piece of 
Deathstroke's arm. 


Hughie ran through Mr. Freeze's hideout until he got to a room 
where Mr. Freeze and Black Mask's goons were. He was 
immediately received with bullets and a freezing ray and couldn't go 
in. He knew the goons and Mr. Freeze were about to go get him, he 
was afraid, but had to do it fast. Hughie showed himself on the 
entrance again, obscuring his head with his arms as he hurled the 
flask of acid. He was shot and fell to the ground. Mostly on the vest 
but a bullet hit his arm and he was bleeding. 


"You've got a terrible aim, young man." Mr. Freeze said and he was 
about to kill him. 


Suddenly, the sound of cracking, the flask of acid hit Kimiko's ice, it 
was melting and breaking. She jumped out of the ice and attacked 
Mr. Freeze. The goons shot her but the bullets didn't do anything. 
Kimiko ripped off the ribs of a goon and used to stab others in the 
jaw. She ran to help Hughie, leaving Mr. Freeze unable to move with 
his damaged armor. 


Butcher waved his crowbar around and used a piece of the shelve 
as a shield. Deathstroke kicked him to the ground, breaking his 
shield. Deathstroke was about to stomp Butcher's skull, but he 
grabbed the broken glass from the table and threw them at his eye. 
Butcher kicked Deathstroke's legs, Knocking him on the ground. 


"You fight dirty." Deathstroke said, as he blindly searched for 
Butcher. 


Butcher covered his mouth with one hand so Deathstroke wouldn't 
hear him breathing, took off his boot with the other hand. Butcher 
threw his boot to the other side of the room and Deathstroke 
attacked believing it was his step. Butcher hit Deathstroke's head 
from behind with his crowbar. He caught the chains and attempted 
to roll them around Deathstroke's neck but Butcher was thrown back 
on the ground and received a punch that broke his nose. He put his 
thumb inside Deathstroke's eye, and he could feel the glass, 
Deathstroke dislocated his shoulder. Even with the blood and the 
glass, Butcher could see in Slade's pupil that he could still see him, 
and could see the rage in his eye. That next punch was going to 
crush his skull, he knew. Tear gas covered the entire room, and they 
heard the steps of a squad entering. 


"GCPD, hands in the air!" They heard. 


Slade was ready to ignore and still kill Butcher. A bullet was shot in 
his helmet and took him off Butcher as the police tried to take them 
in. 


The scene was closed, Mr. Freeze was being put in a truck back to 
Arkham and the coroners were taking the bodies of the goons. 
Captain Harvey Bullock took an electronic device out of his pocket 
with the symbol of a bat in it. 


"Hey there, Batgirl." He said to the device. 
"It's Oracle." Barbara Gordon replied. 


"Right, right, things change. Deathstroke escaped and put five of my 
guys in the ambulance in the process but we're lucky he didn't kill 
anybody. He almost killed this Butcher guy, he could barely walk but 
we got him, just him." 


"And the others?" 


"Nowhere to be seen. But hey, we caught the leader, count that 
victory... You gotta be shitting me." 


"What is it, Harvey?" 


Bullock found the patrol car where Billy Butcher was, empty. Not just 
that, the passenger door was ripped out raw and there was the mark 
of a small hand printed on it. 


One block away from the scene, Hughie tried to keep up with Kimiko 
while he had a bullet in his arm, she was carrying Butcher and they 
all hid behind a dumpster when a patrol car passed by. 


Homelander and Stormfront were on stage at their rally. Very few 
people were around, most of the seats were empty, only a couple of 
supporters with signs written messages like ‘Our Earth our heroes' 
and other similar messages. Stormfront checked her phone. Lots of 
open space waiting to be occupied. 


"That's not possible." Stormfront told Homelander. "It's all over social 
media, not just generally but for people in this area, people who live 
close- -" 


"This is it." Homelander interrupted. "No one else is coming, we 
have to start." 


Homelander put on his fake smile and prepared his microphone and 
addressed the crowd. Before he said anything, a familiar face 
approached, it was Blue Hawk (whose jaw was wired shut), followed 
by more people wearing shirts with his name and signs of support 
for Homelander and Stormfront. Blue Hawk waved to them. 


"Hey, guys, we got Blue Hawk here." Homelander said. 


"Just showing my support." He said. "| also brought my friends and 
family.” 


"Okay, if everybody is here..." From far away, Homelander saw a 
new crowd approaching. Youngsters, college-aged. "Are those 
Godolkin University students | see, wow, you are the future, it's so 
good to see you here. You know what, can you wait five more 
minutes? | gotta feeling we have more supporters coming." He said 
and he and Stormfront smiled at each other. 


Sure enough, more people came, C-Listers and D-Listers heroes, 


military rejects who wanted to enlist just for a shot of getting 
Compound V. And parents, many parents with supe children, kids 
and babies with shining eyes. Homelander finally started speaking. 


"Woosh. Not gonna lie, | was worried there for a second. | thought 
nobody would show up, but you are here, the real Americans. You 
support the heroes of your country, the version of your country that 
counts. Because when they say ‘Justice League of America’, we all 
know they're not talking about our America!" Homelander looked at 
the crowd, the parents with children, and pointed to a mother, her 
baby was in a stroller covered with a transparent shield. Every now 
and then the baby would shoot a blue laser against the shield. "You, 
ma'am. You got a beautiful child there, can you tell us why you 
came here?" 


Homelander took a microphone and gave it to her. The blonde 
woman wearing a flag-themed vest was nervous to speak in front of 
a crowd but happy about the attention. 


"Hi. My son was one of the last children who received Compound V 
and Vought promised this would give him a better future. But now 
I'm afraid his powers won't mean anything since the Earth-One 
people showed up.” 


"This is not right." Homelander said, showing empathy for the 
woman in front of the crowd. "None of you should have to feel 
inadequate because of people who aren't even from here while the 
whole world thanks them for fixing the mess they brought from their 
world." 


"Don't let them fool you." Stormfront said. "The poisoned Vought 
products came from the clown from their universe, not ours. All that 
chaos and mayhem is something they are bringing in, Earth-One 
people are dangerous, you all saw the footage of the alien 
invasions, the near apocalypse. They are destroying our culture and 
threatening our ways." 


"Superman and Martian Manhunter are aliens." Homelander said. 
"But aren't them all? They don't come from our planet, that makes 
them all aliens. They're not like us, they think they're better than us. 
Answer, folks, are they right?" The whole crowd shouted 'No!’. 


"Louder!" Homelander got the response he wanted. "Not Earth- 
Seven, not even Earth-One, this is Earth, this is America and it's 
ours!" 


"How many people have to die by the hands of their monsters for 
the world to see that this pacifist shit doesn't work?" Stormfront 
asked. "Right now Vought is making deals with them despite 
everything and we work Vought, but you know what? That doesn't 
matter, we are here for you. But we ask you to be here for us, 
especially those who have powers. We don't have to stand down, 
we can't stand down!" 


Applauses echoing loudly, people chanting the names of 
Homelander and Stormfront. Some of them shine lights from their 
bodies showcasing their powers while screaming their support. 
Homelander looked at Stormfront with a terrifying smile, she put her 
hand on his shoulder and kissed him. 


Every Dog Has Its Day 


Amanda Waller sat at her desk reviewing the files regarding 
Mallory's former team and their new additions. Of the three, Kimiko 
Miyashiro had the most potential she had experience in armed 
combat even before gaining superpowers. January seemed too 
clean for the kind of work Task Force X dealt with. Waller thought 
that she was a casualty waiting to happen, if not by the enemy, but 
from hers. Campbell seemed to be a bit more impressive than she 
expected, having held down the fort for a year while Butcher 
disappeared. However, if there was a betting pool he was not going 
to make it out. She heard a knock on her door. 


"It's open." She dryly said. 
lt was Deadshot. 
"How's the interrogation coming along?" Waller asked. 


"Not well, we've been hearing the same answer for the past twenty 
minutes ever since we brought him in. "I don't know how they killed 
him. | passed out, try asking the others." He named drop that 
Mallory woman too." Deadshot said paraphrasing their prisoner. 


Waller let out an annoyed sigh taking something out of her drawer. It 
was a Sheet of paper. 


"You think he's being honest?" Waller asked. 


"A little bit, | listened to the guy at that convention. | don't think he's 
a rational guy in the slightest." Deadshot replied. 


"Then | suppose we'll need the help of some experts then." Waller 
said. 


"You want to send a team after them?" Deadshot asked. 


"No, | fully expect Batman or his friends will get them. You of all 
people should know that by now Lawton." Waller told him. 


"They've been lucky so far." Deadshot said. 


"Luck always runs out. Dismissed." Waller replied as Deadshot left 
the room. 


Kimiko dropped Butcher on the bed. His face was swollen, his nose 
was broken and bent to the right, and one of his shoulders was 
higher than the other after being dislocated. There was blood all 
over his teeth. Mother's Milk examined Butcher. 


"What the fuck happened to him?" He asked. 


"Deathstroke attacked us," Hughie said, holding his bleeding arm. 
"He tried to fight." 


"You cut your arm?" MM asked. 

"| got shot." He told him. 

"Shot?!" Annie questioned. 

"I'm okay, serious. Take care of Butcher." 


"Damn..." MM said and checked his pocket where he found a pencil. 
He inserted it inside Butcher's nose. "That's going to hurt like a 
motherfucker." 


MM moved the pencil and forced Butcher's nose back in place. Even 
throughout Butcher's screaming, the Boys could hear the nose 
cracking back. 


"You cunt licker... !" Butcher started saying. 


"Cunt licker is no offense. Take off your coat, we're going to put your 
shoulder back in place." 


"We're going?" Frenchie asked, MM looked at him when he spoke. 
"Oh yeah." 


They took Butcher's trench coat, revealing his bruised arms. MM put 


the coat under Butcher's armpit and Frenchie pulled the edges and 
held them tightly, MM held the arm and counted to three. At three, 
he and Frenchie pulled the arm and the coat, putting Butcher's 
shoulder in place. 


"| did what | could." MM said. "Now he needs ice and a shitload of 
painkillers." 


"Can you check on Hughie now?" Annie asked. 


Mother's Milk cleaned the bullet hole and bandaged it. Hughie was 
shirtless, with almost a dozen purple dots on his torso from bullets 

that hit the vest, MM stitched his arm from a grazed bullet and right 
under there were bandages from the bullet that was still in Hughie's 
arm. 


"You sure you can't remove it?" Hughie asked. 
"Just avoid metal detectors." MM answered. 


"A friend of mine had the same problem," Frenchie said. "| found the 
perfect way to remove it." 


MM moved his lips without speaking, saying " Don't" to Hughie. 
"It's fine." Hughie said. 


"You had a good thinking, Hughie." MM said. "Soaking Deathstroke 
with the chemicals. You could've finished him right there if there was 
something stronger.’ 


"Thanks, but | didn't even realize there was something on the table, 
it was just the only thing | found to hit him. | wish we had something 
to blackmail him at the moment... Kinda weird how often we resort 
to blackmail." 


"| really doubt an out-and-about card-carrying contract killer can be 
blackmailed." Annie said. 


Butcher got up, MM immediately stopped him. 


"Where do you think you're going?" MM asked. "You definitely have 


a concussion, | just put your shoulder back in place, were it not for 
the vest your ribs would be broken, matter of fact, you still need an 
x-ray for that. With this swelling, you're lucky if you even have vision 
in your left eye and there are still pieces of wood and glass all over 
your body. So | ask again, where do you think you're going?" 


"To take a piss. Wanna hold my hand there?" 


Butcher walked past MM, went to the bathroom, and locked the 
door. Butcher looked at his bruised face in the mirror and put his 
fingers inside his mouth. He spat two teeth on the sink. 


Batman sat in front of the Batcomputer as it analyzed the sample of 
Neuman's blood. Within moments the analysis was complete. There 
was Compound V in her blood, however, that didn't prove she was 
the one responsible for the head explosions. 


"Barbara, give me a status report of what has happened so far 
regarding Butcher and his gang." Batman asked. 


"They learned the location of Mister Freeze's lab for Black Mask. 
Butcher, Campbell, and Miyashiro went over there." Oracle said. 


"Any casualties?” Batman asked. 


"On their side no, however, Butcher nearly got killed in a fight with 
Deathstroke, and Campbell got shot in the arm. Miyashiro rescued 
Butcher from police custody." Oracle said. 


Batman sighed in annoyance. 


"They're getting closer to death's door with each stunt." Batman 
said. 


"| Know, Tim believes they're hiding in the Bowery. With the bounties 
on their heads, every lowlife in the city sees an easy payday." 
Oracle said. 


"| Know and it's one of the reasons why I'm staying in Gotham. I'm 
handing the case over to someone else." Batman said. 


"| figured that Joker's stunt would have called you back sooner 
rather than later. Homelander and his girlfriend are mounting a 
political offense against you." Oracle said. 


"I'm aware of that." Batman bluntly said as he walked towards the 
Batmobile. 


"Bruce, Nightwing, Robin, and | found where Nora Fries is being 
held." Red Robin said through his earpiece. 


"Where is your current location?" Batman asked. 


"At a warehouse in Gotham Harbor. Black Mask owns it through a 
series of shell companies.” Tim said. 


"Good, get to her immediately, the night's not over yet." Batman told 
him. 


"| see, tell us what you want us to do." Tim asked. 


"You've done good. | know who to bring against Butcher." Batman 
replied. 


Maeve entered the café and saw where Donna Milton was seated. 
Presently, Maeve wore casual clothing to avoid getting spotted. She 
sat down at the table when the waiter arrived. 


"I'll have a black coffee." Maeve said. 
"I'll take a decaf." Circe replied. 


"Glad you could make it." Circe said, flashing her a friendly smile. 
"I'm sorry to hear what happened to you." She stated. 


"Thank you." Maeve said. "I really don't care what some smelly 
asshole has to say to me though." She added looking at the menu. 


It was a lie, which Circe noted from the way she instantly grabbed 
the menu. 


"Come on, be honest with me. I'm trying to help you." Circe told her. 
"Look, | get enough of that talk." Maeve said. 


"Well this time, I'm not saying this for my own reasons. I'm saying 
this for your good." Circe told her. 


"You don't know anything." Maeve said. 
The waiter brought 


"| know enough, I've seen how the League treats you. They might 
act like they want to be your friends, but the truth is much worse. 
You do know how the authorities tend to gaslight their suspects into 
leaking information before their attorneys even arrive? It's like that 
only more duplicitous. | mean at least the cops don't pretend to be 
your friend." Circe said. 


Maeve was silent processing the information as she drank her 
coffee. 


"You mean they're trying to get information out of me by acting like 
they're my friends?" Maeve asked. 


"Exactly, you're catching on. Wonder Woman might be acting all 
buddy-buddy with you now, but she and the rest of her friends are 
waiting for you to squeal." Circe said. "Now you seem like an 
upstanding person compared to your peers, but you've been with 
the Seven since the beginning. You know where all the bodies are 
buried, right?" She added. 


Maeve blanched. 


"They seem too good for that." Maeve said, though it sounded like 
she was trying to convince herself more than anything. 


"| didn't want to tell you this, but your former teammate, Starlight. 
She's become a fugitive in Gotham City. You know Batman's 
domain." Circe said. 


She showed Maeve her phone which had an article from the 
Gotham Gazette detailing Annie and the rest of the Boys' exploits in 


Gotham City. Their wanted posters were on the page. 
"What?" Maeve said. 


"I Know, tell me how good of a person would you say Starlight is? | 
read that she idolized you when she was a little girl, right?" Circe 
questioned. "I certainly hope that you didn't play any part in her 
disenchantment." 


Maeve was silent, but Circe knew what her silence entailed. 


"Exactly, if the Justice League is going after her of all people in this 
universe, what makes you think they won't go after you?" Circe said. 


Maeves' eyes darted around the room and she was starting to get 
nauseous. 


"I'm sorry, | can see you're uncomfortable. You're nowhere near any 
of Homelanders' acts of debauchery." Circe said, feigning an 


apology. 


Memories of Flight 37 flashed through her mind. Maeve crushed to 
cup in her hand, though she was immune to the scalding hot liquid 
and the sharp glass. Maeve got up from the table and left. 


"Wait, | didn't mean..." Circe lied. 


The smirking sorceress looked down at her glass. The spell she 
placed in Maeve's coffee would allow her to see her memories. The 
one most present on Maeve's mind was that of a plane and 
Homelander. 


After Butcher finished his business and was put to rest. MM 
paced around the room as something unsettling began to gnaw 
on his thoughts. 


"I'm going to take a breather." He told the others as he walked out of 
the room. 


As he walked down the hallway he heard someone talking on their 


phone. 
"Yes it's them, I'm sure of it." He heard a man call them. 
MM kept his ear close behind the door. 


"Two of them are injured. | don't think the bearded one was capable 
of walking on his own." The man said. 


MM could feel his heart starting to pick up pace as he realized who 
that man was calling presently. 


"I see, they're currently on the third floor, room 3012." He said. 


That confirmed that the police were on their way. MM kicked open 
the door and confronted the man, pointing his gun at his face. 


"You're gonna tell them that it's just a false alarm or so help me..." 
MM said until he noticed the photos in the man's apartment 
depicting his children. An older girl not much older than Janine and a 
little boy who looked to be in preschool. 


MM pistol-whipped the man and walked out of the room fighting the 
urge to cry from all the stress and what he was becoming. 


"You okay?" Annie's voice called out. 

MM turned around and saw Annie with Hughie with her. 
"No, I'm not. This place is getting to me." MM said. 
"What do you mean?" Annie asked. 


"Back home, we were the guys going after the bigger assholes in 
charge. Now we're just assholes in a world where we don't belong." 
He told her. 


"We can go to another city." Annie said. 


"Still won't make a difference. | think we are just about done." MM 
told her. 


"Butcher will..." Hughie spoke up. 


"Butcher is barely able to walk and we are getting hounded by the 
cops, criminals, and vigilantes of this city. We're fucked, plain and 
simple." MM told them. "We're extra fucked now, because the guy in 
the other room just called the cops on us." 


Victoria Neuman was reviewing the footage prior to a recent office 
invasion. There was a temporary blackout while she was away. She 
studied it over three times and could not find anything until she 
noticed the slightest bit of movement. It looked like a cape. 


It was there that she realized that the League suspected her. She 
tried to think of what to do, but she couldn't go after them politically. 
The League was growing immensely in popularity with anti- Vought 
and more liberal circles which she needed to keep up the illusion of 
opposition. Especially since Homelander and Stormfront were 
starting to take a stand against them. Allying with those two would 
look disastrous from a strategic standpoint. She took out her phone 
and called Stan Edgar. 


"| think they're starting to suspect me." She told him. 
There was no response from his end. 
"Are you sure?" Stan asked. 


"There was a blackout at my office. | saw what looked to be 
Batman's cape before the footage cut off." She said. 


"Batman's returning to his home universe from what I've gathered." 
Stan told her, trying to reassure her. 


"I've read his file, you know he's the greatest detective in their 
world." Nadia replied sounding slightly more stressed. 


"Keep your head low." Stan told her. 
"What about Luthor? He might help." Neuman said. 


"| don't know how trustworthy Luthor is, we've been looking over his 
formula. | do not fully trust him." Stan replied. 


"| see." Nadia said as she hung up. 


At this point, Nadia Edgar needed to do something, and soon. 


Nightwing, Robin, Red Robin, Spoiler, and Batgirl stood on the 
rooftop overlooking where the Boys were hiding. They heard 
Batman arrive and turned to face him. 


"GCPD received a call from this motel." Red Robin said. 
"Good, follow my instructions." Batman said. 
"Father, are you sure, all of us are necessary?" Robin asked. 


"Just enough, I'll handle them. You keep an eye out for any 
stragglers." Batman said. 


"It's not our fault they're just lucky. Nightwing nearly cornered them 
before running into Croc, and we only stumbled upon them by 
accident." Spoiler spoke up. 


"| Know, you've done well. All of you, We're all putting an end to this 
now." Batman said. 


"Barbara told me you were bringing him. Are you sure that's wise?" 
Nightwing asked. 


"Butcher won't attempt to shoot him." Batman replied. 
"The guy was willing to kill a baby." Nightwing said. 


"Only as part of a suicide gambit in an attempt to hurt Homelander. 
I've read about Butcher, his misanthropic views won't apply to him. 
I've read about his past, he likely won't try to kill him unless he's 
been pressed." Batman said. 


"If he gets hurt, father, | will never forgive you." Robin said. 
"Tim, who are they talking about?" Spoiler whispered to Red Robin. 


Tim sighed and whispered into his girlfriend's ear. Despite her mask, 


Stephanie's bewilderment was noticeable. 


Maeve walked into her room and went to the fridge where she took a 
great gulp of a bottle of tequila. Her talk with Donna played in her 
mind like a broken echo. After swallowing, she smelled something 
burning in the room over her bedroom. It smelled like overcooked 
meat. 


She covered her nose and walked towards her bed. Slowly 
sauntering over to her goal, she saw a lump underneath the covers. 
She grabbed them and removed the covers. 


Underneath the covers were the charred remains of a little girl. Her 
corpse was covered with third and mostly fourth-degree burns as 
she could see the bones poking through her little body's seared 
flesh and muscles. Maeve threw up, she could feel the bile burn the 
back of her throat. She felt something grab her thigh and saw the 
arm of the corpse gripping it almost desperately. 


Maeve screamed as she fell onto the ground. Despite being eyeless 
she could feel the anger emanating from it. She closed her eyes, as 
she could hear screams in her mind. Only for it to suddenly stop. 


Maeve opened her eyes and saw there was nothing in front of her. 
The burning smell was no longer present. Her eyes darted back and 
forth before climbing onto the bed. She could feel the tears starting 
to build as she huddled in on herself. 


Butcher sat on the floor, his back facing a broken heater of the 
abandoned building. That was the first empty place after leaving the 
motel in a hurry before the police came. Kimiko gave Butcher a 
water bottle and smiled. Frenchie and MM looked out the windows, 
with no movement. They checked their phones, all suddenly out of 
battery. 


"| had all the bars just now." Hughie said. "You think he did this?" 


"I'm out of power." Annie said. "And | have nothing to absorb." 


"You still have your strength. He's just a guy." 


"Just a guy?" MM asked. "Haven't you seen enough shit to know 
there's no ‘just' in here, Hughie?" 


"I'm saying he doesn't have powers. But Deathstroke did and 
Butcher held his own against him." 


"You call that shit holding his own? And you forget Batman beat 
Deathstroke, what does that tell you? We have to move. Staying 
here is just waiting to be caught." 


"There are dozens of abandoned places in Gotham." Butcher said. 
"How would he know we hid here?" 


"You're smarter than that Butcher. They can map down the area, 
find the direction we are going, and eliminate options. Even if 
Batman has no idea, wanna wait for him to bring Superman to fly 
over the city with x-ray vision? This time we don't have an explosion 
to get rid of the guy." MM said, alluding to Frenchie blowing his 
hideout to distract Homelander when they killed Translucent. 


Butcher and MM started a loud discussion and the argument almost 
became physical until they were interrupted by a noise coming from 
upstairs. MM grabbed his gun and went out of the room. Nothing. He 
kept around the darkness pointing his gun at the chance of threat, 
each step making a different noise. Pain. He stepped on something 
pointy that went through his shoe. A nail? He checked the floor and 
ripped something out of the wood, a Batarang. 


Mother Milk was pulled by his ankle and sent up by a rope taking 
him in screams. He shot until his gun was out of bullets. The boys 
watched helplessly and ran out of the room. 


"Wait!" Hughie cautioned. "What about MM?" 
"There's nothing we can do." Butcher said. 


Frenchie pulled out a lantern and a pistol. The moment his pistol 
was out, he was attacked by a dog, a German Shepherd wearing a 
yellow leash and (almost comically) a mask similar to Batman's. Bat- 
Hound made Frenchie lose his gun and pinned him on the ground 


while biting his arms. Kimiko jumped in to save Frenchie, but the 
second she approached, Batman emerged from the shadows and 
placed an inhibitor collar on her neck, and threw her on the ground. 
Batman went back to the shadows and Butcher tried to shoot him 
but he was nowhere to be seen. They heard a loud whistle and Bat- 
Hound released Frenchie and ran away to the shadows. Kimiko got 
up, she had a bruise on her head. Frenchie, still bleeding from the 
bites, went to attend to Kimiko and examined her injury. 


"Why is she not healing?" Annie asked. 


"Inhibitor collar," Frenchie explained. "It's what they use in prisons 
for supes." 


"Was that dog wearing a mask?" Hughie asked. 


"The Bat Hound. | thought he was just something the Bat Burger 
made up to sell toys. But apparently non." Frenchie explained. 


Frenchie went to grab his gun from its holster, but felt nothing. He 
looked down and saw that it was gone. 


"Merde, | lost my gun." Frenchie said. 


"You are one man down." Batman's voice echoed all the building, 
they couldn't tell where it was coming from. "Two of your men are 
injured. One of your metas is powerless, you have one gun and 
limited bullets. You can surrender yourselves now or I'll come for 
you one by one. You don't want that." 


"Speakers," Butcher whispered. "Fucking theatrical cunt. Can you 
absorb the energy?" He asked Annie. 


"| think... I... No, | can't feel anything. Whatever he was using he 
already put it down." 


"Then why the hell didn't you do it before!?" 
"Because | was scared!" She confessed. 


"Hey!" Hughie yelled. "Where's Frenchie and Kimiko?" 


They realized the speech wasn't just a warning, it was a distraction. 
When they were too busy listening to it and trying to figure out where 
it came from, the two most vulnerable of them were taken out. 
Butcher pulled out his gun and checked the bullets. 


"Alright, you two listen up." Butcher said. "You don't have your flare 
but you're still tough, | can still shoot and | have enough bullets to 
put him down. You're the shield, I'm the sword. Hughie, you're the 
lookout, stay close to us so he can't snatch you and you tell us if 
tries to sneak on." 


"Where are we going?" Annie asked. 
"Upstairs, we're leaving from the fire ladder." Butcher said. 


They walked up the stairs, and each step was a reason for caution 
and fear as the noise from the wood could be mistaken for Batman. 
In the hallway, they walked in the direction of the illumination 
provided by Hughie's flashlight. If something happened to the light, 
they knew something happened to Hughie. Surprisingly, the light 
showed Bat-Hound, who didn't attack, just stared at them with a 
friendly face and his tongue out. 


"Won't you do something?" Annie asked. 

"| can't." Butcher answered. 

"This dog nearly ripped Frenchie to shreds." 
"If | point my gun at him, he'll attack." 


"You just don't want to hurt a dog, do you?" Hughie pointed out. "It's 
nice." 


"Just walk carefully." Butcher said, his voice showing annoyance at 
Hughie's correctness. 


They all walked around Bat Hound, always keeping an eye on him, 
who just stood friendly with his tongue out. They had their backs 
facing the direction they were walking toward in order to keep an 
eye on Bat Hound, who showed no threat. A loud noise burst out a 
door and something hit Annie's body pushing her through the 


staircase and sending her downstairs. Bat Hound ran away and 
Butcher shot at the door where whatever hit Annie came from. 
Hughie and Butcher entered the room, there was some sort of 
grenade launcher on the floor, they could see the thick smoke 
coming from where Annie fell. The launcher was now empty and the 
window opened, they knew where Batman left from. Butcher raced 
back to the hallway and desperately pulled out the fire hose, it was 
old and didn't work anymore but it would serve the purpose. Butcher 
cut it off and went back to the room, tied it to the window, and threw 
it out. 


"Go." He ordered Hughie. 
"Batman just went this way. Even if he didn't, | can't leave Annie." 


"He left already. You saw how he did to Kimiko and Frenchie, he 
knew she cared about him and used him as bait to get her. He 
knows you care about Annie and he's waiting for you to come for 
her. He's not waiting for me. He'll be busy If you're lucky, maybe 
Annie escapes but now you have to run." 


Hughie reluctantly grabbed the hose and climbed down the building. 
Almost on the ground, he jumped and almost fell but he was safe. 
Hughie could hear shots from the building. He climbed a fence in the 
alley and ran the further he could. Hughie put out his phone and 
called Annie's number. 


"Annie, if you escaped, meet me... Shit, fuck, he probably has your 
phone- - Wait, if you escaped or listen to this, you should meet at 
that place where we called Butcher from when we first came to 
Gotham." 


Hughie kept running. About 20 minutes later, he went by an alley but 
couldn't pass, there was something in the way. Maybe it was a 
garbage truck. Upon closer inspection, Hughie found it wasn't a 
garbage truck, it was a large militarized black vehicle with a distinct 
bat theme. Hughie knew who it belonged to, what he didn't know 
was that Batman was right behind him. 


Know the rules well 


The Boys were all handcuffed with huge shackles covering their 
entire hands, Annie had the same collar Kimiko wore. Butcher's face 
was one of pure rage, ready to snap, when the vehicle stopped, he 
moved. Butcher raced against the exit and once out, but was 
immediately taken down by 4 guards. Butcher attempted to hit the 
guards with the heavy handcuffs but kept getting beaten. 


"You were right, Batman, this one's a fighter." Pointed one of the 
guards. 


Butcher looked up and noticed Batman on the top of the vehicle he 
was brought in with. 


"Bruce Waynel" Butcher yelled. "Batman is Bruce Wayne!" 
"You think I'm Batman?" He hears a familiar voice saying. 


In this moment of distraction, the guards locked Butcher's neck with 
a baton and held him down. Butcher saw the man who said that, 
Bruce Wayne himself next to an older black man wearing glasses. 


"Please, Mr. Wayne," Warns one of the guards. "It's better for you to 
not get involved." 


The guards pulled the other Boys out of the vehicle as the rest 
looked confused. 


"What is this guy even doing here?" MM asked. 
Lucius Fox put himself in front of Bruce Wayne and answered. 


"Mr. Wayne is here in the name of the company donating a new 
security system to the asylum. Now he's leaving." 


"Hold on." Wayne said when Batman jumped off the vehicle. "| got to 
take a selfie with Batman, my kid won't believe this." 


Wayne put out his phone and Batman immediately took it from him 


and aggressively placed it back in his pocket. 
"Go home, Wayne." Batman ordered. 


Wayne stepped back and left with Fox leaving the Boys surprised. 
Unbeknown to them, once out of their sight, ‘Bruce Wayne’ turned 
back into the Martian Manhunter and flew away. Butcher tried to 
fight again, but he ended up being knocked out with a baton, the last 
words he heard somebody say was " Welcome to Arkham, asshole." 


"Glad to see you've decided to accept my proposal, Secretary." Stan 
Edgar greeted Robert Singer. 


The US Secretary of Defense looked uneased at the moment. 


"In light of recent events, you can understand why | feel nervous 
being here." Singer said. 


"| do, and it is unfortunate. However, | believe what | will show you 
will be worth the visit." Edgar replied, showing him a vial of V-24. 


"Compound V?" Singer questioned. 


"V-24. A variant of Compound V that only lasts for twenty-four 
hours." Edgar responded. 


Secretary Singer looked intrigued at the notion. 
"Is that what you're going to introduce to the congress today?" 


"For now, let's keep this between us. But I'm confident we're going 
to make a breakthrough in the use of Compound V that will 
undoubtedly facilitate our efforts." 


"But for now it is better that the Justice League doesn't know, am | 
right?" 


"Caution, secretary, caution. You should be more excited about 
what this means for American defense." 


"So what just in case one of your own flips their lid we have a soldier 
or two to keep them in their place?" Singer asked. 


"No, actually. | don't believe our products are suited for work in the 
field. | believe that the real heroes deserve this." Edgar said. 


"I'm surprised you're saying that. Homelander and Stormfront have 
been itching to lead the charge since last year. | can't imagine they'll 
be happy to hear this." Singer said. 


"Let them. Those two have found a different political battle to involve 
themselves in." Edgar replied. 


"Earth One and the Justice League." The Defense Secretary 
responded with. 


"Exactly." Edgar said. 
"| can't imagine the League will be happy about this." Robert said. 


"| doubt they'll care too much. In fact, | Know this won't end well for 
them." Edgar said. 


"The League's been making your heroes look like jokes. Not to 
mention their superterrorists have everyone on edge. That Joker 
maniac from what | heard only managed to contaminate just one 
bottle of painkillers." Singer said. 


"I'm well aware of that. It's time for Vought to move on from the likes 
of Homelander. This should be a respectable company." Edgar said. 


"Billy Butcher wake up!" Butcher heard someone yell. 


Butcher opened his eyes and looked up in front of him was a guard 
with a hook for a hand. He looked around and saw the others lined 
up against the wall. 


"What do they call you, Captain Hook?" Butcher snarked. 


The Guard didn't seem to be bothered by his jab. 


"Yeah, haven't heard that one before. You'll fit in rea/ fine. My name 
is Aaron Cash, head of security of Arkham Asylum. As of today, you 
six will be residents of Arkham Asylum." Cash said. 


Butcher rolled his eyes. 


"However, unlike most, this won't be a permanent residence for 
you." Cash told them. 


This got the attention of the Boys. 
"You mean we're going home?" MM asked. 


"No, you'll be transferred to different psychiatric wards in different 
states on our Earth. You'll be transferred on different days and we 
have no plans on letting you know." Cash told them. 


"You can't do that. Who's responsible for that bullshit?” MM 
demanded. 


"The same man who brought your sorry asses over here. He told us 
that it was for your own good." Cash told them. 


"Next time that pointy-eared fascist piece of shit brings another one 
of your residents here, tell him | said to go fuck himself." MM told 
Cash. 


"Will do, hell you keep this up Milk you can tell him yourself. Now get 
changed." Cash replied pointing to the mental patient attires in the 
laundry bin. 


Ashley entered Homelander's room and realized he and Stormfront 
were live in front of a camera and speaking to Cameron Coleman. 


"There's been a lot of debate over your, brave, | must say, stand 
against the Justice League and the problems that succeeded their 
arrival on our Earth, or as we say, the real Earth." 


"This is what we've been trying to say for a long time," Stormfront 
said. "We don't care if Vought is collaborating with them because 


we're supposed to be your heroes and be here for the interests of 
our people." 


"Very courageous." Coleman fawned. 


"| just want to ask a question to everybody watching, in the context 
of Multiverse with many universes, does anything that you do 
matter? I'm gonna answer that for you: YES! Absolutely, as long as 
you take a stance, that's why | urge you to be on the side of your 
people." 


"Very powerful words from Stormfront. Homelander, were you 
shocked by how much of the population turned their backs to their 
heroes to worship these foreigners?" 


"| was shocked it didn't happen sooner." Homelander answered. 
"The truth is that we've had a wave of anti-American feeling over this 
country for a long time. But I'll tell you this, the nice feeling they give 
you won't last, and if you don't want our world to be obsolete, you 
need to fight, you need Compound V." 


"SO many comparisons between the powers we have here to theirs," 
Stormfront said. "If Compound V is as weak as they say, why not 
give it to the military!? Or better yet, give it to everybody, so when a 
freak from Earth One pops up, they at least have a shot at defending 
themselves." 


"Homelander and Stormfront on current problems, folks. This is 
Cameron Coleman, signing off." 


The camera was turned off and Ashley approached the couple. 
"This interview wasn't scheduled." Ashley said. 


"Just a little bit of improvisation." Homelander explained. "So Edgar 
or JLA doesn't mess up with our plans." 


"These new guys are doing great," Stormfront said. "They're working 
for free. Not even fucking AirnB cards." 


Stormfront referred to new memes, including a picture of the first 
Teen Titans in their earlier days compared to a picture of African 


child soldiers and a gif of Wonder Woman murdering Maxwell Lord 
with the caption 'HYPOCRITES'. 


"What do you want?" Homelander asked Ashley. 


"You're up by seven points." Ashley told Homelander and 
Stormfront. 


The couple beamed upon hearing this. 

"See | told you this was going to work." Stormfront said. 
Homelander kissed her. 

"What about the League?" Homelander asked. 


"We've gotten no response from them so far. They're obviously not 
happy about this." Stormfront said, smirking. 


Homelander then noticed Ashely's change in expression. 
"Ashley?" He asked her. 


"It's nothing." Ashely replied glared in response to this."Batman 
managed to capture Butcher, Starlight, and the rest of his gang." 


"What?" Homelander asked, taking her iPad. 
On the screen was a Gotham Gazette page titled. 


"Batman apprehends former Seven member Starlight and anti- 
superhero vigilante William Butcher." 


"Hey come on get over that. Who cares about those guys 
anymore?" Stormfront said. 


"Those guys have been an itch in my ass for the past year. Yet 
somehow Batman managed to get them." Homelander said. 


"So?" Stormfront asked. 


"This is their way to get back at us. The team handicap managed to 
get them before / did." Homelander said. 


Stormfront appeared to realize something else. 


"Starlight, that little whore, she knows a lot. What if she works out 
some kind of plea bargain?" She asked. 


Homelander seemed to realize this. 
"We need to ramp things up." Homelander told her. 


"What about Ryan, he's been asking to see some of the Justice 
Leagues' kids?" Stormfront asked. 


"He's not going to see them ever again? All he needs is me." 
Homelander said. 


The Boys were walked down the corridors of Arkham, not long ago 
they were changed into the standard patient attires. The cells were 
blocked with plexiglass. They stopped in front of a cell that looked to 
be full of crossword puzzles, green question marks, and riddles. 


"Serge, this is your stop." The Guard told Frenchie told him. 


Frenchie walked into the room and saw his cellmate on the top 
bunk. He had black hair and looked to be rather thin. He was 
presently working on a puzzle paying no mind to his new cellmate. 
Frenchie deduced that this cell was Edward Nygma's, aka The 
Riddler. 


"Bonjour." Frenchie greeted. 


Riddler turned to Frenchie, his expression could be described as 
one of dismissive disinterest. 


"Riddle me this. Twelve is six. Six is three. Three is five. Five is four. 
Four is four. Why is four the magic number?" Riddler asked. 


"Pardon?" Frenchie asked. 


"| only ask questions. Find someone else to give you the answer." 
Riddler replied 


As this happened, The Boys were walked further down. The cell 
they were facing was decorated with hats. The inmate sat in front of 
a table. He had red hair and an overbite. 


"Milk!" The Guard told MM. 


MM nervously looked at the others, they all had looks of unease. 
Butcher only had one word on his mind. 


" Nonce." 
"We're waiting, Milk." The guard told him. 
"Yeah | know." MM said. 


"Greetings and salutations, good sir." His cellmate greeted. "Would 
you like a spot of tea?" He gestured. 


MM looked over to the cup he was holding and found that it was 
empty. MM rolled his eyes. 


"| don't think so." MM replied. 
"Well if you don't think how can you speak?" The inmate asked. 


The group walked away as Butcher was brought to his cell. Inside 
was an elderly man with glasses. 


"Butcher!" 


Butcher walked into the cell and went over to the bed when he felt 
something made of wood under the blanket. He pulled the covers off 
the bed and saw that it was a ventriloquist dummy that resembled a 
Mob Boss from the 1930s. 


"You can't sleep there, Mister Scarface sleeps there." Butcher's 
cellmate told him. 


Butcher responded by grabbing the dummy and chucking it at the 
other end of the room before getting to the top bunk. 


As this happened, Hughie was separated from Kimiko and Annie. 


"Hey! What's going on? Where are you taking them?" He asked. 


"Shut your mouth and get inside." The guard said and kicked Hughie 
inside a cell. 


There was a blonde man wearing the typical Arkham jumpsuit but he 
had a golden mask over his face. Hughie heard the guards laughing 
at him. 


"You drew the short stick on the cellmates." A guard taunted. "Enjoy 
it." 


They locked the cell and Hughie was left with this cellmate who was 
drawing on a desk next to the bunk beds. 


"Don't worry, | may be annoying but not dangerous." The cellmate 
said. "You may call me Psycho-Pirate. You're from Earth Seven? I'm 
from Earth Two." 


"Really?" 


"Yes, but my Earth was destroyed during the Crisis and | became 
part of the history of Earth One. Now there is a new Earth Two after 
Earth Two Superman and Superboy Prime..." 


Psycho-Pirate carried on with the long explanation about the 
multiverse, revised history, and Hughie quickly understood what the 
guards meant by ‘drawing the short stick.’ 


Victoria walked past Stan Edgar in the congress, they had less than 
a minute to talk without being noticed. She could see a few capes 
walking around the building, specifically from Earth One. 


"Why are they here?" She asked. 


"They're not going to do anything." Edgar answered. "They claim to 
have a genuine interest in our politics and are here to observe. 
Follow as planned." 


Despite what Edgard said, Victoria saw that the Batman was also in 


the couldn't waste this opportunity. She smiled and put her eyes 
right on his head. POP. Batman's head exploded and decorated the 
walls with blood. Vic knew exactly where all the cameras were, she 
avoided every single one of them as she calmly walked towards 
Batman, whose body was precisely in the viewpoint of a camera. 
She looked at him apathetically and then breathed deeply and 
started screaming. She frantically walked into the camera's 
viewpoint and played a terrified witness of a horrible event. 


"No, no, no, no,no, not again!" She said, "Help! Someone help!" 


"No one can help you now." Batman's voice echoed, she didn't know 
from where. "You lost. It's over." 


Batman's headless body got up, blood dripping from its neck as the 
body moved towards her. Victoria walked back, she ran. 


"You can't escape so easily." Batman's voice echoed in her head. 


Victoria walked back, she ran. She hit her body against the wood as 
she found all the ways out of the hallway had been closed with 
wooden boards nailed to the walls. Nowhere to run and the headless 
dark horseman still following her. 


Arkham's cafeteria was a disturbing place, looked more like a prison 
than a mental hospital, despite what it said on paper, it really was a 
prison. Hughie left the line with his tray of food and timidly walked by 
the tables filled with the criminally insane until he finally found where 
the Boys were sitting. He joined them and noticed the absence of 
Annie and Kimiko. 


"Hey, guys, w-where are the girls?" Hughie asked. 


"| haven't seen them." MM said. "Matter of fact | haven't seen any 
supe here, | think they keep them separated." 


A familiar pale figure limped to their table and joined the Boys. 


"The meta-humans are kept in their own block underground." The 
Great White Shark said. 


They knew who the sharp-toothed deformed man was, they had met 
him when Penguin, Two Face, Black Mask, and Bane kidnapped 
them, he was a crime boss and there he was eating with them like 
nothing had happened. 


"How the bloody hell are you here?" Butcher asked. 


"Same way as him apparently." Shark said, pointing at Frenchie, his 
arm had the same dog bite wounds. "Uhm, that sure looks yummy!" 
Shark teased the Boys eating the Arkham's slop and proceeded to 
cut his steak and drink his wine. The Boys were all silent, confused 
with his casualty, he addressed Hughie. "Listen, new fish, | can 
sneak you in for a conjugal with your girl in the meta-human block, 
for a price. You can have your people in the outside transfer, you 
have internet from your Earth here, check under the table." 


They all looked and saw he was holding a cellphone, the screen was 
lit up, all bars and connected to the Arkham staff wi-fi. 


"Warren White," Frenchie said, angry and offended. "| know who you 
were. White collar criminal scammed your way out of real prison and 
got sent here. But if they know you scammed your way, why did they 
send you back here?" 


"Why the fuck did they sent us here?" MM asked. "We're not crazy." 


"Hahaha..." Shark laughed at their naivety. "Blackgate has too much 
bureaucracy, Batman uses this place to keep people all the time." 


"That's fucked up." Hughie said. 


"Yeah, it's fucked up! But hey, the game is rigged and I'm the best 
player. Tell me what you need and I'll tell you how much." 


"Alright, call me your new number one client." Butcher said 
excitedly. "How much to take us out of here?" 


"Out of here?" MM said. "How much to send me back to my own 
universe?" 


"Take it easy, fellas." Shark answered. "Organized escapes are 
more of a monthly thing, you the staff, the cars, it's all about timing. | 


can't send you back to your home, multiverse stuff is out of my 
league." 


"You're a businessman, say your number." Butcher said. 


"To take multiple prisoners and drop them somewhere in Gotham 
nobody would search? 100 thousand each, 200 thousand for each 
meta." 


"How much for the phone?" 


Unbeknownst to Victoria, Mr. Terrific was standing on the other side 
of the wall outside the congress watching everything on a small 
computer screen. The windows were all covered with mats taped to 
the walls, which caused the darkness. 


The Flash leaned against the wall of the congress. 


"| left money out of my own pocket in the store | got the mats and 
the tape." Flash said. "You'll have to reimburse me for that. Do you 
think closing the walls with boards was too much? | don't, it was a bit 
cartoony." 


Screams from Victoria echoed through the windows. Senator Robert 
Singer walked in on Mr. Terrific and the Flash, confused about what 
they did to the windows. 


"What the fuck are you doing?" Singer asked. 
"Pay no attention to those men behind the curtain." Flash said. 


"We just caught the headpopper." Mr. Terrific said and gave Singer 
the computer. 


The footage showed Victoria displaying her powers. 


"Our security cameras don't catch these angles. You put your own 
surveillance equipment on a government building?" 


"Yes." Mister Terrific answered and touched his earpiece. "J'onn 


enough." 


An unconscious Victoria Newman phased through the wall being 
carried by Martian Manhunter who gently put Newman on the 
ground. Mr. Terrific handcuffed and blindfolded her. 


"For the love of God, | thought she was on our side." Singer said. 


"Every act of hers indirectly benefited Vought." Martian Manhunter 
explained. "Indirectly was the keyword to fly above suspicion." 


"The fake Batman and closing down the building, what was that all 
about? You didn't have to do it to catch her." 


"Batman scripted has his artistic side. | mean, look at what he 
wears." Flash said and had Singer staring at his own red suit. 
"What?" 


Elsewhere in Gotham City. The Joker threw a vase at Harley Quinn 
upon seeing the news. 


"Of all the people to immediately go after in this cesspool, he goes 
after some out-of-towner hooligans!" He complained. 


"Calm down puddin"! I'm sure that B-Man only went after them by 
coinkydink." She said. 


"I've told you this a long time ago, nothing is ever a coinkyadink with 
him! Ever!" He said. 


Just then, a cloud of purple mist appeared in their hideout. In the 
cloud stood Circe. 


"Well look who it is? If it isn't another former member of the Injustice 
Gang." Joker said. "Sorry to tell you this, dear, but | already told 
Lexy | don't need any help with messing up Earth Seven." 


"Joker, | see you're doing well. I'm not here under Luthor's, rather | 
think there's something you can help me with." 


"Really? Alright, I'll bite, what is it?" Joker asked, his curiosity 
piqued. He leaped out of his chair. 


"Queen Maeve, she has something on Homelander. Something that 
will make him putty in your hands." Circe told the clown. 


"Oh yes, Wonder Fraud. You know | considered going after their 
Batman, but he's boring. Can't say the same for Stupidman's 
though. What is it that Blunder Woman has?" Joker asked. 


"A videotape of a plane accident that was caused by Homelander. 
Maeve planned to use it as blackmail with her girlfriend, Elena, but 
she left. Wouldn't it be a pity if someone took Elena?" Circe said. 


"The address." Joker demanded with an evil grin. 
A piece of paper with Elena's address materialized in Joker's hands. 
"Thanks, Circe. You're a real doll." Joker said. 


"Actually before you go off | need to do one last thing with you." 
Circe said. 


"What would that be?" Joker asked. 


Circe whispered into The Joker's ear. Joker stepped back looking 
appalled. 


"Oh no! It's too gruesome!" Joker said sounding horrified. "But I'll do 
it." He replied with a psychotic grin. 


An hour later, the Boys and the Great White Shark were sitting ina 
hallway, specifically in a blindspot from the cameras and Frenchie 
was speaking on the phone and had Cherie on facetime, she was 
walking in a hurry as she spoke and they could see people in the 
background. 


"Fuck you, Serge." Cherie said. 


"Maybe if you sell..." 


"I'm not selling shit." She interrupted. "800 thousand dollars? You 
have cum in your brain!?" 


"You could..." She turned off the phone before he could speak. 


"You won't get your money back if you wanna return the phone." 
The Great White Shark said, got up, and left. He left the hallway and 
felt his phone vibrating, so he walked back to the blind spot. The 
voice was that of a woman's. 


"Pass the phone to William Butcher." She said, 
"Who is that?" Butcher asked. 


"Let me talk to Butcher and you may still make some extra cash, 
White." The Great White Shark reluctantly handed the phone to 
Butcher. "Call for you." 


"Mr. Butcher, my name is Amanda Waller, | can take your team out 
of there." 


Homelander let himself in Stan Edgar's office. He was on the phone 
and immediately turned it off as Homelander sat on the couch with a 
satisfied grimm on his face."Wow, who would've thought." 
Homelander teased. "It's in every news outlet in the world-worlds- 
Newman was the headpopper, who'd see that coming?" 


"Is there a reason why you're here?" Edgar asked. 


"It's just that with this whole thing I'd assume you would've stepped 
out as CEO already but you didn't, why's that? Matter of fact, | 
thought you would've stepped out a long time ago since you said 
you would. Crazy theory, hear me out: | think somewhen between 
you saying you were going to quit and now you found a new 
resource, ally, whatever. And that emboldened you enough to face 
the League. Did | get that right? Anyway, now that you just lost one 
of your main players, imagine how unfortunate it would be if | walked 
up to them and told them about your sudden change of plans? What 
conclusions do you think they would draw?" 


"If | was, as you said, emboldened enough to face the Justice 
League, what threat could you impose on me?" 


Homelander's grin vanished. 


"Do you think they see any of us as separate?" Edgar asked. "You, 
me, Butcher, and his men are all on the same boat, you're just 
accusing me of having a life vest while threatening to sink the ship. 
Carry on with your little political game, but when they come for you, 
don't come crying for my help like I'm your daddy." 


Edgar walked out on Homelander. Leaving him angry and frustrated, 
but even more motivated . 


The Earth has been a madhouse 


Annie paced back and forth in her cell. All while her cellmate, 
Pamela Isley, better known as Poison Ivy, was sitting by the 
windowsill. 


"Will you stop?" Ivy told her. 
Annie turned to her cellmate. 


"| don't know how much | can take. Why did they separate us?" 
Annie asked her. 


Ivy sighed. 


"You and | possess metahuman abilities, hence the collars. Your 
boyfriend and his stupid friends do not." Ivy said. 


"What's the layout?” Annie asked. 


"Besides the human and metahuman wing, there's also extreme 
isolation." Ivy said. 


"That sounds like solitary confinement. Why would a mental 
institution have that?" Annie asked. 


"That's where people such as Zsasz and Joker are sent to." lvy 
explained, Annie could notice the vitriol in her words regarding 
Joker. 


"When can we leave the cells and get something to eat?" Annie 
asked. 


"Soon." Ivy replied. 
"Would you be willing to protect me?" Annie asked. 
Ivy turned to Annie. 


"Excuse me?" 


"| was a former superhero back in my world. | have a target on my 
back." Annie explained. 


Ivy started to laugh. 


"You were never a superhero, kid. All you were was nothing more 
than a corporate spokesperson." lvy said. 


"| saved lives." Annie defended. 


"Sure you did, but tell me what did you do to ever make a difference 
as your employers polluted your Earth?" Ivy told her. 


Annie was silent. 


"| would have spoken up, they fired the Deep when | brought up 
what he did to me.” Annie said. 


"Not when you threaten their stock price. Tell me something, did 
people even have respect for that man even before you brought up 
what he did to you." Ivy said. 


Annie was silent. 


"Reform is pointless, when rot is rooted to the core you have to pull 
it out." Ivy said. 


"You're an eco-terrorist. Why am | having this discussion with you?" 
Annie said. 


"Fine bury your head in the sand if it makes things easier for you." 
Ivy said, turning her back. 


"So | take it that you agree with what the clowns are doing to 
Vought?" Annie said. 


Ivy's body tensed and stood motionless. 


"| read about you and his girlfriend, Harley Quinn, is it? | wonder 
what it is you and her boyfriend have in common? Other than the 
fact you both are clearly homicidal maniacs." Annie said. 


In an instant, Ivy lunged at Annie and began to choke her out. 


“Take it back! You take it back! You little..." lvy was cut off from 
speaking as the guards broke into the room and pulled her off of 
Annie. 


"| don't suppose you have a plan to get us out of this place, love?" 
Butcher whispered into the phone. 


"My plan is underway. We have already contaminated the 
ingredients that will be served for dinner in the entire ward you are 
staying at." Waller said. 


"So you're going to give us food poisoning?" Butcher asked. 


"No, pretend that you've eaten your meal, and then once you start to 
notice the others being sick mimic them." Waller said. 


"Alright, then what." Butcher said. 


"We've replaced a crew with employees unaware of your true 
nature. The more "normal" residents will be taken to Gotham 
General. Once you're in the ambulance hijack it. You won't have 
much time before they catch you, but there will be a nearby plane 
waiting for you not further." Waller told him. 


"What about the girls?" Butcher asked. 
"We have a different plan in mind for them." Waller said. 
"Are you in or out?" She asked him after a moment. 


"In." Butcher said. 


A Vought cargo ship sealed freely, there was nothing to be seen but 
the ocean. Suddenly, the ship stopped moving; The captain couldn't 
understand what happened, he looked over and saw the water 

around the ship had frozen. They got stuck on ice, which could only 


mean one thing. He ran to the radio but all the lights on the ship 
went down, a man wearing a comically large blue helmet shaped 
like a magnet flew above them and removed all their guns. The crew 
felt something hit the ship. 


Black Manta's crew invaded the ship and gunned the security. The 
men ran to the boxes and desperately opened them. V24 and 
needles. They injected themselves and their limbs lit up golden. 
They were able to fight back against Black Manta's crew but that 
was only a temporary triumph, before they could even get to Black 
Manta, Cheetah, a mix between a woman and the animal attacked 
and slit their throats with her claws. Black Manta walked over to the 
boxes and kicked one of the corpses. 


"These idiots wasted the merch on themselves." He said. "But 
there's plenty." 


"| don't get it." Cheetah said and licked the blood out of her paw. 
"This didn't even make them that strong.” 


"You fought Wonder Woman, they're weak for you. | could loot this 
bucket on a bad afternoon, sure, Dr. Polaris and Bizarro speeded 
things up but | didn't actually need them. But with these, they 
became dangerous, especially in numbers." Black Manta showed 
Cheetah his hands full of V24 flasks. "And we have numbers." 


Black Manta went back to his submarine with Cheetah. Dr. Polaris 
sank the ship with the remaining crew deep into the ocean. 


"Bizarro, don't get rid of the evidence.” Black Manta contradictorily 
ordered from his earpiece. "Make sure their people can see the ice." 


Bizarro used his fire breath and melted all the ice left. It was like the 
ship was never there and was just the ocean and nothing more. 


It was not long after her scuffle with Ivy, that Annie found herself 
back in her cell. 


"Ivy's being transferred to a new cell." She heard someone tell her. 


She turned around and saw Red Robin in her cell. 
"What do you want?" Annie asked. 
"Information about Vought and the Seven." He said. 


"Why should | tell you? | thought your boss was getting us 
transferred.” Annie asked him. 


"Because you have a target on your back." She heard a familiar 
voice, she looked out of the cell and saw Wonder Girl with Beast 
Boy. 


"Sup!" Beast Boy waved. 

Annie didn't respond. 

"What happens after, | tell you?" Annie asked. 
"You're free to go." Wonder Girl said. 

"And the others?" Annie asked. 

"Does that include the British guy?" Beast Boy asked. 
"It does." Annie said. 


"Why do you want him to be free? From what I've heard, it sounds 
like he hates you just for breathing the same air he does." Wonder 
Girl asked. 


"| don't want him free. But Hughie does, so | have to include him." 
Annie said. 


"Annie, listen to us, we need any shred of dirt you have on the 
Seven. Homelander and Stormfront are trying to mobilize a 
movement against us. All the while more villains are starting to 
attack your world. Homelander and Stormfront are also isolating 
Ryan." Cassie told her. 


This caught Annie's attention. 


"You know about Homelander's son?" Annie asked. 


"His mom met with Superman, she told the League everything. We 
need any amount of proof as fast as possible." Red Robin said. 


"Where's Becca?" Annie asked. 

"That's confidential, sorry." Red Robin said. 

Annie eyed Wonder Girl with an annoyed frown on her face. 
"What's Wonder Woman like?" Annie asked her. 


"She's my hero, obviously, she can be a bit overbearing at times. 
But she means well. | take it that this is about Queen Maeve?" 
Cassie said. 


"How is she doing? | can't imagine that being around the improved 
model is helping her psyche." Annie asked. 


"Diana told us that her self-confidence has taken a beating as of 
late. She's been downing more alcohol than a college frat house as 
of late from what I've overheard.” She told Annie. 


"| have information, but | want to meet with the League first." Annie 
said. 


"Done." Red Robin said. 


"Ships do not disappear out of thin air, Mr. Luthor." Stan Edgar said 
from a screen in front of the skull table of the Society 


"You'd be surprised." Luthor said. 


"In my world, I'd certainly be. Your formula is impeccable, we 
manufactured large quantities but it's worthless if | can't move the 
product. Modern problems require modern solutions, if you are 
interested in being my associate, | expect a solution from you." 


Edgar turned off the call. The eyeholes of the skull on the table lit up 
red and an electronic voice announced: "OCEAN MASTER". And 
the announced villain appeared in his usual seat, completely wet as 


expected. 


"Vought's ship is at the exact location they lost signal." Ocean 
Master explained. "But deep, too deep for it to have just sank, it was 
pushed down. Not just that, there was damage in the bottom, it was 
frozen and pierced with ice spikes, and the source came from two 
concentrated beams of cold. 


"Bizarro. The Legion of Doom stole it." 


"They have become a problem, we need them out of Earth Seven if 
we want that world." Ocean Master told him. 


"We don't have a problem, the Justice League does. And they'll 
solve it as they always do. All we need to do is make sure the 
League and the Legion bump into each other." 


The Boys were playing cards at a stairwell Butcher told them to 
meet at. After a while, Butcher spoke up. 


"| got us a way out of here." Butcher told them quietly. 
This caught their attention. 

"You did?" MM asked. 

"What is it?" Hughie asked. 


"Amanda Waller, someone from the government here is going to 
stage our break out. At dinner, do not eat anything. We pretend to 
get sick and line up with the more average patients here. Then we 
hijack the ambulance they put us on and meet at an airstrip." 
Butcher said. 


"Why can't we just wait and take their offer?" Hughie asked. 
"You really want to spend any more time here?" Butcher asked. 


"No." Hughie admitted. 


"What about Kimiko?" Frenchie asked. 
"They have a different way to get them out." Butcher said. 
"Annie too right?" Hughie asked. 


"Yeah her too." Butcher said. 


As this happened Kimiko sat in her cell clawing at the collar wrapped 
around her neck. Then all of a sudden she saw a guard slip a piece 
of paper through the slot on her cell door. Kimiko grabbed the paper 
and felt something made of metal on the back. It was a key, Kimiko 
looked at the paper and found there was writing on it: 


"5:30 use this key to unlock the collar. Do not eat." 


For a moment, Kimiko felt joy at the prospect of escaping. However, 
she noticed that the letter did not mention Annie. Kimiko looked at 
the key trying to figure out a way to hide it. Until she remembered 
something, if the food is going to be tainted then it wouldn't seem 
suspicious if she threw up. The key looked like it would be easy 
enough to swallow. She readied herself before hiding the key. 


Annie looked around her new surroundings, it was unlike anything 
she had ever seen. The Watchtower looked like something out of a 
high-budget sci-fi blockbuster. The Titans were escorting her to 
meet with the League. She was taken to what looked to be a 
questioning room. She still had her collar on. On the other end of the 
room was another door and outstepped Wonder Woman. 


"Starlight." She greeted. 
"It's Annie." Annie bluntly told her. 
"| see. What do you wish to tell us?" Diana asked. 


"First, | want you to answer some questions for me. If that is alright 
with you?" Annie asked. 


Diana looked to be thinking it over before she decided on 
something. 


"Very well proceed." The Amazon princess said. 


"Wonder Girl mentioned you know about Ryan and that Becca told 
you everything, so you would know how he was conceived. Why 
haven't you just ended all of this? | feel that ninety percent of you 
could have stopped Homelander a hundred times over, but you 
haven't. Why?" Annie asked. 


"A good number of your population are unaware of Homelander's 
true nature. If we immediately proceeded to attack him and the rest 
of your world's "heroes" we would look like invaders. He and 
Stormfront are using his image to rally against us, which is making 
things more difficult. We would look like invaders trying to subjugate 
your world." Wonder Woman explained. 


Annie digested what Wonder Woman told her. She understood what 
the League was doing. 


"How are the rest of them doing?" Annie asked. 


"Noir is recovered, but Vought does not want to put him out on the 
field. We've marked him as a person of interest regarding something 
else, which | cannot share with you. A-Train was excommunicated 
from the Church of the Collective. The Deep might not be far behind 
after his incident with Aquaman. Queen Maeve's alcoholism has 
grown worse and risks Vought's new image for her." Wonder 
Woman told her. 


"You mean that she's just bi and not a lesbian?" Annie asked. 
"Yes, that one." Wonder Woman said. 


"| have something that would be very useful for you." Annie told 
Wonder Woman. 


"What is it?" Wonder Woman asked. 


"Stormfront's a Nazi." Annie told her. 


Wonder Woman did not seem to be taken aback by this. 


"When I say that, I'm not calling her some alt-right dipshit. | mean 
she was a legitimate Nazi who had brunch with Hitler." Annie said 
recalling a photograph of Stormfront sitting at a table with Adolf 
Hitler himself. 


Wonder Woman was silent, clearly taking in the information. 
"You don't believe me." Annie said. 


"No, | have no reason to doubt your claim so far. Becca mentioned 
she used to be a superhero known as Liberty. One of the prisoners 
here, Vandal Savage, is over ten thousand years old and aligned 
with the Nazis in World War II." Wonder Woman told her. 


"She was, we talked to the younger sister of one of her victims." 
Annie said. 


"Where did you come across this?" Wonder Woman asked. 


"A-Train gave it to us, Stormfront used to be a part of the church. 
They had information regarding her past. The folder should be at our 
hideout. It will have everything you need." Annie explained. 


“Thank you for your cooperation Annie." Wonder Woman said. 
"So what happens to me now?" Annie asked. 
Wonder Woman's smile disappeared, she looked a little upset. 


"We'll need to debate that, I'm afraid." Wonder Woman said. 


All the Arkham inmates stepped out of their cells for a lineup as the 
guards took notes and confirmed none was missing. Psycho Pirate 
removed his mask, it was the first time Hughie saw his real face and 
heard his real name. 


"Roger Hayden." A guard referred to him and put a checkmark on 
his notes. He then moved to the next cell. "Chuck Brown." 


The man in the other cell was thin, not naturally, he didn't eat well, 
and he looked weak and poorly clean. The guard checked his wrist 
for new wounds, still the same old scars. 


"That's Kite-Man." Psycho Pirate told Hughie. 
"| thought a guy with that name would be more fun." 


"A judge sent him here after he tried to kill himself in Blackgate. He 
was killed by Ugly Bruno Manheim in 52, but when history changed 
again, he came back with a brand new tragic backstory." 


"Oh..." Hughie said, remembering he was talking to a man Clinically 
insane. 


"His son died but I'm pretty sure he didn't even exist before." 
"| heard you, Pirate." Kite-Man said. 


"You heard the truth. | didn't use exist on this Earth, neither did your 
kid exist." 


"Kite-Man!" Chuck Brown yelled and tackled Psycho Pirate, they 
both fell on Hughie. "Hell yeah!" 


The guards pulled both of them and dragged the two villains and 
Hughie away. 


"| didn't do anything." Hughie pleaded. 


"You were on the floor with the two assholes, you're going with 
them." 


The Boys witnessed Hughie being taken to isolation before the food 

was served as Waller planned. Hughie went through the metahuman 
wing, he looked around looking for Annie but not sign of her. He saw 
Kimiko, who ran to the bars and watched Hughie with worry. 


"Kimiko, hey, where's Annie?" Hughie asked. 


"Keep walking." A guard said and pushed him. 


They passed by the metahuman wing and rich a series of cells 
similar to solitary confinement, but unlike in prisons, these were 
actually rubber rooms. The guards forced Hughie in a straightjacket 
and locked him in. 


It was late in the afternoon, Elena sat in the living room of her 
sister's home. Her sister was not due back until another hour thanks 
to some work delay. Elena heard the doorbell ring, then incessantly 
as she made her way to the door. She opened it and on the other 
side was a woman dressed like a barbershop quartet. There were 
holes in the sides of her hat that acted as an opening for her blonde 
twin tails. The large smile on her face mixed in with the uncanny 
doll-like stare of her blue eyes unnerved her. She took out 
something from her pocket: a kazoo and blew into it. 


"Ooooooohhh..." She was about to sing before Elena shut the door. 


Almost immediately, the doorbell rang incessantly no doubt because 
of the woman. Elena opened the door. 


"If you don't leave | will be calling the cops!" Elena threatened. 


"Sorry, but my client paid me three g's ta sing to ya. If | don't | have 
ta pay her back." The woman said. 


Elena sighed she had no idea that Maeve would be this desperate. 
"Tell her | said to stop." Elena said. 


"You can tell her yourself." The woman said. "She's in the back of 
my truck." She added. 


Elena sighed, she felt that she had no other option. 
"Take me to her." Elena said. 
"Okie dokie." The signer replied in a childish manner. 


"She wants ta speak with you." The woman replied, tapping the back 
of the truck. "She's kinda shy, it'll take her a bit to coax her out. | 


need to get something out front. It won't take long." 
Elena sighed. 


"Maeve, | know you're in there. I'm sorry, | thought you would 
understand after that incident. Is this about Wonder Woman? | can't 
help you with that." Elena called out. 


Just then the back of the truck opened up, inside the back was no 
one. 


Elena knew what was going on she quickly turned around, but saw 
the woman holding what looked to be a cork gun. She fired, 
knocking Elena into the truck all while something wrapped around 
her. It looked like a multi-colored string. The woman, Harley Quinn 
jumped into the truck and shut it. 


"No! Let me go!" Elena pleaded. 
Harley put her finger against her mouth and shushed. 


"Don't worry, I've got just the thing." Harley said, pulling out a roll of 
black duct tape. She tore out a piece and put it against Elena's 
mouth. She then wrapped some more against her ankles. Harley 
then took out something else in her pocket. It looked like a red 
sharpie. Elena tried to break free. 


"Stop strugglin'!" Harley said as she drew what appeared to be a 
smile on the duct tape. 


"There! All bettah!" Harley said before heading over to the door and 
opened it. Outside the door was The Joker. 


"Sorry, Harley. | thought our passenger would get lonely being all 
here by herself. Tell you what, you drive us to the place and you can 
listen to all of your favorite songs." Joker said. 


"Really?"! Harley asked giddily as she ran past The Joker. 


"Sorry about all the hassle, Elena. Harley can be a bit empty-headed 
at times, but she means well." Joker said. 


Elena could only muffle out sounds. 


"Good, glad to know there are no hard feelings involved." Joker said 
as he sat down. 


Elena struggled to try to break out of her bonds, but could not free 
herself. 


"Oh relax, I'm pretty sure you've heard all about me. Especially all of 
the horrible stuff I've done, but don't worry. I'd say about only ninety 
percent of those claims are true." Joker said. "Besides, I'm not going 
to kill you. Well, hopefully, | won't kill you. It's nothing personal | just 
need something from your ex. | think you know what I'm talking 
about." He added. 


Butcher, Frenchie, and MM lay in beds in Arkham's nursery, they 
pretended extreme pain. Some of the inmates who had actually 
eaten the poisoned food were vomiting blood, and Waller went the 
extra mile to make it look authentic. The staff was among the 
youngest in Arkham and less experienced in Arkham, as Waller 
planned and they had no idea who the Boys were. When they 
checked the Boys' data, they found fake names and they appeared 
to be non-violent patients with mental issues that wouldn't be too 
much trouble. 


The trio were taken in stretchers out of Arkham but when they were 
leaving, Aaron Cash and his guards stopped them. 


"What are you doing?" Cash questioned. 


"They're severely ill, we're taking them to Gotham General." The 
nurse explained. 


"You even know who these guys are...?" 


Butcher kicked Cash's stomach. The others dropped the act and 
took the guards' guns and pointed to their heads. At this moment, 
the lights went off. Butcher looked at the watch on the wall and 
smiled. 


"Right on time." He said. 


In her cell, Kimiko used the key on her inhibitor collar and freed 
herself. She used her reacquired super strength to put down the 
metal door. She remembered the way out of Arkham, instead she 
ran to the isolation cells to get Hughie. 


Back in the Arkham entrance, Butcher kept the gun at Cash's head, 
there was a hospital crew there with their hands up. Butcher looked 
at them and asked. 


"Which of you is the ambulance driver?" 
"l-l am." A man answered. 


"Give him your keys." Butcher said, and the driver tossed his keys to 
Frenchie. Frenchie knocked out the guard with the gun and ran to 
the ambulance. Right after Frenchie left, the phone in the reception 
ring rang. "| believe that's for me." 


MM grabbed the phone and tossed at Butcher. 
"Leave now." Waller said. 
"What about the others?" 


"Miyashiro went on a little detour to rescue Campbell, you don't have 
the time." 


"You'll have to wait." 


"An airplane landed near Arkham isn't exactly lowkey, Butcher. | 
said go..." Butcher turned off the phone. "We may have to wait a 
little bit." 


Hughie scratched his face in the walls, but the rubber room did not 
satisfy his need to scratch. Suddenly, Kimiko arrived and ripped off 
the door. She broke his straightjacket and he finally could scratch 
his nose. 


"Thanks." He said. "Are we still on time?" 


She answered by shrugging her shoulders and the two ran out of 
Arkham. 


At the entrance, Aaron Cash attempted to grab his radio, Butcher hit 
him in the face with the gun. Hughie and Kimiko appeared, Butcher 
and MM hit the guards and they all ran to the ambulance. Frenchie 
already had it running and the back was open, they jumped in and 
he raced as fast as he could. They could see the guards following 
them in cars and shooting at them. Butcher shot back. 


"Are we there yet, Frenchie!?" He yelled. 
"Getting there." Frenchie answered. "Oh non." 


The plane was already taking off, Frenchie stepped further and they 
jumped out of the ambulance. They yelled that they were there and 
the back of the plane opened. They ran but there was no way they 
could get in. Kimiko grabbed Frenchie and Hughie and hurled them 
both inside the plane, then did the same to Butcher and Frenchie. 
She tried to jump in herself, but the plane was too high. 


"We can't leave her!" Hughie said, he could see the worry on 
Frenchie's face. 


The four held hands and held onto the plane, Frenchie with almost 
his entire body out trying to offer his hand to Kimiko. She climbed a 
tree and jumped, she was able to grab Frenchies hand and the 
others pulled them both inside the plane. The back closed, and they 
all lay on the floor breathing heavily too tired. 


"What now?" Butcher asked the pilot. 


A glass wall shut in the front of the plane, separating them from the 
pilot, and gas was discharged inside the plane, causing them all to 
pass out. 


Hero of A Thousand Faces 


Butcher woke up, and he looked around at his surroundings. It 
looked very much like a prison cell which was only further confirmed 
upon seeing his new duds. Just out of Arkham, and now back to a 
new prison. 


"Lying cunt..." He grumbled getting out of bed. 


"That's one word to describe her, | suppose." Another voice called 
out from atop his bed. 


Butcher got out of bed and saw his bunkmate lying down on the bed 
while looking up. 


He was a brown-haired and-eyed man with a mustache. 
"Who are you? And where the bloody hell am |?" Butcher asked. 


"Floyd Lawton, and welcome to Belle Reve Penitentiary." Floyd said. 
"I'd recommend against getting used to it." 


"Yeah, funny." Butcher grumbled. 


"No, | mean it. Waller apparently has a vested interest in you." 
Lawton said. 


"Talked to her already. She's the warden?" Butcher guessed. 


"You could say she's that." Lawton said. "You're only here because 
you've just been assigned to Task Force X, | hear." 


"Task Force X? What kind of government program is that?" Butcher 
demanded grabbing Lawton. Angering his cellmate before he 
seemingly calmed down. 


"You really want to do this?" Lawton asked him. 


"Yeah, | bloody want to..." Butcher responded. 


Until the door cell door buzzed open. Standing in the doorway was a 
portly built black woman. 


"William Butcher, come with me." The woman said. 
"Nex time." Butcher growled at Lawton. 
"You said it, not me." Lawton replied. 


Butcher stepped out of the jail cell and followed the woman there 
were armed guards surrounding them. 


"Mrs. Waller, finally a face to go with the name." Butcher said. 
"Follow me, Mr. Butcher." Waller said, not even looking at him. 


"Not going anywhere with you, love. How does breaking your arms 
until you tell me what happened sound?" 


The guards turned and pointed their guns at him. They did not look 
like any ordinary firearms and were more akin to something out of a 
sci-fi film. 


"Stand down, men." Waller said. "There's no need for that." 


Waller took a file out of her jacket and handed it to Butcher. It was 
an x-ray but there was something on the neck. She stepped right in 
front of Butcher and pressed a button from a remote-control, he 
heard. a tic-tac from his neck. 


"I'll take you figured it out what this is. If you really plan on acting like 
a rage-fueled idiot then go ahead, make my day.” Waller told him 
and smirked. 


"It's easier if you tell me what | want." Butcher said. 


"It's a matter of national security." Waller said, and pressed another 
button, stopping the noise from his neck. "A mission we conducted 
on your world's CIA told us a lot about you and your little crew." 


"So National Security doesn't account for other Americas?" Butcher 
asked. There was something almost amusing about the United 


States launching a black ops mission against another United States. 
"When has it ever?" Waller asked. 
"Good point." Butcher admitted. 


At that moment Butcher could hear the oh-so-familiar sound of 
Hughie screaming in fear. His eyes widened with concern. 


Waller let out a groan of annoyance. 
"Open Campbell's cell!" Waller ordered. 


Upon hearing that one of the cells five doors down opened and out 
came Hughie. He was screaming, the guards drew their weapons. 


"Settle down, lad? What's got you spooked this time?" Butcher 
asked. 


Out from Hughie's cell came his cellmate burst onto the scene. It 
was a man-sized shark creature with a collar around his neck. 


"You gotta be fucking with me." Butcher muttered, pinching his 
temples. 


"Nanaue stand down!" Waller ordered. 
"Hungry!" Nanaue told her. 


"Escort him to the mess hall." Waller ordered two guards who 
obliged, directing King Shark to the mess hall. "The rest of your 
associates are already there too." She added. 


"He could have been shark chum!" Butcher told Waller. 


"That collar on King Shark monitors him at all times. It would have 
shocked him before Mr. Campbell was in his mouth." Waller said. 


"| was in his mouth!" Hughie told her. "He was about to bite my head 
off!" He added. 


He turned to Butcher. 


"Where are we?" He asked. 


"We just got drafted." Butcher told him. 


"We have a problem." Stormfront told Homelander as she abruptly 
entered his room. 


"What?" Homelander asked. 


"Ryan has somehow managed to contact the Justice Leagues' little 
shits." Stormfront told him. 


Homelander immediately went up to Stormfront, his expression was 
one of restrained fury. Stormfront stepped back nervously. 


"Was one of them Superman's?" Homelander asked. 
Stormfront hesitated. 

"Yes." Stormfront replied. 

"What did | fucking tell you?" Homelander told her. 


"I'm sorry, I've forced Ashley to do it. We've just been so occupied 
with the goal." Stormfront defended herself. 


"My son is much more important, you should know that." 
Homelander told her. 


Stormfront seemed to be hurt for a moment before she recollected 
herself. 


"Of course." Stormfront said. 
"What does the fucking alien want?" Homelander asked. 


"His kid invited Ryan over to a place called the Fortress of Solitude. 
Apparently, it's Superman's home." Stormfront said. 


"So Ryan is going over to his fucking man cave. Don't let him." 
Homelander told her. 


That was when Ashley ran into the room. 


"Ryan's escaped." She told them. 


The Boys followed Amanda Waller through Argus' hallway, Butcher 
looked, no guards, just the three of them and Waller all alone. 
Butcher had a nervous scratch from his need to do something, but 
he quickly noticed that scratch was exactly where they implemented 
the bomb on his neck. 


"| must say, boys, your lack of trust in superheroes is something our 
universe needs more." 


"It seems like people here don't have as many reasons for that." MM 
responded. 


"From what | saw, | have to disagree." Butcher said. 


"Mr. Butcher is right." Waller said. "Between the Watchtower up 
there, Batman Inc. and JLI all over the world, the Amazonian and 
Atlantean Empire on their side, plus all their heavy hitters, what do 
you think would happen if the JLA woke up one day and decided to 
take over the world?" 


"From where | stand, it looks like it's already theirs." Butcher 
answered. 


"From where they stand, they're just watching out for us. Quis 
custodiet ipsos custodes?" 


"Who guards the guardians?" MM translated. 

"| prefer the translation 'Who watches the watchmen?’ we do." 
Waller opened a large door and her and the Boys entered a large 
warehouse full of scientists working on a gigantic machine with 


several inside a giant ring full of lights. 


"What the bloody hell is this?" Butcher asked. 


"That is what is going to take you back home. With Task Force X, of 
course. It's not as nearly as elegant as the one the League refuses 
to share with the public but will do the job." 


"Are you coming?" Frenchie asked. "I think you ought to see our 
world if you think yours is so bad." 


"I've been there, met Colonel Mallory, we share similar concerns. 
She still doesn't trust the Justice League, good, if she saw more of 
the multiverse she wouldn't give them a chance." 


"What else is in the multiverse?" Frenchie. 


"History lesson, boys." A holographic terrestrial appeared in front of 
them illuminated by a holographic sun. They could see a very small 
spaceship landing on Earth, familiar colors, the ship was blue with 
red details. "Winter, 1978. That's when the most relevant event in 
human history occurred." 


"Superman arrived on your planet." Butcher said. 


"Correct. American satellites captured the spaceship approaching 
but by the time it entered our atmosphere, we completely lost it and 
only found out what it was decades later." 


"So you've been nervous about it since then?" Hughie. 


"| was in elementary school in '78." Waller answered, offended, to 
Hughie's embarrassment. "But the higher-ups have. The final result 
was positive but just imagine if the most powerful man in the 
universe had landed in a different place at a different time. | don't 
have to imagine it, it happened." 


The hologram changed into the Justice League. But that wasn't the 
Justice League they knew, Superman was wearing gray and black, 
except for the red symbol on his chest, similar to a single SS logo. 
That wasn't Wonder Woman, she was a blonde, Batman, Aquaman, 
and Flash, they were all different. 


"You think Earth Seven is bad? Meet Earth X. Kal-El didn't land in 
1978 America, he landed in 1938 Czechoslovakia." 


"The Nazis had Czechoslovakia in '38." MM affirmed. 


"Wasn't different there. Instead of Superman, they got Overman, 
leading the Justice League of Axis and they took over the entire 
planet. Not the only universe where Superman landed in the wrong 
place at the wrong time." The hologram changed into a different 
gray Superman with a red cape but with a red hammer and sickle on 
his symbol. "Earth 30. This one landed in Soviet Ukraine, also in 
1938. Didn't even need a League, took over the world by himself, 
and brainwashed everybody who disagreed with him." The hologram 
changed again into this fearsome version of the Justice League, a 
Superman with a 'U' on his chest, a Wonder Woman in black, a 
Batman more similar to an Owl. "Earth Three, home of the Crime 
Syndicate, very similar to Earth One, except the heroes are villains 
and the villains are heroes. The Syndicate taking over the entire 
world. But that wasn't the final result, their entire universe was 
destroyed during a Crisis that resulted in our version of the Flash 
dying. A universe destroyed. Don't you think we all should be 
terrified?" 


"She's right." Butcher said. "We can't trust the cunts." 


"Maybe we can." Hughie said. "This all looks horrible but they're not 
the Justice League, not yours. Maybe, just maybe by nature they're 
good. | mean, Superman landed in the right place at the right time. | 
know this is a very, very low standard to hold anybody at but he's 
not a rapist murder or a dictator, can't you be thankful you don't live 
in any of these Earths?" 


"Hughie..." Butcher started saying, angry and disappointed, when 
Waller changed the hologram to a Justice League without Batman, a 
Superman wearing a more armor-like suit and a yellow lantern 
instead of green. 


"Earth 49, despite some differences, was pretty much like Earth 
One. Until Superman's wife was murdered, that was when he 
decided to rule the world." She changed the hologram, the heroes 
now had John Stewart and Hawkgirl instead of Aquaman, Superman 
wore white, Wonder Woman had short hair and pants, no Flash. 
"Earth 50, where President Lex Luthor killed the Flash. So the 
Justice Lords killed and took over the world." Waller started to walk 


towards Hughie, who walked back feeling a menace. "They came to 
our world, that was when we started to wonder what would happen if 
JLU took the same action that the Justice Lords did, so | had my 
people run some computer simulations. If the Justice League went 
rogue, they'd crush us. In every single scenario, they beat us badly. 
But that was before | became head of Argus." 


"And how we going back to our world would help you?" Mother's 
Milk asked and Waller laid off from Hughie. 


"That's for me to know and you to obey.” Waller said and touched 
her earpiece. "Bring in the Squad." 


Superman, Superboy, and Jon were in front of the portal to the 
Fortress of Solitude. 


"So this is where you live?" Ryan asked. 
"Well sometimes." Superman replied, with a smile. 


He turned his head, and saw Homelander and Stormfront 
approaching them. 


"Ryan!" Homelander said. 

Stormfront angrily went up to Superman. 

"Who do you think you are taking his son?" Stormfront accused. 
Superman was not upset. 


"My son invited him. Ryan told me you were okay with this." 
Superman said. 


"Well I'm not." Homelander said. 
"Ryan, let's go." Homelander said. 
"No." Ryan bluntly replied. 


Homelander and Stormfront were taken aback by this. 


"What did you say?" Homelander asked. 
"You never let me go anywhere now." Ryan said. 
"It's for your own good.” Stormfront told him. 


"How come you got angry at mom for doing this, you even took 
away my iPad." Ryan said. 


"You shouldn't isolate your son from the outside world." Superman 
spoke up. 


Homelander angrily looked at Superman. 


"I'm sorry, are you trying to tell us how to parent?" Homelander 
questioned him. 


"No, I'm just saying that isolating a child from the outside world is not 
a good idea. You wouldn't want to do that." Superman replied, still 
smiling. 


Stormfront turned to Homelander realizing what Superman was 
implying. Homelander stood motionless as though a debate was 
going through his mind. 


"Fine, but we're coming too." Homelander said. 
"Fine." Superman said. 


They walked through the portal and found themselves in the middle 
of the Arctic, a giant fortress made of bright crystals. Superman 
stood in front of the gigantic gates followed by Superboy, 
Homelander, Stormfront and Ryan Butcher. Under a yellow and red 
carpet written 'Welcome', Superman took a little golden key and 
opened the gates. They were welcomed by robots in blue capes 
wearing Superman's symbol in inverted colors. 


"Good afternoon, Superman." A Superman robot said. 
"Can we be of assistance?" Another one asked. 


"Good afternoon, robots." Superman answered. "Just taking some 


guests on a little tour." 


Superman put the key back under the carpet, Homelander noticed 
how the ground was marked with the shape of the key and cracked 
around, he heard the noise when it hit back on the ground, as if it 
was heavier than a building. They followed Superman into the 
Fortress of Solitude. 


"A Fortress of Solitude in the Arctic, just like Doc Savage." 
Homelander said. "Some old pulp book | studied... | read as a kid." 


"I'm familiar," Superman said. "And a fan." 
"Man of Steel, Man of Bronze, | figured..." 


Before finishing his sentence, Homelander was astounded by the 
sight. A gigantic ship the size of the Titanic, an American Space 
Shuttle, a giant coin with Joker's face in it, realistic wax figures of 
Daily Planet Reporters and Superman's allies and villains, many 
robots, and the most impressive, a tiny city inside a bottle, with his 
supervision, Homelander could see inside the bottle, that city was 
inhabited by a large population with a functional society. They heard 
a bark and a white dog wearing a Superman cape flew into 
Superman's arms and licked his face. Superman petted the dog, 
who they all knew was Krypto, the Super-Dog. Supergirl floated 
down with an orange cat in her arms. Supergirl had a smile on her 
face, it disappeared the moment she exchanged looks with 
Stormfront. 


"They have a monkey..." Ryan said, very amazed seeing a tailed 
chimp dressed like Superman approaching them. 


"That's Beppo." Superboy explained. "He's from Krypton." 


Beppo, opened his mouth and pointed his finger to his throat, 
Superboy gave him a peanut. Superman pointed at the two large 
statues of his Kryptonian parents holding the planet Krypton in their 
arms and wearing alien clothes. 


"My parents did some testing before putting me on a rocket to 
Earth." He explained. 


"People around here do love big statues." Homelander pointed out. 
"Are these all the animals you have here?" Ryan excitedly asked. 
Supergirl bowed down to his height and looked Ryan in the eyes. 
"Wanna see something really cool?" 


They walked through a zoo with animals like they had never seen 
before. Many tails, paws, and features, all the colors of the rainbow 
on their skins, furs, and feathers. The hallway seemed nearly 
endless. 


"For a planet that exploded, your folks sure saved a lot of animals." 
Homelander said. 


"They are all from different planets." Superman explained. "| rescued 
them and preserved them here where they'll be safe. Some are 
even from Earth but unable to live in harmony with the planet's 
current nature." 


"But this one is from Krypton." Supergirl pointed out. 


The creature was like a giant green lizard with purple bat wings and 
a purple belly, and a crest growing from his tail to his head. 


"Is that a dragon?" Ryan asked. 


"It's actually a Kryptonian lizard called- -" Supergirl was interrupted 
by the dragon shooting fire out of his nostrils. "Yes, it's a dragon." 


They kept walking, Stormfront got curious and wandered around 
where she found the trophy room, she tried to walk in but found a 
force field stopping her. Homelander took a look inside, there was 
the Kryptonite they heard of, in many colors, space guns, and 
microscopes like they had never seen before. He tapped the force 
field, it was solid. 


"That's my trophy room." Superman explained. "Many dangerous 
things inside." 


"It's locked for a reason." Supergirl said, but she really meant " Step 


away from the room." 
"Come on, there's more cool stuff here." Superboy said. 


They went through a rounded door into a red room with a golden 
mirror inside of it. Superman operated a computer table and a 
golden hologram of another Superman appeared in front of them. 
His face was the same as Superman but he was covered neck to 
toe, his hair was longer and his eyes inhuman. 


"That's my time telescope." Superman said. "So | can speak with my 
successors from the future. We have rules to avoid problems with 
the timeline. That's Kell-El, the Superman X from the 41st century." 


"You go that far?" Homelander asked, astounded. 


"The Fortress isn't a museum. What is it?" Superman asked 
Superboy. 


"It's a time capsule." 
"Right. Preserve it so that the people of the future can see it." 


They walked inside the planet simulator. The room was special, it 
recreated the conditions of an alien planet, they all walked inside the 
same room but each of them experienced a different world. At least 
Homelander and Stormfront did, the rest of them were just in a white 
room, Ryan was confused. 


"Listen, Ryan," Superman told him. "| need you to keep a secret 
from your dad." He asked and Ryan looked at Homelander. "He 
can't see us, he's at the Kryptonian Scarlett Forest right now. But 
you can't tell him about this." 


Becca was behind Superman, her eyes on the verge of tears seeing 
her son again. Ryan ran to her arms and hugged his mother tightly. 


"Honey, be careful." Becca said, feeling the tight hug nearly crushing 
her. 


"I'm sorry, it's just that dad taught me to use my powers." 


"It's okay, it's okay." She hugged him again. "| missed you so much." 


The Boys had new clothes on, similar to the ones they usually wore. 
Waller gave Hughie an exact copy of his favorite jacket, green with a 
yellow and a white stripe on, Butcher an hawaiian shirt and dark 
trench coat (that didn't smell as bad as his real one) and MMa 
brown leather jacket and red sunglasses. Frenchie and Kimiko got a 
little more creative but Butcher had to insist they keep a low profile 
as they didn't know where Waller was sending them. 


"That's actually way more comfy than my actual jacket." Hughie 
said. "And has all these pockets on the inside, they look useful.” 


The door unlocked, Waller didn't say a word, she just walked out 
and they understood they were supposed to follow her. They 
followed her through the Belle Reve yard, the first time they saw the 
sky since they left Arkham. They walked to what seemed like a 
warehouse. Rock n' roll boomed inside the warehouse, Australian 
heavy metal to be more specific. A man had his back to them, he 
wore all blue and had a beanie on his head. 


"Boomer, turn this shit off" Waller ordered. 

He obeyed. 

"Helps my work, love." He said, presenting an Australian accent. 
"And don't call me love." 


The Boys approached the table, expecting machine guns and 
bullets, instead he was making boomerangs. Frenchie was the only 
one impressed, the technology, poisons, explosives a little of 
everything. Boomer turned to them, they noticed the little metallic 
boomerang attached to his beanie. 


"Aye, so these are the new fish from Earth Seven. Welcome to the 
Suicide Squad." 


"What is the name of this fucking team?" MM questoned. 


"Task Force X." Waller answered. "Suicide Squad is an informal 
name. Meet Digger Harkness, codename Captain Boomerang." 


"One of the few Suicide Squad veterans." Harkness bragged. "Been 
in and out for 15 years and never got killed." 


"He did get killed by a regular dude in a house burglary once, 
though. Haha." Someone said, a young man, closer to Hughie's age. 
Plaid pants, striped short, spikey blonde hair and domino mask, all 
blue and yellow, he was flashy even for costume standards. 


"Put a sock in, kid." Harkness told him. 
"You shut up. And don't call me kid." 


"You both shut up." Waller said. "This is Axel Walker, aka Trickster 
as 


"It's not ‘Trickster 2’, it's just 'Trickster’." Walker corrected. He went 
to shake Hughie's hands. "I really liked when you die in Hunger 
Games." 


"That was not me... - -" Hughie tried to say but was interrupted by 
Trickster's loud scream and saw his arm detaching from his body. 
Trickster walked backwards in 'pain' after losing his arm. The 
scream turned into laughter and Hughie noticed the arm was in fact 
a prosthesis. Both Boomerang and Waller rolled their eyes. 


"You put this prank up for the hundredth time again and I'll put a 
boomerang up yer bum." Boomer warned. 


"The others can get their asses here and quit being shy. Now." 
Waller said and two more people in costume came from the same 
room as Trickster. One of them was a black man wearing a black 
suit similar to a modern-day ninja, some of the parts of the suit wore 
red and had spider symbols on it. 


"Eric Needham, codenamed Black Spider." Waller introduced. 
"Thinks he's a hero, he's not but got standards despite being a 
raging murderer. Kind of like you guys." 


The other was a girl, she looked very young, maybe even a 


teenager. She had red hair and wore a red cape, her suit was purple 
and white. A belt with several guns. 


"She's a Jane Doe," Waller said. "First name possibly Sasha, don't 
know, don't care. You call her Scarlett." 


"Nice to meet you all." She said, her face barely moved, just a slight 
movement on her mouth, she was aware of the uncanniness. "I had 
a face transplant." She explained. 


"Chester, | told you all to come in here." Waller said. 


"I'm here already, love." A British man answered. He stood in a dark 
corner of the warehouse, his face visible for a moment by the flame 
of his lighter as lit up his cigarette, just a dot of light accompanied by 
the silhouette of a tall thin man wearing a trench coat. 


"Didn't you hear what | told Harkness?" Waller asked. 


The man approached them, he was white, his trench coat was black 
and his hair dyed purple, he wore a Union Jack shirt. A wicked smile 
on his face. 


"Sorry, guv." Manchester said. "Just trying to be nice. Name's 
Manchester Black." He told the Boys, standing in front of Butcher 
and blowing smoke on his face. "No codename." 


"Black is going to be the only meta on the team other than 
Miyashiro." Waller said. 


"I'm seeing a pattern here." Butcher said. "How did you choose this 
team?" 


"Similar files, personalities, to blend together." 
"Which means Deadshot's out." Black said. "Am | team leader?" 
"| think you'll get disappointed, mate." Butcher said. 


"You'll both get disappointed. You're all soldiers here, collaborative 
effort, no official team leader." 


"Why the bloody hell, not?" Black asked. 


"Because you two are the only with the experience and British 
smokers in trench coats are not fucking trustworthy. Now be quiet 
and be ready to go to Earth Seven." 


"We're going home?" MM asked. 


"Not exactly. How's your Russian, Mr. Milk?" 


"So you've seen the Fortress of Solitude?” Dirk Armstrong, an Earth 
One former Daily Planet columnist turned podcaster, asked. 


Homelander was sitting in front of him on the other side of the table 
with his face close to a mic. A screen behind Dirk separated two 
comment sections, one from Earth One and the other with the 
comments from Earth Seven. 


"Yes, | had a little tour." Homelander said. 


"You know he stole the name from Doc Savage?" Armstrong asked, 
in reference to the pulp hero who had an Artic based Fortress of 
Solitude before Superman. 


"| thought that, | wasn't sure if it was a thing here. The amount of 
animals he has there, weapons, technology that could probably wipe 
out the whole world. Some scary stuff." 


"| question if that's legal.” 
"Should question if it's moral." 


"The only people he let go in there are his pals like the Olsen kid, 
Kent and Lois Lane." 


"Who you know are biased." 


"The safe is open." A thug wearing a tracksuit with a Russian accent 


as well. He was prying it open with a crowbar. 


"Nina wants payday, speed up. Or else | step in." A nearly identical 
compatriot ordered. 


"We are trying to, Dmitri. You used the drug, yes?" One of them 
questioned. 


"Yes, | have. | do not want to damage the safe, Nina said not to take 
it. But | say fuck her." Dmitri said. 


"| heard, he was caught on Earth One." Another said. 
"Who?" Dmitiri asked. 
"Serge. You remember him?" The underling asked. 


Dmitri thought about what he said for a moment, until a look of 
recognition dawned upon him. 


"Oh yes, Frenchman. Who caught him, lvan?" Dmitri asked. 
"Batman, Nina was upset to hear that.” Ivan replied. 
Dmitri chuckled. 


"So she lost favorite sex toy to Batman. She want him back? | heard 
she has been speaking to Frenchman's ex." Dmitri said. 


"| assume so." Ivan said. 


Just then another one was dragged off into the shadows by 
something unseen. Then lvan was knocked out. However, Dmitri 
was not scared. 


"You do not scare me. Try fighting me like a man, pussy." Dmitri 
taunted. 


Just in front of him was Termite. 
"I'll let you make the first swing."Dmitri said. 


Termite smiled at the boss in a smug manner. He punched him 


using all his strength. Yet the boss did not look hurt at all. 


"My turn." Dmitiri said punching the supe across the face knocking 
him down. Before he proceeded to pound on the downed supe 
creating cracks on the concrete floor. As he prepared to finish him 
off, Dmitri looked at the safe, and an idea hatched in his mind. Dmitri 
went over to the safe and lifted it over his head as though it were an 
empty bin. He planted his foot on Termite's chest to pin him to the 
ground. 


"No please! Don't you know who | am?" Termite pleaded 


"Termite, right? Your movies, they are awful." Dmitri said. Until, 
Termite in a moment of instinct shrunk down. 


Dmitri dropped the safe where Termite's head would have been. 
Dmitri flipped over the safe, but there was no blood or guts on the 
ground. That was when he felt something on his leg trying to 
clamber on it. Dmitri shrieked before he fell down on the ground. 


"NO! Not like that!" He pleaded as he felt the tiny supe reach his 
destination. He tried to crush him by sitting down, but it was too late. 
He could feel him climb inside. Dmitri braced himself for his ignoble 
end only for nothing to happen. All that happened was a sudden 
burst in his rear and yet he was still alive. 


"Dmitri? Are you okay?" Ivan asked, now up and rubbing his head. 


"ja!" He replied as he got up before feeling something warm run 
down his leg. 


Some of his men started to laugh. 


"What?" Dmitri asked, unaware of the bloody red stain on the seat of 
his pants. 


Flying away from the studio, Homelander found Green Lantern Guy 
Gardner waiting for him. Gardner looked angry and unhappy about 
being there. 


"Supposed to fly to the Hall of Justice to get you back home, let's 
go." Gardner said. 


"| Know my way." Homelander answered. 


"So maybe | should quit babysitting and hope some supervillains 
squash you." 


"What's your problem, Gardner?" 


"The Boyscout did something nice for your kid and you still use that 
as ammunition in your beef, that's my problem. | really should just 
leave you." 


"What would be of me without the Green Lantern number 3?" 
Homelander sarcastically asked. 


"What? You think you're special? We met other Superman copies, 
you know what else?" Gardner put his finger on Homelander's chest 
and with each word, poked him once. "They're all more powerful 
than you. Go check Watchtower's files on the Supermen of the 
Multiverse, you're weaker than all of them." 


Homelander's eyes lit up red, Guy made a construct of a chain with 
a wrecking ball and swung it around. 


"Go ahead." Guy dared. "Make my day." Homelander just flew away 
and Guy undid the construct. "That's what | thought." 


Gardner then followed Homelander to the Hall of Justice. 


Stormfront entered the League's conference room to find 
Homelander staring at a hologram. Homelander's expression was 
full of self-pity and bitterness. The hologram presented a stoic man 
with a strong jaw and blue eyes wearing a red and blue outfit, much 
like Superman and Homelander. The man wore red tights and had a 
white star on his chest shaped similar to a bird. 


"Who's that?" Stormfront asked, concerned about Homelander. 


"Samaritan, protector of Astro City. He's from a different universe. 
Leader of the Honor Guard, saves hundreds of lives everyday, 
strongest man in the world, much stronger than me." 


"Why are you looking at that?" 


Homelander presses a button and the hologram switches to a white- 
haired man who also resembled Superman, this man wore gold 
bracelets and his suit was red and white with no sleeves. 


"And that's Supreme. This-This fucking guy..." Homelander laughs, 
a sad desperate laughter. "He can punch through the multiverse and 
shit, and in his Earth, he's been around since the 1930s." 


"Why the fuck are you looking at that?" Stormfront said, in a more 
emphatic tone. 


"Gardner said | should, it would show how unimportant | am, he was 
right. I've been checking these archives for 2 hours and | learned 
about so many of them. Apollo, Utopian, Mr. Majestic, Ultiman..." 
Each name spoken was like an extra weight on Homelander's back. 
His mind was too heavy to continue, he stopped talking and took a 
few seconds before speaking again. "I'm the Homelander, the 
world's greatest superhero, but that doesn't mean jackshit when 
there are so many worlds. All that means is him." Homelander 
punched the button and the hologram switched to one of Superman. 
"The real fucking deal, Superman, we all just derivatives of the big 
man, the one who matters." 


"You're wrong.” Stormfront said. "You're not like any of them, our 
real world, the right world, made you to be the greatest of all, not to 
be like him." 


"Well, apparently he did better than me." Homelander pressed the 
button again and presented Superman, but in a different gray and 
black more militarized suit, the S on his chest resembled the SS 
logo. "Overman, the only difference between him and Superman 
was that he landed in Nazi Germany. Vought's dream or whatever, 
he did better, better than you, your fucking husband or me. Until-" 
Homelander's anger changed into an attempt to hold his laughter. 
"Until Uncle Sam, haha, and his 'Freedom Fighters’ started their 


revolution. We have nothing on them, we are nothing." 
Homelander turned his back to Stormfront and walked away. 


"We have the knowledge of this." Stormfront replied. "You're right, 
all of these go so beyond us, but now that we know, we can go 
beyond too. All we need is power, power for me, and the power you 
deserve." Homelander turned back to her. "You are what Frederick 
wanted, but he didn't want enough. Now we can go further, we can 
take back the place that is ours by blood and honor." 


Homelander took a deep breath as he looked at Stormfront. 

"What do you have in mind?" He asked. 

"They leave these files open?" 

"All the multiverse files are free to be checked without a password." 
Stormfront held Homelander's hand. 


"Let's learn from them, how they got their powers. Starting with the 
Marvels, | want to know all about them." 


Full of Ecstasy and Fire 


Waller stood before the assembled team in front of a projection. 


"In 1984, on Earth Seven, Vought's premier hero known as Soldier 
Boy disappeared." Waller said. 


The Boys noticed MM's entire body tense upon hearing Soldier Boy. 


"Vought propaganda states that he sacrificed his life to stop a 
nuclear meltdown in Ohio. As you can guess, that was a lie." Waller 
said. 


"No shit, so how did he really die?" MM asked, sounding irritated. 
Waller looked at MM with no emotion clearly analyzing him. 


"In Nicaragua that same year, by the Soviets and Sandinistas of 
your world." Waller told him. 


MM looked stunned. 
"Sandi-what?" Boomerang asked. 


"You mean Soldier Boy was running with the Contras?" Butcher 
asked. 


"Oi, | didn't get my question answered pom." Boomerang protested, 
but his remark was ignored. 


"Not quite, he and his team went there because Vought wanted to 
show support.” Waller explained. 


"Am | gonna get my bloody question answered?" Boomerang asked. 


"To answer your question, Digger, the Sandinistas were a 
Communist political movement. The Contras were an anti- 
communist organization in Nicaragua." Waller explained. 


"The Contras were a part of Operation Charly. The CIA needed to 


get funds for the Contra so they smuggled drugs to black 
neighborhoods in our US. Soldier Boy was a part of that." MM 
explained bitterly. "| should have known." 


"That happened in your world too?” Black Spider asked. 

"Why is that some sort of cosmic constant?" MM rhetorically asked. 
There was an awkward silence in the room. 

"| didn't know that." Hughie admitted. 


"Thank you for the insight, Mr. Campbell. However, Mr. Milk, Soldier 
Boy had no direct involvement, he and his teammates were brought 
to raise morale. They had only been there for a short time before the 
camp they were in was attacked. Soldier Boy was killed by an anti- 
supe weapon known as CBL Red. Your mission is to retrieve it from 
your Moscow." Waller said. 


"How do you know this?" MM asked. 


"Your former commander, Grace Mallory, was in charge of the 
operation." Waller said. 


The rest of the Boys looked at MM sitting there completely silent and 
wide-eyed as he processed the information. Butcher on the other 
hand seemed pissed. 


"Run that back by us again love, you're telling us that Mallory was 
hiding information on an anti-supe weapon that took out Soldier Boy 
for decades and never told us this." Butcher asked. 


"Yes." Waller bluntly told him. 


The Hall of Doom flew above Earth Seven's clouds. The dreadful 
headquarters of the Legion of Doom was like the top half of a black 
skull, the shape allowed it to go unnoticed by radars and could 
easily go unnoticed by that Earth's technology. Inside, Black Manta's 
men took the last box of V24 to be sold. Black Manta watched this 
while Doctor Poison analyzed a sample of the green formula on her 


table. 
"That was the last batch." Black Manta said. "Any luck recreating it?" 


"| have many creative ideas for this chemical compound but... No, | 
can't recreate it exactly as it is." She answered. 


"Scarecrow did it.” 
"The original, the temporary formula is much more tricky." 


Doctor Poison was a woman with terrifying eyes, most of her face 
covered by a black leather cowl, still revealing her big teeth, her 
body covered by a heavy black leather uniform with gloves on her 
small hands. A large wooden box floated and fell between Black 
Manta and Doctor Poison, the nails flew out of the box, revealing it 
was full of gold bars. 


"We wouldn't have even half of this if the same clients didn't have to 
buy again." Doctor Polaris said. "We need the temporary version to 
keep selling." 


"The only thing similar in our Earth is the Quantum-Juice that spread 
in the Dakota." Doctor Poison said. "Even the permanent version of 
Compound V is much lighter; to recreate the V24, might take me a 
long time." 


They heard someone approach them. They turned and saw a large 
Gorilla wearing a purple cape approaching them: Gorilla Grodd. 


"That will be difficult, our infiltrator has just informed me that this 
product wasn't supposed to be ready until two years from now." 
Grodd said. 


"You think, someone helped Vought?" Manta asked. 


"Yes, | do." Grodd bluntly told him. "Fortunately, / should be able to 
synthesize it. All we just need is more." 


Unbeknown to the Legion of Doom, Lex Luthor and his Secret 


Society of Supervillains watched and heard every move from them 
in real-time at their lair. The Society sat around their skull table 
seeing the Legion's argument on the holographic screen. 


"Do you still have access to their cameras?" The Brain asked 
Luthor. 


"I built the Hall of Doom, of course." Luthor answered. "You heard 
what they said, we can consider this problem solved." 


"| don't understand." Arkillo said. 


“Edgar will put out the information of a large cargo of V24 ina 
certain location, when the Legion comes to get it, they'll find the 
Justice League waiting. Won't you?" 


The holographic screen is divided in two, on the right side, Stan 
Edgar is in his office. 


"It can be arranged." Stan Edgar said. "If they have the means to 
access the information about the cargo ship they stole. Perhaps we 
could even solve two problems at once, tell me, Mr. Luthor, do you 
believe Homelander would survive an encounter with this Legion of 
Doom?" 


"He would with Superman around. His irritating sense of morality 
means he must save even the worse of the worse." 


"Well, perhaps the Justice League will be late for the party." 


Cold day in Moscow, Earth Seven. On a highland in the city, a flash 
of light appeared, and there were Butcher, Manchester, Hughie, 
Trickster, Mother's Milk, Black Spider, Kimiko, Scarlett, Frenchie, 
and Captain Boomerang. MM was sweating, he removed his shirt, 
threw it on the ground and set it on fire. 


"What the bloody hell is he doing?" Manchester Black questioned. 


"There's crossed juice on my shirt, can't risk this shit spreading to 
my world." MM answered. "Why the fuck didn't you just sent us to 


the our universe, Waller?"* 


"I'm sorry, Mr. Milk, does your universe traveling machine work 
better?" Waller sarcastically asked. 


"You ended up in a zombie world too?" Trickster asked. "There was 
a zombie Adam Strange there and | saw the corpse of Giganta!" 


"Those things were worse than zombies." 


"You think that's bad?" Frenchie asked. "| was a cartoon! And 
supervillains tried to put my brain on the body of a singe!" 


"| ended up in a version of our world where we all supes and work 
for the CIA." Hughie told them. "Butcher and the others thought | 
worked for Vought nearly killed. And I'm Scottish apparently.” 


"You can catch up later." Waller told them. "Now you have work to 
do." 


"You heard the boss, lads." Manchester Black said. "Let's go." 


Manchester walked towards the city, expecting to be followed, 
Butcher passed by him and took the lead. MM put on his extra shirt, 
still on the edge from what he had experienced. He heard the sound 
of somebody sucking on a straw, and saw Kimiko drinking a cup of 
something called 'Mocha Cola’ and wearing a pair of pink 
sunglasses she didn't have before. 


The Boys walked the cold streets of Moscow with the other 
members of the Suicide Squad, all of them in civillian clothing except 
for Manchester Black whose usual attire didn't not get any extra 
attention. Everywhere they looked, graffiti of Homelander, Queen 
Maeve or other supes as monsters, reminiscent of old Communist 
propaganda, some of the newer included the Justice League, Black 
laughed at Superman's arts. 


"No way," Trickster said and raced towards a DVD stand. A man 
was selling bootleg DVDs, some of Vought Studios but those 
weren't the ones that caught his attention. "They're bootlegging 
movies from our Earth! Check this out, 'Gray Ghost Begins’, 'Warrior 
Angel IV - The Quest for Peace’, they even have that shitty remake 


of the Silver Blade!" 


"What does it say here?" Butcher asked MM, pointing to the DVDs 
with pictures of the real superheroes from Earth One. 


"Real footage." MM translated. 


That section had DVDs with footage of Superman fighting 
Doomsday, the Justice League fighting Starro, and one in particular 
presented a younger Captain Boomerang wearing a skirt-like shirt 
with many boomerangs in it and a hat similar to a flight attendant 
rather than a beanie, he was fighting another Flash and a young 
Kid-Flash with red hair. 


"What happened to this outfit, Digger?" Trickster asked. 
"Those were different times." He answered. 


"Well, well, look at the jewel of the crown." Butcher said. "Superman 
vs the Elite, live from the moon and from the Metropolis. | watched 
this before, wasn't that when you cried in front of the whole world?" 
He asked Manchester. 


"Why don't you shut your trap, you dumb bird? Before | bollocks ya. 
Manchester answered, poking fun at the TV dramatization of 
Butcher killing Stillwell. 


"We have to move." Black Spider intervened. 


Trickster took his time to buy a few DVDs and then followed the 
others to a building at the end of the street. They walked into the 
building, a tall man in a leather mask waited for them, he wore navy 
blue and red, he had a cybernetic gun in the place of his left hand. 


"KGBeast, long time no see, mate." Digger greeted. 


"I'm not your mate, Boomerang." KGBeast answered, his accent 
was Clearly Russian. "Have what Waller promised?" 


Harkness paid KGBeast with a tiny bag of diamonds and he allowed 
them to choose a room in the building. Harkness laid on the bed 
while the others unpacked their guns and other equipment. 


"That supe dressed like a gimp from the future is from your Earth?" 
Butcher asked. 


"He used to be in the Suicide Squad, aye. One day he was just 
taking care of his business and was sucked into your Earth. Now he 
runs this place, the place you go in Earth Seven Moscow if you need 
to bring a bunch of guns, a hostage, or a meta-human killing 
weapon without questions." 


"Gotta take my hat for businessmanship. Now we need to talk about 
breaking into that military complex." 


"| broke into a thousand military complexes back when | was 
murdering for the majesty." Manchester said. 


"Not in my world, so why don't you just sit this one out and let the 
voice of experience speak." 


Black and Butcher and started an argument. They all learned some 
brand new British expressions that did not sound very flattering. 
Black Spider spoke to MM. 


"That's why Waller wanted a team with similar personalities." 
"So they can clash like this?" 


"No, without a team leader, she wanted us to bond and knew neither 
of the Brits would take too much charge of the mission." 


"Bond over what? Being the one black dude? What? Did somebody 
already use the Afro Web, motherfucker? No one wants to be here, 
Waller got a team that won't stay together, no wonder somebody 
always dies in these missions." 


Maeve was lying down in her bed. The floor was littered with liquor 
bottles, beer cans, and even some wine bottles. Despite this, 
Maeve's hangover was not bad. She looked up and saw Ashley 
approaching the bed. She looked concerned. 


"What?" Maeve asked not even leaving the bed. 


"Elena's missing." Ashley said. 
Maeves' world stopped upon hearing that. 
"What?" Maeve could only reply. 


"Her sister filed a missing person report, she disappeared yesterday. 
The police found the vehicle that allegedly abducted her outside a 
candy store, but it was torched. No bodies inside of it though." 
Ashley said. 


Maeve was completely silent. It was Homelander, she was almost 
certain of it. 


"Is there anything | can do?" Ashely weakly asked. 
"Get out." Maeve told her. 


Remembering her previous one-to-one talk with Maeve, Ashley 
decided to leave. 


Maeve took out her phone and called Donna. 

"Hello?" Circe asked. 

"He took her." Maeve told her. 

"Who?" Circe asked, feigning oblivious. 

"Homelander he took Elena. | know it!" Maeve told her. 
"Are you sure?" Circe asked. 


"He had some people with a van abduct her! Then he torched it!" 
Maeve said practically tearing out her hair. 


"Are you certain it was Homelander?" Circe asked. 
"Yes, who else could it be?" Maeve asked. 
"The Justice League." Circe said. 


"Why would they do that?" Maeve asked. 


"Think about it. Martian Manhunter is a telepath, the greatest on 
Earth One. He's probably been looking through the minds of 
everyone in Vought Tower looking for evidence to pin against you." 
Circe said. 


"What makes you say that?" Maeve asked. 
"Tell me something you know Homelander, right?" Circe asked. 


"Yes, | do. This is the same kind of shit he would pull." Maeve 
responded. 


"Would he tell you it the first chance he got?" Circe questioned. 
"No, it was Ashley." Maeve said. 
"If that's what you believe.” Circe said. 


Maeve hung up from the call. Anxiety started to take hold of her 
thoughts. Did Homelander kill Elena? Or maybe the Justice League 
faked her abduction? 


The Boy and the Suicide Squad observed the Russian stone 
building from far with binoculars. 


"Waller did us no favors." MM said. "That ain't a lab. It's a military 
compound." 


"Russian military compound." Butcher argued. 
"Earth Seven Russian military compound." Black added. 


"We'll come here when it's late at night and it will be like storming a 
Baja Fresh." 


"Why wait? Boomer." 


Captain Boomerang stepped up and launched a boomerang toward 
the compound. He put out a phone screen from his pocket and 
watched the trajectory of the boomerang. 


"What the fuck was that?" MM asked. "We're supposed just to 
observe." 


"Little something | built before Waller sent us here." Harkness 
explained. "Will give me full access to their security system and we 
can just walk in." 


"You forgot the reds with AKs in there." 


In the premises of the compound, one of the guards saw Trickster 
waving at him, pulling his pants down, and showing the guard his 
butt. The guard got offended and walked over to Trickster, that was 
the moment when Scarlett put a gun behind his head. 


"Don't move." She said, 


They dragged the guard inside the lab and took his access card and 
gun. The guard presented a slight smile. 


"What is he smirking for?" Manchester asked. 


Behind them, was a group of five guards with machine guns. Black 
used his powers to take away their weapons and throw their bodies 
against the wall. It seemed like they were unconscious, but one of 
them tried to reach for his gun. Black Spider stepped on him, took 
the gun, and used to knock him down in the head. 


"You looked more powerful in the videos." Butcher teased. 


"You can blame Superman for that." Black answered, not a quick 
quip but genuinely upset, his eyes were black and green and he had 
his hand on his head like he had a strong headache. 


MM went to use the guard's access card, and when the guard 
attempted to stop him, MM knocked him down with a punch. 


"Rocky IV, motherfucker." MM said and took one of the machine 
guns on the floor. 


In the lab, one of the scientists held a hamster with light brown fur. 
He picked a needle with Compound V and was about to inject it 
when someone entered the lab. The Boys and the Suicide Squad 


had their guns pointed at the scientists. 


"Red Dawn, motherfuckers!" MM announced, pointing his rifle at 
them. 


"Cuff them." Both Butcher and Black said at the same time and 
exchanged angry looks. 


One of the scientists pressed a button to call for help, but nothing 
happened. 


"That won't work, mate." Captain Boomerang explained. 


Hughie and Trickster zip-cuffed the scientists. Hughie carefully put 
the hamster back in his cage. He showed MM the syringe. 


"Were they about to make a supe hamster?" Hughie asked. 


"Probably trying to learn about the V." MM said and pointed to the 
name in the cage. "Says his name is Jamie." 


"Jamie." Hughie said and took the cage away from the scientists. 


They started searching around the lab, every inch of space, all of 
them but Captain Boomerang who refused to search in tiny spaces. 


"Your meta-human killing gun won't be in a drawer." He explained 
and walked to a sort of tank, big enough for a whole person to fit 
inside. "My bet is that it's in there." 


"| can crack it open." Trickster said. 
"Yeah, nah. | have more experience than you in this department." 


Captain Boomerang put out his tools to open the tank. The scientists 
observed this with fear. One of them, an older man with glasses, 
glanced at the Compound V left on the table. He had a scalpel 
hidden on his sleeve and used to cut the zip cuffs. He quickly 
grabbed the syringe, at this moment, Black Spider turned around 
and shot him in the head. Manchester Black looked disappointed. 


"We were not supposed to make any..." He hesitated, and saw the 


syringe was on the scientist's shoulder and fully injected, red light 
shone from the bullet hole, his mouth and glowed on his face. 
"Noise..." 


The scientist got up and shot fire out of his entire face. The fire 
started to spread on the lab, the zip cuffed scientists were the ones 
burning to death, unable to move away. The Boys shot the newly 
supe transformed man but the bullets only slowed him down. 
Manchester Black used his powers to stop the fire from hitting them. 


"Protect me." Harkness said. "I'm your chance to get this weapon." 


"You're having a laugh if you think | can't beat this freak by myself." 
Black argued. 


"It doesn't matter." MM said. "There's a whole squadron of reds 
coming in here to see what caused this mess." 


"Actually, | took care of this already." Trickster explained. 


A squadron of Russian soldiers ran towards the lab carrying their 
gun. Suddenly, they stopped, unable to move with their feet stuck on 
the floor. Looking down, they saw their boots were glued to the floor, 
this glue covered the entire way to the lab. 


Manchester held the scientist away with his telekinesis. Frenchie ran 
from behind him and hit the supe's face with a fire-extinguisher, it 
melted with the impact and put the fire away. Black Spider and 
Scarlett proceeded to shoot him. He got up and started following 
Black Spider, until Scarlett started shooting, so he started to follow 
her, as the fire from his face became stronger but he couldn't 
concentrate as the two shooters ran in opposite directions. Hughie 
ran to where he left the hamster's cage to take him away from the 
fire, giving the supe the opportunity to aim at Hughie. Butcher hit the 
scientist with his crowbar, that didn't do anything but piss him off, he 
gave an angry murderous look at Butcher. Before he could use his 
power, the supe's head exploded as Manchester sent a wave of 


energy at full strength towards it. Hughie's face got covered with 
blood. 


"Still got it." Manchester tiredly said, as he lit up a cigarette. 
"Done!" Harkness announced. 


The tank was open, a thick white fog obscured their vision. As it 
dissipated, a man was revealed inside the tank, long hair and a for 
very long grown beard, he had an oxygen mask on his face. Butcher 
looked at him, he knew who this man was. 


"Soldier Boy..." Butcher whispered. 


Soldier Boy broke out of his restraints, removed the oxygen mask 
and stepped out of the tank. Mother's Milk was speechless, scared, 
powerlessly watching Soldier Boy break free. Until Captain Boomer 
put an inhibitor collar on his neck and pushed Soldier Boy to the 
ground. 


"Got him." Captain Boomerang said to Waller, touching his earpiece. 
"You knew about this!?" MM asked. 


"Just me, mate. We also knew about your history with the bloke, 
aye. Waller thought it would be safer if only | knew." 


"Step away, Boomer." MM ordered pointing his gun at him. "This 
collar takes his powers, which means | can actually kill this piece of 
shit." 


"Put the gun down, Milk." Waller spoke in his earpiece, he started 
hearing the bomb on his neck ticking. "| won't say it again." 


Fab five Freddy told me everybody's fly... That song echoed in MM's 
mind with memories of himself watching Solid Gold as a child with 
his grandfather. DJ spinnin’, | said: My, My... It kept playing in his 
mind with images of a car going through his apartment and his 
grandfather dead on the ground. He couldn't hear the bomb ticking 
anymore, even if it still was. He kept his gun pointed to Soldier Boy. 
Black Spider removed the gun from MM's hand and pushed him 
aside. 


"What the fuck, Needham." MM said. 


"| just saved your life." Black Spider answered. "We just went 
through a Suicide Squad mission with no casualities, that's rare, I'd 
like to keep it like this..." 


Soldier Boy's body was lit up, his chest was glowing, the pieces of 
destruction near him started moving. He got up, pushing Captain 
Boomerang away and sending a blast of energy out of his chest 
towards Black Spider that went through the wall behind him, he 
liberated the blast with a scream. When he was done, Soldier Boy 
breathed heavily, and Black Spider was reduced to ashes and 
gutters. Soldier Boy was about to turn to Captain Boomerang but 
MM punched him in the face and knocked him out. 


"Bloody hell, | didn't know he had this power." Harkness said. 
"He didn't." MM said. 


The inhibitor collar's light turned white, same as the bracelets the 
Boys the rest of the Squad were wearing. All of them were taken 
with a flash of light. 


* So for anyone curious as to what the Boys were talking about, 
on AO3 there is a story written by AGoodCraftsman titled "The 
Boys take a peep at the multiverse”. | will be posting it on this 
site soon, as I have their permission. 


Gods and Monsters Part 1 


Soldier Boy got up from where he was resting like a catapult all 
while hyperventilating. He looked around and saw that he was not in 
the Russian lab. 


"What the fuck?" He asked, looking at his surroundings. 


"Mr. Thomson." Amanda Waller said, her voice being used through 
an intercom. 


"Who is this?" Soldier Boy asked. It had been a while since anyone 
called him by his last name. 


"My name is Amanda Waller. My task force rescued you from your 
Earth's Russia." Waller explained. 


"The fuck? What do you mean by my Earth?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"You've been away for some time, roughly thirty years." Waller said. 
"| think it would be best for us to go over it slowly." 


Soldier Boy frowned upon hearing this. 


"Listen, cooze, no one tells me what | can and cannot handle." 
Soldier Boy told her. 


There was a brief bit of silence. 


"It involves the Multiverse. Your earth, Earth Seven, has been 
caught in some sort of dimensional fusion with my earth, Earth 
One." Waller explained as the television in the room turned on 
showing a depiction. 


Soldier Boy was silent. 


"| understand what you're saying.” Soldier Boy lied. "What does this 
bullshit have to do with me?" He asked. 


"| thought you would be a welcomed addition to our ranks. Seeing 


as how your employers have moved on." Waller said. 


This time the television showed a picture of Homelander. Soldier 
Boy chuckled upon seeing him. 


"Who's this supposed to be? My replacement?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"Yes, he's known as Homelander. He is Vought's number-one hero 
and leader of the Seven, Payback's successors. However, it's likely 
that is not going to last." Waller said. 


This time an image of The Justice League replaced Homelander. 


"This is the Justice League. My world's premiere Superhero team." 
Waller informed Soldier Boy. 


"And?" Soldier Boy asked, sounding irritated. 


"The Justice League has been outperforming the Seven even 
without the various skeletons in the Seven and Vought's closet. 
Before you were abducted, Vought said that trip to Nicaragua was to 
showcase how Supes would benefit the armed forces. Am | 
correct?" Waller said. 


"Yeah. Barring me it was a fucking disaster." Soldier Boy said not 
wanting to think about that day. His skin was practically blanched. 


"Our intel states Vought is creating a new form of Compound V to 
give to the military. This formula grants the user superpowers for 
twenty-four hours." Waller explained. 


Soldier Boy realized what this meant. 

"So basically, Vought, is going to send all the supes home with a 
‘fuck you very much note’ and put regular asswipes in their places 
with this new V dope?." Soldier Boy. 


"Yes." Waller simply replied in a manner a disgruntled teacher would 
address a failing student. 


“Alright, I'll join your little Task Force. On one condition." Soldier Boy 
said. 


"Name it." Waller said. 


Russian officials moved the bodies of the dead scientists out of the 
burned lab. One of them was the scientist who injected himself with 
Compound V. The officials put him in a body bag and didn't notice 
when a small device fell on it. The area was secluded and the 
officials left. Once the place was empty, Batman jumped out of the 
ceiling and analyzed what happened. He knew they were doing 
experiments with Compound V when a group tried to take the 
scientists hostage and one of them injected himself and got fire 
powers but was killed. 


Batman found a technological disk mostly burned, some kind of 
blast hit whoever was holding it and went through a wall, there were 
ashes and dry blood, enough for collecting DNA. 


Ryan sat on the couch in Homelander's apartment. The boy was 
deep in thought about his mother at the Fortress. He turned to his 
father. 


"Hey Dad?" Ryan asked. 
"Yeah?" Homelander asked. 


"How come you don't want me to leave the Tower anymore?" Ryan 
questioned. 


Homelander was taken aback by this. 
"Excuse me?" Homelander asked. 


"You never let me leave the tower or go to the Watchtower now. 
Why?" Ryan stated. 


Homelander was silent trying to think of an answer. 


"We don't want you to let the League make your future for you." 
Homelander said. 


"The reason you argued with mom was that you didn't want me to be 
isolated, which is what you are doing now." Ryan said. 


"It's completely different." Stormfront lied. 


"You don't even let me speak with the other kids. They were right 
about you." Ryan muttered to himself. 


"What did they say?" Homelander asked. 
"Flash's daughter said that she thinks you're a phony." Ryan said. 
Homelander's face tightened upon hearing that. 


"You'll find better friends in the future." Stormfront said, putting a 
hand on his shoulder. "Friends who are like you." 


Ryan angrily looked up at his father's lover and said: 
"You're not my mom." Ryan said. 
Stormfront was taken aback by this as Ryan went elsewhere. 


Stormfront was motionless she could almost feel tears coming from 
her eyes. Homelander on the other hand was mortified. He pulled 
Stormfront away to talk in private. 


"They're turning him against me." Homelander quietly said. 
"We have to do something." Stormfront said. "I'll hold another rally." 


"Gee, that's an amazing idea, why have we never thought of 
something like that before?" Homelander sarcastically told her. 


"What?" Stormfront asked. 


"lam fucking done with having to talk, right now we need action." 
Homelander said. 


"What are you going to do?" Stormfront asked. 


Homelander knew what he needed to do. 


Soldier Boy looked at himself in the mirror, his new suit looked just 
like the old one, he now had a haircut but still a bit long and had a 
beard. He put on his mask but didn't fit right with the long hair. 


"| never liked this shit anyway." He said and ripped the cowl out of 
the suit. "You got the suit, what about my fucking shield?" 


"The Justice League got the original," Amanda Waller said. "We 
made you a new one." 


A guard standing next to Amanda Waller opened a bag and handed 

Soldier Boy the shield identical to his old one but he refused to take 

it. 

"If your lapdog can carry it with one hand, you got it wrong." He said. 
Waller pulled out a remote and pressed a button, the guard dropped 


the shield as it suddenly became heavy, so much its fall cracked the 
ground. 


"It's made of inertron, a metal from a thousand years in our future. 
Superior to that piece of scrap you had in every way, try pressing 
the button on your left glove." 


He did as she requested and the shield flew from the ground and 
attached to his arm. 


"Man, starting to like the future. Gotta give it to you, cooze, this 
almost compensates for not having chop-socky oriental sauce." 


"Don't flatter your Earth. Vought doesn't have a percentage of our 
resources." 


"I still don't get it. It's all different when it comes to Vought and 
Supes but all the same in everything else? How come you had 
Cosby and Eisenhower but not me and Vought?" 


"Ever read comics?" 


"Do | look like Potsie Weber to you? I'm not a fucking nerd. But | 
follow it. | have to go back to the real world, to get payback." 


"Take the job and we'll help you." 
"What kind of job?" 


"Leading a team, and these ones aren't betraying when they have 
bombs in their heads. There was a man who used to have this job, 
his name was Rick Flag. I've been trying to replace him but haven't 
found the right man. Until | read your file, you're a piece of a shit." 
Soldier Boy didn't like the remark but Waller just grinned. "Which is 
just what | need. More than that, you're a bulletproof piece of shit, 
which comes handy." 


"Okay, nice pitching, but what do | need you for?" 


"Do | have to draw a picture for you, soldier? You literally woke up in 
a different world, you have nothing. | can send you back to Earth 
Seven and you can get arrested by the Justice League on the first 
day. Even if you succeeded at killing the Payback by yourself, what 
then? You have no bank account, no address and have been legally 
dead for 30 years. But if you work for me, you can have a new 
identity and a job perfect for a man like you. You are swimming in 
uncharted waters, don't you want the sharks on your side? 


A-Train left a store and just to face a paparazzi recording him and 
following him through the street. 


"Hi, how are you doing?" The paparazzi said. 


"Come on, man, let's stop that." A-Train said. "Bro, stop. It's Sunday, 
| wanna be left alone." 


"| Know it's Sunday, people want to see you every day. Did you 
thank the Flash for taking you to the hospital? Is it true you're 
banned from Godolkin events?" 


"Why do you gotta ruin someone's Sunday? Why can't you just get 
your shot and leave?" 


"It's a video, not a photo." 


"Still sucks.” 


"You think the Flash is older than you? | mean, even the old Flash 
from the 40s is faster than you." 


A-Train removed his glasses, the paparazzi put his camera. 


"Look at me in the eyes like a man." A-Train said. "Right now you're 
like a bitch." 


"Why don't you answer any of my questions?" 
"Why don't you leave me the fuck alone?" 


Suddenly, the paparazzi dropped the camera, his hand was burned 
and the camera was melting on the ground. A-Train looked up and 
saw Homelander flying in the sky, he pointed to a direction and flew 
there, A-Train ran in the same direction. 


Homelander landed on a building and A-Train quickly entered from 
the door. 


"Was'up?" A-Train said. 


"| heard about your beef with the Flash, | mean, everybody heard. 
Yikes, that was not pretty, but he still saved your life, which is just 
further proof that he's faster than you." 


"Listen, man, if you're thinking I'm telling anything to the Earth One 
narcs because of that I'm not." 


"I'm not here to threaten, A-Train. | mean, at this point, I'd just kill if | 
thought you were a threat. No, no, no, | want to offer a chance to be 
back with the Seven." 


"Seriously?" A-Train incredulously asked. 


"Dead serious. People need to remember who their heroes are, 
heroes from their world, they need the Seven, the Seven they know 
and love. The Flash is faster than you, fuck it, you're still A-Train, | 
have crowds of people on my side ready to love you. | already talked 
with Deep, he's in, | mean, he was desperate after the fiasco with 


Aquaman, that was just so sad." 
"Doesn't your girlfriend have a problem with that?" 
"Why would she?" 


"Right, why would she?" 


Soldier Boy walked into the darkroom and in the middle of it was his 
old sidekick Gunpowder tied to a chair. He looked bruised, and it 
seemed apparent that he was in the room for some time if his facial 
hair was anything to go by. 


"Soldier Boy?" Gunpowder asked, sounding astonished and terrified 
at the same time. 


Soldier Boy remained silent glaring at Gunpowder. There were a few 
seconds of confusion but as he realized what that situation meant, 
Gunpowder's fear escalated. 


"| thought you were dead." Gunpowder let out. 
Soldier Boy remained silent. 


"They all told me that the reds killed you, | swear!" He pleaded all 
while trying to free himself from the chair. 


Once more Soldier Boy remained silent. 


"Look, you can help me break out! | know where they all live 
nowadays! I'm still big with Vought!" Gunpowder told Soldier Boy. 


Soldier Boy was silent once more. 


"Say something please!" Gunpowder asked as tears almost came 
out of his eyes. 


Soldier Boy smirked. 


"| believe you." Soldier Boy said. 


Gunpowder looked relieved. 


"This pussy didn't attack me that day. The only one who didn't have 
the balls for it." Soldier Boy said. 


"So in other words he's dead weight?" Waller asked. 
"No! No! | can help you!" Gunpowder pleaded. 


"Really? Why didn't you help me out when Noir, the Twins, and 
Mindstorm attacked me?" Soldier Boy asked. "Swatto at least has 
the excuse of getting blown to shit, pussy." He added walking closer 
to his former sidekick. 


"| don't remember, the Commies they were fuckin’ everywhere! | lost 
track of everything before blacked out." Gunpowder said. "It was 
Mindstorm! It had to be him! Crazy fuck!" 


"I'm not going to kill you." Soldier Boy said and Gunpowder sighed in 
relief. "But these people will." Soldier Boy added. "So die with some 
dignity, you dipshit." 


"Crazy fuckin' Earth One Soroist bitch!" Gunpowder yelled. 


"Have him, I'mma get a beer."." Soldier Boy said and walked out of 
the room. 


"We already have the addresses of your former teammates. We 
already have members from your Earth with us. In fact, they helped 
bring you over here in the first place." Waller said. 


Soldier Boy stopped walking and contemplated this. 


"Alright, sounds good enough. See you never, Gunpowder." Soldier 
Boy said. 


"No! Don't leave me!" Gunpowder pleaded. 


As Soldier Boy exited the room, to his astonishment was a giant 
Shark man being led into the room. 


"Hi." King Shark waved. 


"What the fuck?" Soldier Boy quietly said to himself. 


King Shark went inside the room and looked at Gunpowder who was 
trying to free himself. 


"Num. Num." Nanaue said as he approached a screaming 
Gunpowder. 


He grabbed Gunpowder and hoisted him head first in his mouth 
before biting. Within seconds, he devoured the member of Payback 
whole. 


"So what can we expect to see from Dawn of the Seven following 
Starlight's betrayal?" A VNN reporter questioned Adam Bourke. 


"| can only say it's a disappointment, we're currently trying to 
downsize her part in the narrative." Bourke said. 


"In light of multiversal news will anything relating for the Justice 
League come into play?" The reporter asked. 


"One of their own, Booster Gold, requested a cameo, but turned it 
down following the alleged Herogasm scandal." Bourke explained. 


An explosion occurred at that moment, screams flooded the area. 
Out of the inferno, Black Manta walked out of the flames. 


"Security!" Bourke yelled out. 


Just then, a Security guard grabbed Adam Bourke by the throat. 
Bourke grabbed the guard's arm. Only for the guars' eyes to change 
to completely yellow. His body grew in size and transformed into a 
clay-like substance. 


"You must be the director. | have to say films like yours only 
showcase the decay of modern cinema." Clayface told Bourke. 


Not far, Manta and Cheetah spoke with Grodd. 


"Have you found any?" Grodd asked them. 


"No, not a single trace." Cheetah told them. 

"We've been had." Manta said. 

"We should leave before the Justice League arrive." Polaris said. 
Grodd looked around. 


"We've already made ourselves known, giving the League time to 
prepare and counterattack us." Grodd said. 


He looked around and noticed all of the people still present. 


"Or we can make them give it to us." Grodd said. 


The coroner examined the body of a scientist in the morgue, his 
cranium had exploded, and there was a mark of injection on his 
shoulder. Unbeknown to the coroner, Batman was right behind, 
sprayed him with knockout gas, and sat the coroner on a chair. 
Batman took the tracking device he placed on the body bag and 
examined the body himself. It was partially burned, and the body's 
position left after his death caused the blast to scorch the dead 
scientist's leg. Batman attempted to take a sample of the burned 
and intact skin with a scalpel but his flesh was too hard on where he 
wasn't burned. Batman had to resort to a Batarang and a hammer. 


"You invited them back!?" Stormfront asked. 


She and Homelander were in his room at the Seven Tower. She 
was angry, Homelander just walked around with hands behind his 
cape completely unbothered. 


"You said yourself, people gravitate towards their own." He said. "A- 
Train and Deep are their own." 


"But not our own. We keep one or two of them around to look good 
for the masses, we don't put them in the same team as us. Now that 
we're finally getting ahead against the Zionist League we don't need 


them. How can you trust them not to fuck up? You saw his little 
breakdown at Godolkin's." 


"Honey, they're not idiots. | mean, they are idiots, but not with me 
around because they know I'll rip their heads off in a heartbeat. 
There's a lot of stuff they could've snitched to the League or 
William's people or TMZ but didn't. They're not trouble." 


"| Know what they are." 
"Yeah, what is it?" 
"A coon and a hebe." 


"Oh for fuck sake." Homelander spoke slower, gesticulating with his 
fingers. "That's not important. | told you, we don't need a fucking 
master race, I'm the master race! The only color you should care 
about is blue, like the Compound V in our veins, you know why? 
Because if we don't watch out, it's going to become obsolete and 
replaced with aliens, magic or any gadget bullshit the League has. 
Our way of life and everything we have is on the line as these 
fucking invaders come to our home and force their ways down our 
throats!" 


"That's exactly what all the other races do! Why can't you see that?" 


"Because | may not be a boy scout but I'm also not a moron. | made 
my decision, move on." 


At the Watchtower, the DNA had a positive match on the criminal 
system, it belonged to Erik Needham, the Black Spider. The Atom 
entered the room where Batman was and showed the results for the 
other sample on the screen. 


"You won't believe this, Batman." Atom said. "You said his skin was 
hard but the burned tissue was normal? Turns out whatever caused 
it was pure radiation and literally burned the Compound V out of his 
system." 


"Burned out?" Batman questioned. 


"Yes, the radiation did." 

"Can you recreate it?" 

"lL can try." 

Mr. Terrific appeared on the screen. 


"Batman, Atom, | have the results of the disk you sent me." Mr. 
Terrific said. "It's government technology, one of their attempts to 
create Multiversial travel themselves." 


"Waller." Batman deduced. "She sent the Suicide Squad to take the 
weapon that destroys Compound V." 


"It's not a weapon, Batman." The Atom corrected. "There was 
foreign human DNA on the radiation, whatever created it, was 
biologically human." 


A-Train and the Deep walked into the Seven's meeting room. There 
sitting at the table were Homelander, Stormfront, Noir, and a heavily 
intoxicated Maeve. Stormfront glared daggers at both of them, with 
only A-Train glaring back. 


"A-Train, Deep, so glad you could make it. | want to clarify to you all 
that | am sorry." Homelander said. 


A-Train was taken aback by this apology. Homelander would never 
apologize to anyone. 


"Thanks." The Deep replied. 
"What's this about?" A-Train asked. 


"The Justice League." Homelander replied as he got up from his 
chair. 


"Ever since they've arrived they have been making us look like a 
bunch of morons at best to fucking degenerates at worst. They are 
taking everything from us because they think we can't measure up 


to them." Homelander said. 


"A-Train, racing is practically dead. The Flash has taken away your 
title. He's made you into a has-been." Homelander told A-Train. 


A-Train nodded bitterly. He practically had nothing left, save for his 
brother and his family. 


"Deep, Aquaman humiliated you after you offered him friendship." 
Homelander said. 


"| Know, my wife and | have been trying to call him. We tried to talk 
with his wife, but she practically hosed us with the ocean." The Deep 
said. 


"They're ruining us. My own son is starting to think I'm a horrible 
person because I'm not like Superman. Well, fuck that and all of 
them." Homelander said. 


"So what do we do, sir?" The Deep asked. 


"Next villain of theirs we run into, we kill them. | think | speak for all 
of us when their whole ‘thou shalt not kill’ rule is bullshit. | mean look 
at the Joker, how many times does he have to get a slap on the 
wrist after killing those people? We want respect, we start solving 
their issues." Homelander said. 


"What about the League?" Stormfront asked. 


"We make it a point that their methods suck when we are in front of 
the cameras." Homelander said. 


Homelander looked around the room. 

"Are we all in agreement?" Homelander asked. 
"lam." Stormfront said. 

"Sure." A-Train said. 


"Will do." Deep said. 


Noir showed him a note that said "Yes". 
Maeve was silent. 

"Maeve?" Homelander asked. 

"Where's Elena?" She questioned him. 
"Excuse me?" Homelander asked. 
"She's gone." Maeve said. 


"If you're accusing him of taking away yout little..." Stormfront 
accused only for Maeve to bash her head against the table breaking 
a chunk of it. A-Train let out a little smirk upon seeing that. 


"Easy. Easy." Homelander told her. 


"Maeve, you've known me for a long time. If | did have Elena 
kidnapped, don't you think | would have brought it up during my 
speech?" Homelander said. 


Maeve was shocked to hear this. Donna was right he didn't have a 
hand in this. 


"I'll help so long as you help me find her after all this." Maeve said. 
"Can do." Homelander said, smiling. 

Ashley then barged into the room. 

"You need to see this!" She told them as she turned on the TV. 


On the news, was the Legion of Doom who were presently holding 
the set for Dawn of the Seven hostage. 


Homelander smirked. 


The Boys were sitting at a lunch table at Belle Reve. All except for 
Mother's Milk who angrily poked at his food. 


"You okay?" Hughie asked, trying to alleviate the tension. 


MM glared at Hughie not saying a single word. Hughie turned to 
Butcher who let out a sigh. 


"Soldier Boy killed his grandparents when he was a kid." Butcher 
bluntly explained. 


"Oh, so Soldier Boy was your A-Train and Homelander?" Hughie 
said. 


"Except when | joined up with Mallory | assumed he was long dead.” 
MM said. 


"I'm pissed off at her too, but there's no way of knowing Soldier Boy 
was alive." Butcher said. 


MM glared at Butcher again. 


"What about that energy blast? | don't remember reading that 
Soldier Boy could do that." Hughie asked trying to turn the 
conversation to a different point. 


"The Russians were experimenting on him for decades, likely 
wanted to have their own supe." Frenchie said. 


"What do you think Waller is going to do with him?" MM asked 
Frenchie. 


"Maybe continue the experiments to learn about Compound V?" 
Frenchie asked. 


"She knew he was alive. Looks like she got another recruit." MM 
said. 


"Someone on par with Homelander might not be much here, but it's 
still useful. Especially for someone who puts bombs in peoples’ 
heads." Butcher said. 


"So he's going to be another inmate?" Hughie asked. 


"No, if anything he's probably going to become a security guard or 


something. We might not be from here, but we did break laws here. 
Him? He's only just been brought over." Frenchie said. 


A guard approached them. 
"Butcher, Waller requests you and your team." The guard said. 
MM got up. 


"Except for you, Milk, Miss Waller expects you to understand why." 
He told MM. 


MM glared, it was the only thing he could do. 


The Seven arrived at the shooting location. Bourke was in the grip of 
Grodd. 


"Long way from the zoo aren't you?" Homelander taunted Grodd. 
Grodd released Bourke who scurried away. 
"You won't get close enough to rip my arm off." Grodd said. 


Homelander looked surprised for a moment as that was his exact 
idea. Grodd pointed to his head. 


"Telepathy, but your reaction makes it clear just how little you 
prepared yourself. You're an even bigger idiot than The Joker 
proved, Homelander." Grodd said. 


Homelanders' eyes glowed red, but Grodd did not appear to be 
phased. Homelander fired, but in the path of the beams was Bizarro. 


Cheetah leaped onto one of the trailers brandishing her claws. 
Giganta grew to colossal size not far from them. Black Manta walked 
out of a fire, the red eyes of his helmet appeared to be locked onto 
the Deep. Clayface formed from what appeared to be a sentient pile 
of mud. Doctor Polaris flew above several pieces of equipment 
hovering with him. 


"Anyone have a preference?" Grodd asked his teammates. 
"I'll take on their Wonder Woman." Cheetah said. 

"No fair!" Giganta said. 

"Too late." Cheetah said. 

"Fine, I'll take the lightning one." Giganta said. 

Stormfront nervously looked at her opponent. 


"What the fuck are you?" Homelander said, staring at the clone in 
front of him. A distorted Superman. Still, he could recognize 
Superman's face. 


"Me am..." Before Bizarro could finish his sentence, Homelander 
punched him. 


Homelander punched him again, and again. Angrier at every blow. 
But the punches didn't do anything, Bizarro didn't react. After more 
punches, Homelander stopped, his fists hurting. Bizarro punched 
Homelander's jaw and he flew up above the clouds. Bizarro flew up 
there and hit Homelander with his ice vision, secluding him in a giant 
crystal. The crystal fell from up above and was completely destroyed 
as it hit the ground, releasing a confused Homelander. Bizarro 
landed behind and Homelander crawled as Grodd stood in front of 
him. 


"Me did bad!" Bizarro proudly stated. "Are enemies from Legion of 
Doom displeased?" 


"No Bizarro," Grodd. "We are very displeased. But you can go 
closer." 


Homelander glared his laser eyes at Grodd but before he shot, 
Bizarro broke Homelander's arm. His movements were now 
mechanical, lifeless as a machine being controlled. Homelander was 
thrown on the ground, his head sinking into the pavement, Bizarro 
kicked him, breaking his ribs. 


Stormfront tried to rush in and save Homelander only to be stomped 


on by Giganta as though she were nothing more than a common 
cockroach. When Giganta lifted her foot, Stormfront looked to be 
injured with her arms and legs looking crooked. 


Seeing her chance, Cheetah lunged at Maeve. Her claws embedded 
in her sternum before slashing Maeve in the face. Maeve screamed 
as Cheetah began to scratch the heroines' ribs. 


"Don't worry this will be over soon." Cheetah told her as she readied 
her claws. 


Noir threw a knife at Cheetah. Minerva dodged the blade only for 
Noir to be hit by a what looked to be a hammer made of clay. Noir 
was smacked down into one of the trailers creating a massive dent. 
Noir recovered and threw a smoke bomb at Clayface, once the 
smoke cleared Noir was gone. Clayface looked around only for Noir 
to embed two knives into the monster's back stabbing it repeatedly. 
Clayface let out a scream before smiling. Noir tried to free his knives 
from Clayface before he was pulled inside of the monster. 


The Deep immediately hightailed away from the scene. 


"Oh fuck! Oh fuck!" He said before he felt a great searing pain in his 
right arm causing him to trip. The Deep tried to pick himself up, but 
when he moved his right arm he only fell on the ground again. The 
Deep looked at his right arm and saw that it was gone with their only 
being a burned stump where it once was. He then noticed the 
shadow of Black Manta over looking him. 


"| Know you're not the real deal. Far from it, but | think a part of me 
will enjoy this." Manta told the Deep. 


He pulled out what looked to be like a harpoon and stabbed The 
Deep in the kidney causing the Deep to scream. 


A-Train looked around. He saw Homelander getting brutally beaten 
by Bizarro; Queen Maeve was on the ground bleeding, claw marks 
going from her cheek down to her ribs exposed by the deep cuts; 
The Deep lost one of his arms, Black Manta put his harpoon through 
his body; Black Noir was inside of Clayface's body struggling to get 
out but the villain was unbothered by his blades sticking out; 


Stormfront was being stomped by Giganta all the way down to the 
sewers. A-Train saw Homelander trying to punch Bizarro, this time, 
he held the punch and crushed his hand. 


"Fuck this." A-Train said. 


He tried to run but his legs were off the ground. A-Train was floating 
being held by his belt, his metal buckle. Doctor Polaris flew next to 
him and grinned. A-Train's feet hit the ground with so much power 
his shin bones snapped out of his legs. A-Train screamed in agony. 
Grodd went up to the downed speedster and picked him up by the 
head. 


"Pathetic." The Gorilla simply told him. 
"Why haven't you finished them?" Black Manta asked. 


Cheetah licked the blood out of her paw, unbothered by the critically 
injured Maeve on the corner. 


"Finish what?" She asked. 


"We never have the time to play like that when it's the Justice 
League." Doctor Polaris answered. "You haven't killed yours either." 


"His internal organs are in the wrong places." Black Manta 
explained. "No worries, his brain is the usual place." 


Black Manta's helmet glared aiming at the Deep's head but before 
he shot, a batarang hit his head and exploded. Another batarang hit 
Grodd's hand as he prepared to devour A-Train's brain. 


Gods and Monsters Part 2 


The Legion turned and saw the perpetrator: Batman alongside the 
Justice League. 


"Hi, Grodd!" Flash waved. 
"Let them go, Grodd." Superman warned him. 


"The Justice League has finally arrived." Grodd mused he looked 
around and saw that the Seven were almost gone. Clayface still had 
Noir inside of him. 


"You heard me. Let them go." Superman told the uplifted ape once 
more. 


The Legion held the Seven as hostages. 


"Caring even for their lives, how predictable. Now if you'll excuse us, 
we will leave." Grodd told them as he started to look for something 
attached to his belt. 


"Sorry Grodd, but your teleportation trip has just been delayed." 
Flash said as he showed the Legion a remote. 


Grodd snarled at the scarlet speedster. 


"If it's all the same with you, I'd prefer to fight the real deal." Black 
Manta said as he walked up to get a closer view of Aquaman. His 
helmet fired an ocular blast at the King of the Seas knocking him 
away from the rest of the League. 


"Oh, | agree." Cheetah said before lunging at Wonder Woman. 


Diana sidestepped and grabbed the villainess by the tail and threw 
her into one of the trailers. All the while, the rest of the League 
fought their respective enemies. Most notable was, Superman who 
sucker-punched Bizarro and brought him up in the air. 


"Stand down Barbara." Wonder Woman warned the former 


archeologist. 


Cheetah ignored her warning and ran to Diana on all fours full speed 
ahead. Diana blocked her claws with her gauntlets, creating sparks 
with each counter. Cheetah managed to nick Diana's left cheek. A 
small trickle of blood ran down the Amazon's cheek. 


"| have to say, Diana, you're putting up more of a fight than your 
counterpart did." Cheetah said. 


Diana did not dignify Cheetah's statement with a response. When 
Cheetah tried to claw her, the Amazonian princess ducked out of the 
way and delivered an uppercut. Sending Cheetah flying up in the air. 
Diana lifted off into the air and began to follow her. 


Batman ducked an axe strike from Clayface before dodging to the 
left from a hammer made by Clayface. 


"| take it that you have been undercover at Vought." Batman told the 
shapeshifter. 


"What gave it away?" Clayface responded by picking up a forklift 
and throwing it at Batman. Batman jumped out of the way and threw 
a batarang at Karlo's face. It embedded itself in his face. 


"| suspected any number of shapeshifters would try to infiltrate 
Vought. The Executive you impersonated doesn't have access to 
Vought's top secrets. Someone set you up, and | don't think it's Stan 
Edgar." Batman said. 


Batman's deduction managed to get to Clayface. 


"I'll be sure to tell Grodd that after | kill you." Clayface said as he 
tried to jump on top of Batman. 


Batman rolled out of the way and used his grapnel gun on a nearby 
rooftop. Batman turned the gun onto Clayface and fired. The line 
wrapped itself around Black Noir who was still inside of Karlo. Using 
all of his might, Batman managed to free Noir. When Clayface 
attempted to get his hostage back, the batarang previously thrown at 


Clayface electrocuted him. 


Clayface let out a scream of pain before turning into a puddle as 
Batman went to Black Noir and picked him up. He checked his pulse 
and saw that Noir was still breathing, but he was unconscious. He 
took out his League teleportation device from his belt and used it on 
Noir. 


"| need someone to get Noir medical attention, now." Batman told 
the League. 


Batman turned over to Clayface and saw that he was starting to 
regain his shape. A fist flew at Batman managing to hit the Caped 
Crusader. Batman was knocked against the green screen. 


"Poor choice, Batman. You really should have left with him." 
Clayface said. 


"| won't need to, Karlo." Batman told the shapeshifter in front of him, 
eyes narrowing in determination. 


Superman and Bizarro were up in the sky with the Man of Steel 
lifting his backward doppelganger into the upper atmosphere in a 
full-nelson. 


"Bizarro am glad to see Superman. Bizarro wants to help 
Superman." Bizarro said. 


"You're thinking straight." Superman told his clone. 


Usually Bizarro was more of a nuisance, rarely if ever malevolent. 
Grodd likely had him under telepathic control on some level. 


Bizarro freed himself by elbowing Superman's face and knocking 
Superman back. Bizarro fired his ice beams at Clark, only for 
Superman to use his heat vision to counter it. Both red and blue 
ocular beams struggle for supremacy. 


"J'onn, Bizarro is under some sort of influence, by Grodd. | need you 
to free him." Superman told Martian Manhunter. 


"| will do what | can." Martian Manhunter said. 


Bizarro then tackled Superman in an attempt to bring him down to 
the ground. 


Flash ran around the movie lot trying to block out Grodd's telepathic 
assault. His head started to feel a migraine from it. He stopped 
trying to focus when he saw Grodd's shadow in front of him. 


The Gorilla punched the trailer but Flash managed to dodge it. 
Grodd threw a trashcan at the Crimson tornado, but once more 
Flash dodged it. Only for Grodd to hit Flash with a swing of his arm 
knocking the speedster into a car. 


"I'm in your mind Flash, I'll rip your psyche apart and eat your brain 
after | kill you." Grodd told Flash telepathically. 


"[ think not." J'onn said. 


Grodd let out a roar of pain clutching his head before regaining his 
wit. 


"You won't stop me, Martian." Grodd said. 


"Maybe, but | can stop you." Flash said before punching the gorilla 
in the face. 


As Grodd laid down on the ground, a light on his crown blinked. 


"Before you start, Flash. | thought it would be best to let you know | 
placed fifteen bombs throughout this city, and | just activated them. 
You only have one minute to disarm them before they level this city." 
Grodd told Flash. 


With that said, The Flash ran off in search of the explosives. 


"Grodd soon entered the astral plane where he saw the Martian 
Manhunter waiting. 


"| do not expect that number to be fully accurate." J'onn said. 


"| might have exaggerated the amount. Might. " Grodd said. 


Green Lantern and Polaris flew through the sky. Polaris used his 
powers to throw debris at John only for Green Lantern to shield 
himself with a forcefield construct that surrounded him like a green 
bubble. Polaris fired an electrical blast at Green Lantern knocking 
him back, only for Green Lantern to counter with a blast from his 
ring. 


"Give up Polaris." John Stewart told the supervillain. 


"| have no intention of surrender, Green Lantern." Polaris said. " 
want to see your will compares to one of the key forces of the 
universe!" He shouted as he unleashed a magnetic pulse that shook 
New York. Not the city, the entire island. 


Green Lantern covered the city with his ring, every single detail. 
Trying to counter Polaris’ attack. 


"You'll find my will is greater than that!" Green Lantern said. "You 
seem to have forgotten that this ring doesn't just make constructs." 
He said focusing on stabilizing the city. 


Polaris let out a roar of anger as he tried to manipulate the ores 
inside of the island to lift it from the sea. Only for the will emanating 
from the power ring to prevent him from doing so. Eventually, Polaris 
ceded. Sweat poured down his head only to be sucker punched by 
an energy blast emanating from a sniper rifle construct. 


"| warned you.” Green Lantern said. 


Back in Gotham, The Joker and Harley Quinn were watching the 
events unfold on TV. The Seven were being moved to a hospital. In 
Joker's hand was a box of popcorn. 


"Now that was a train wreck... | loved it!" Joker said eating out of a 
box of popcorn. 


"My favorite part was when the fish rapey guy lost his arm. What 
about you Mistah J?" Harley asked. 


"Everything that happened to Homeboy." Joker said. 

Circe teleported into the room. A look of displeasure on her face. 
"Oh hello there." Joker said, ignoring her look of annoyance. 
"What is this?" Circe demanded. 


"Hey! This isn't my fault if you want to get mad at Donkey Grodd and 
his friends, not me. It's their fault Homeboy and pals got their butts 
handed to them." Joker said. 


"What about Maeve is she dead?" Circe asked. 


"Nah, | think she's still kickin’. Says so on Vought's Twitter, see?" 
Harley told her showing the 


Goddess her phone. 
"The Seven are alright thanks to the Justice League" 


"Granted Cheetah used Wonderfraud as her own personal 
scratching post, so that remains to be seen." Joker brought up. 


"Lam going to flay that wretched little avatar if she killed Maeve." 
Circe angrily said. 


"You know it's not my place to say this, but do you Double dub 
rogues have boundaries to your plans. We have that in Gotham, 
granted the only way to get that message across is violence, but 
still..." Joker said. 


"Silence! Just make sure Elena's alive." Circe demanded. 


"Sure thing." Joker said with a salute until a curious look developed 
on the clown's face. 


“Though how alive are we talking about here? Like if Maeve pulls 
through she won't get too upset if Elena's missing a finger or an ear, 


right?" Joker asked. 
Circe pinched her temple. 


"Just hold off on doing anything to Elena until word comes out that 
Maeve is alive." Circe told Joker before teleporting elsewhere. 


The Flash ran around the emerald-illuminated New York City. 
Presently, he was at the Radio City Music Hall. He found a bomb 
planted on one of the stage lights. He ran outside to the Hudson 
River and dropped all of the bombs. So far he had found four 
bombs. Flash then ran across all of Manhattan double checking for 
any bombs. It only took him a literal second, but he managed. 


"I've finished looking through Manhattan, I'll start looking through the 
Bronx now." He told the other members of the League. 


"| would suggest you hurry." Martian Manhunter told Flash. 
"Don't worry, | already found three." Flash told him. 


He was now halfway done with his search in the Bronx. A second 
later, Wally had finished. 


"Do you think Grodd was lying about the amount?" Flash asked. 
"| suspect he is." Martian Manhunter said. 
"| meant that there might be more." Flash said. 


"| will look into that matter." J'onn said. 


Soldier Boy looked through binoculars on their boat, they were going 
to Rikers Island where he saw supe-division of the prison. With him 
were Butcher, Hughie, Manchester, Trickster, Frenchie, and Captain 
Boomerang. 


"Can't believe they arrested Thing 1 and Thing 2 over Herogasm." 


Soldier Boy said. 


"Arse-fucking people to death is sort of frowned upon, mate." 
Captain Boomerang said. 


"When | started Herogasm, the whole point was to bring in supes to 
fuck all night without restraint. Of course, with those twin fucks 
taking care of it, it went to shit." Soldier Boy said. 


"You started Herogasm?" Frenchie asked. 

"Me and a supe named Liberty. Damn, she was a firecracker." 
“Thanks for ruining it for me." 

"Guys, can we have a talk?" Hughie asked. 


Hughie, Butcher, and Frenchie went to the lower deck of the boat, 
away from the rest of the Suicide Squad. 


"So?" Hughie whispered. "What's the plan?" 


"I'll cause a blackout." Frenchie said. "Trickster will hack into their 
system so the League won't know..." 


"No!" Hughie said and immediately regretted saying it too loudly. "I 
mean, we won't actually help this guy, right? It's Soldier Boy, he's 
basically vintage Homelander." 


"We don't have a choice," Butcher said and pointed to the scar on 
his neck where Waller implanted the bomb. 


"You have a choice." Trickster said he stood behind them on the 
stairs to the lower deck. "Granted, they're mostly not great choices 
but they are there." 


"Grown-up talk, fuck off." Butcher told him. 


"Keep hurting my feelings, man. Now, for the choices, how about a 
prison break during the prison in?" 


"What about MM and Kimiko?" Hughie asked. 


"Don't worry, Hughie." Butcher said. "We're not going anywhere with 
spikey-head." Butcher walked towards him and faced down the 
Trickster. "Because we're not fucking dense to trust a bloke who call 
himself the Trickster." 


Trickster smirked, despise, shame, he didn't know the proper 
response until he said. 


"Hey, you've been bitched by every single supervillain in Gotham 
and got your ass kicked by Deathstroke. Maybe you should see 
you're not hot shit and I'm the bigger fish on this pod." 


Butcher pushed Trickster and he fell with his back on the stairs. 
Butcher walked up and was followed by Hughie and Frenchie. 


On the upper deck, Captain Boomerang ate popcorn and watched 
footage of the Justice League fighting the Legion of Doom on the set 
of ‘Dawn of the Seven’, Soldier Boy watched it curiously. 


"That's Superman? He's wearing a cape.” Soldier Boy said. 


"HA!" Manchester Black laughed. "He could rip your head off with a 
punch." 


"Hey, troll doll, Waller sent you with the rest of the losers. Kicking 
your ass doesn't prove he's tough." 


Manchester's eyes lit up green and the boat shook, Soldier Boy 
didn't say a word, just showed Black the screen with his picture and 
threatened to press the button. 


"Didn't your old sweetie wear a cape?" Harkness asked 
"That's how | knew she was up to do anal." 


Butcher watched the footage, but didn't pay much attention to it until 
they showed the Seven. They were being rushed to the hospital, 
they looked destroyed and broken. Frenchie laughed, but Butcher 
didn't, his breath got heavier, angrier. 


"Mercier Butcher, aren't you happy about this?" Frenchie 
questioned. 


"They saved him." Butcher said. "Homelander was about to die, and 
the Justice League saved him." 


Grodd and Martian Manhunter were in the middle of a telepathic 
duel. Grodd was surrounded by a psionic wall, that the Martian was 
unable to break through. Then the wall burst into flames, J'onn 
walked back. A trauma had apparently woken up. Horrible memories 
began to flood his psyche, which was all Grodd wanted. Until, the 
Martian grew a pair of hands that grabbed the Ape's projection 
allowing J'onn a glimpse into Grodd's mind. 


Until, J'onn was stomped on by Giganta. As well as five more times 
just to be safe. 


"| think | got him." She told Grodd. 


Only for Martian Manhunter to appear out of thin air, Giganta tried to 
swat him, but her efforts were in vain as the Martian turned himself 
intangible. J'onn knocked her down with one punch to the chin 
before telepathically looking into her mind. 


"Flash, there are more bombs. | could not get the location or 
amount, but there are more." He told The Flash. 


"Thanks, | appreciate it J'onn. Did you get the time?" Flash asked. 


"Two minutes." Martian Manhunter said. 


Aquaman charged at Black Manta, tackling him through a truck. 


"I've been waiting for this a long time, your highness." Manta said as 
two blades came out from his wrist gauntlets. 


"For once you and | are in agreement.” Arthur said. 


Aquaman's hook and Mantas’ blades clashed sparks igniting with 
each blow. 


"Have to say, you're doing pretty well without the other hand." Manta 
taunted. 


Arthur shot his hook at the left blade, breaking it. 


"You love to bring that encounter up, but | proved then and there 
that | can beat you with one hand." Aquaman said before punching 
Manta down the street. Manta collided with a fire hydrant. The two 
archenemies got into a knife fight. Manta managed to leave a cut on 
Arthur's pectoral. 


"| have to say, fighting the rip-off was unsatisfying. Left a bad taste 
in my mouth. Couldn't even imagine it was you whose arm | blasted 
off and stabbed in the gut." Manta said. 


"Is this supposed to be another taunt?" Aquaman questioned. 


"No, just wanted to make it clear that | am no bottom feeder. There's 
no fun in fighting a guy who can only kill time." Manta said, blasting 
Aquaman into a building. 


"But | am going to enjoy this." Manta said. 


Clayface chased Batman into one of the studio warehouses. 


"What did Grodd promise you, Karlo?" Batman's voice echoed 
throughout the warehouse. 


"What do you think? A cure." Clayface told Batman. 
"| can help you." Batman told him. 


"Don't give me that crap. You've told me that for years, and look 
where we are now. Still playing the same game, both of us chasing 
one another." Clayface told Batman. 


"We can end it here now." Batman pleaded. 


Clayface was taken aback by this despite how recurring this was. 


"I'm sorry, but I've made up my mind." Karlo told Batman. "It's funny, 
you know, being back at a movie set. Reminds me of the good old 
days. Sure I'd never star in something like this, but it's still nostalgic 
to me." He added. 


There was a momentary silence. 
"Then, I'm sorry." Batman said. 


All of a sudden two objects were thrown at Clayface. Before he 
could react, Clayface felt his body freeze. He tried to save himself, 
but he was practically an ice sculpture. 


"This is Batman. I've stopped Clayface.” He told the rest of the 
League looking regretful at the man he defeated. 


Batman noticed something on a nearby storage box, and thinking it 
could be useful he grabbed it. 


Frenchie had his toolbox on the side, he operated on the power 
sources of the prison. With a few touches of him, the lights went out. 


"We're in." He said through his earpiece. 
"Not according to the security system we don't." Trickster replied. 


Trickster watched the prison through the cameras' operation room. 
The guards were knocked out, Hughie and Butcher zip-cuffed them. 
On the screens, Soldier Boy and Manchester Black walked by the 
cells, and guards ran towards them, Black made one movement with 
his hand, and the guards were thrown against the bars and knocked 
out. Manchester touched his earpiece and whispered. 


"This cunt is gonna have our heads popped." He told the others. 
"Waller made a huge mistake putting this demented freak in 
charge." 


"| don't like him either but he seems to be doing fine." Hughie said. 
"The plan worked just like he planned." 


"Until his PTSD is triggered." Butcher said 
"How do you know he has PTSD?" Trickster asked. 


"| saw it on some blokes back when | worked for the crown, the 
signs are subtle but they're there." Butcher explained. 


"What do you think would trigger his PTSD?" 


"Fuck if | Know, my bet is that he'll go atomic the second something 
reminds him of what the Reds did to him for the past 30 years." 


Wonder Woman flew to Central Park where Cheetah had just crash- 
landed. Wasting no time, she got up and lunged at Diana knocking 
the Amazon to the ground. She managed to cut Diana's shoulder, 
but Diana responded in kind by headbutting Cheetah. Her tiara hit 
Minerva in the head. Causing Cheetah to stumble back, Diana 
swept Cheetah's leg knocking her to the ground. Diana then pinned 
Cheetah to the ground. 


"No!" She let out struggling. 

Diana used her lasso to bind Cheetahs’ limbs together. 
"It's over, Barbara." Diana told her. 

Cheetah struggled to free herself. 


"| hope this is the last time we find ourselves in this situation." Diana 
said. 


Cheetah looked almost regretful. 

"We both know that day won't happen." She bitterly replied. 
"| think it will." Wonder Woman said. 

"How are the Seven doing?" Wonder Woman asked. 


"Still recovering in the hospital from what I've heard." Superman told 
her. 


Tessa TNT was on her bed reading an issue of Playboy Magazine 
published before Reagan's government when her cell opened. Her 
brother Tommy was hurled on her and they both fell from the bed. 
When they got up, they faced Soldier Boy standing in front of them. 


"Ben...?" Tessa said. 


"Hello, kids, time for a family reunion." Soldier Boy said. 


Digger Harkness watched the prison from the boat with his 
binoculars while he complained to himself about being left as a 
lookout instead of Hughie. He noticed movement in the prison, 
armored guards going to the supe-division. He touched his earpiece. 


"Listen up, there's a bunch of guards going in your direction!" He told 
them. 


Butcher and Hughie got the message and Butcher grabbed Trickster 
by the collar. 


"You said we were invisible!" He yelled. 


"Invisible, | never said they couldn't hear, smell or taste us." 
Trickster replied. "Better run, I'll deal with a distraction." 


When Butcher and Hughie left the monitor room, Trickster grabbed 
one of the guard's phones and searched 'Russian music’ on Spotfy 
as he turned on the speakers. 


"It was Noir!" Tommy TNT yelled. "It was all his idea!" 


"Noir?" Soldier Boy said incredulously. "Noir doesn't take a shit 
unless Vought allows him." 


"It's the truth." Tessa said. 


"We have to go." Black said but Soldier Boy ignored. "You heard 
me, wanker? Finish them off or let them go." 


"Why don't shut the f...?" Soldier Boy started saying but was 
interrupted by Russian music playing. His mind drifted away anda 
light appeared on his, that was the moment Manchester Black ran. 


"| bloody knew it." 

"Give me your hand." Tessa told her brother. 
"It's been years." He replied. 

"Do you wanna die!?" 


The twin held hands and pointed their others at Soldier, together 
they said: 


"TNT Detonate!" 


Nothing but a pitiful spark out of their palms. And then, boom, an 
explosion out of Soldier Boy's body wiped out the TNT Twins along 
most of the yard. When Soldier Boy got back to his senses, he 
wasn't sure what happened but the screen on his arm was beeping, 
he checked there was a picture of Trickster with the warning 'DEAD' 
under it. 


Flash ran back and forth throughout New York checking each and 
every borough. So far he had found most of them and only had a 
minute left. As he ran across Staten Island, a thought had occurred 
in the Flash's mind. Perhaps, Grodd was lying about the number of 
bombs. There was only one way to prove that, Wally ran to the sea 
and dropped the bombs Grodd had into the Atlantic Ocean before 
running back to New York with thirty seconds to spare using just 
about most of his speed. Almost immediately, he was back at the 
movie set and punched Grodd knocking him into a trailer. Grodd 
angrily got up. 


"J'onn now!" Flash called out to the Martian Manhunter who began 
to scan Grodd's mind. 


"Well?" Flash asked. 


"Twenty bombs." J'onn said. 
Flash let out a sigh of relief. 
"| got them." He said. 


Martian Manhunter was knocked into a building by Giganta. Grodd 
then began to telepathically assault the Flash's mind. Flash let out a 
scream of pain, as Grodd charged at Flash. 


Flash managed to dodge, but only barely. 


"Fast as you are Flash, even you can't outrace the speed of 
thought." Grodd told Flash. 


"Maybe, so, but we've had this same song and dance routine before. 
Not just with me too." Flash said. 


"This time it will end, | will tear your mind and body apart." Grodd 
said. 


Flash was knocked back into the studio's fence. 


Superman and Bizarro were fighting across the globe. Right now 
they were flying over the Pacific Ocean. Bizarro's flight pattern was 
erratic, he was literally zig-zagging. Picking up speed, Clark got 
under Bizarro and punched him with all his might. A sonic boom 
emerged from the impact as Bizarro was launched into orbit. 
Superman followed him and the two began to exchange blows. 


"J'onn, Bizarro is under some sort of telepathic control. | need your 
help to free him." Superman telepathically told Martian Manhunter. 


Martian Manhunter was dealing with Giganta who was about to 
stomp on him, only for Wonder Woman to appear and lift Giganta's 
foot. 


"Go, | can handle this." She told J'onn. 


J'onn nodded and flew up into orbit. There he saw Superman and 


Bizarro wrestling with one another. 


The fight between Aquaman and Black Manta had now reached the 
docks. Both men jumped into the water and the fight continued from 
there. Just then, Mantas’ fleet began to appear. The subs began to 
fire lasers and torpedoes at Aquaman. The submarines were then 
flipped over by a pod of Humpback whales. 


Manta and Aquaman began to exchange blows, their punches 
sending shockwaves throughout the sea at least one hundred miles. 
Aquaman tackled the sea pirate down to the sea floor before 
delivering a punch to the gut. 


Manta fired a laser blast at Aquaman sending him back some yards. 
"This isn't your turf." Manta said. 
"Maybe, but the locals know how to address a king." Aquaman said. 


Just then the tentacles of a colossal squid wrapped its tentacles 
around Manta. Manta attempted to free himself, but was knocked 
out by a punch from the king. 


Aquaman put Manta on his shoulders and swam back to the coast 
on the back of a Humpback Whale. 


Green Lantern and Polaris fought in the sky. Polaris fired energy 
blasts at Green Lantern, but Green Lantern's shield proved too 
much. Green Lantern fired a beam at Polaris, but unlike the other 
ones, this one lingered on Polaris draining his energy. Polaris could 
feel himself losing strength, when he noticed an airplane not far. 
Using the last bit of strength, he shut off the plane's power. 


"Damn, you!" John Stewart said as he flew over to the downed 
plane. 


GL used his ring to restore power to the plane. Then he used it to 
make sure to protect the plane in case it could not stabilize from free 


fall, by covering it with an energy shield. Polaris flew into view. John 
Stewart eyed something else in the distance. Green Lantern fired 
another beam at Polaris, but this one had no effect. 


"What kind of construct were you even trying to make?" Polaris 
taunted. 


"A fulton." Green Lantern said. 


Just then, the construct created a parachute that opened up. The 
parachute then latched onto a plane construct created by Guy 
Gardner. 


"I'll take this asshole to jail." Gardner said. 
"No problem." Green Lantern said. 


Green Lantern used his ring to help guide the plane back into flight. 


Later, Soldier Boy was at the boat with the others, he was confused. 
They were being followed by boats from Rykers but that didn't 
bother him. 


"What happened back there?" Soldier Boy asked. 
"You killed Trickster, that's what." Captain Boomerang said. 


"Me and Hughie would've been dead too if we didn't leave on time." 
Butcher said. 


Captain Boomerang got a call on his cellphone. 


"Hey there, Digger." Trickster said. "I'll need somebody to take this 
thing off my wrist before Waller beam us up, where do | find the 
Rogues here?" 


"Slimey lad." Harkness said, proud. "How did you do it?" 
"| had to actually die for the bomb to deactivate." 


15 minutes earlier 


Trickster was in the prison's nursery taking his shirt off, the nurse 
kept looking at the bomb. 


"Hey," Trickster told him. "Look at me, you do what | say and I'll turn 
it off." 


The nurse got startled with the explosion, from the window he could 
see the entire area where Soldier Boy killed the TNT Twins. 


"Now." Trickster ordered and the nurse grabbed the defibrillator. 


Flash dodged a laser blast from Grodd. 
"Even you can't run forever." Grodd warned the Flash. 
"Oh yeah, watch me." Flash responded. 


"You've been played Grodd." Batman said standing on top of one of 
the trailers. 


Grodd turned over to Batman. 
"What are you babbling about human?" Grodd questioned. 


"The V-24 you've been looking for, someone told Vought to place it 
here. The executive you had Clayface impersonate didn't have 
access to it, but for some reason Vought allowed him to." Batman 
said. 


Grodd looked at Batman seeing his logic. 
"I'll have to look into that manner after your death." Grodd said. 


Grodd began to telepathically assault Batman's mind bringing the 
Caped Crusaders to his knees as he fought back. 


"Your resolve is impressive Batman, but it's a shame you're still only 
human." Grodd said. He turned over to Flash "Both of you." 


Just then, Batman pressed a detonator causing the on-set 
pyrotechnics to go off. Distracting Grodd and allowing the Flash to 


sucker punch him. 

Grodd was knocked out in the middle of the green screen. 
Flash and Batman managed to re-collect themselves. 
"You alright, Bruce?" Flash asked. 


"I'm fine." Batman said. 


Wonder Woman managed to overpower Giganta and began to 
punch while flying in the air. Plastic Man was on the scene helping 
out with evacuation. 


"Come on people let's move it!" He told the crowd turning his hand 
into a megaphone. 


Diana uppercut Giganta, but Giganta managed to catch Diana in her 
hands when recovering. She started to squeeze eliciting Diana to 
groan in pain. 


"Got you!" Giganta said. 


Just then, Wonder Woman threw her tiara at Giganta freeing Diana. 
Just as Giganta was about to recover she felt something wrapped 
tightly around her legs, Plastic Man. 


"Timber!" He yelled out as Giganta began to trip. 


Diana flew up just as she was about to fall down. She hit her in the 
solar plexus causing Giganta to gasp before blacking out. Diana 
held Giganta in the air before gently placing her down on the 
ground. 


"It's over Dorris." Diana said. 
"It was beauty that killed the beast." Plastic Man said. 


Superman and Martian Manhunter flew down with an unconscious 
Bizarro in the formers’ arms. 


"I'll be taking him to Bizarro world after this. | take it that it's over?" 
Superman asked. 


"I'd say it is." Flash said as he met with them, Grodd now in tow. 


All the members of the Legion of Doom were defeated. The blood of 
the Seven was still fresh on the ground and the world saw the scene 
from the several camera crews filming it. Somebody threw a brick at 
Superman's face, it broke and he reacted as if a fly flew over his 
face, a crowd gathered around the lot. They chanted different 
sentences. 


"You caused this! They came from your Earth!" 
"Kill these fuckers!" 

"These monsters are from your universe!" 

"If Homelander dies, it's on you!" 


Superman nearly approached them but Batman stood between him 
and the crowd. 


"Don't." Batman said. "Catherine will issue a statement, that's all." 
"How come they're so blind?" 


"You should know by now, power comes in many forms. Theirs 
didn't help defeat the Legion but it's right there." 


Batman pressed a button on his belt and portals opened where 
officials from different Earth One cities waited for them. The villains 
were handed to authorities while the crowds yelled for their 
execution. From one of the portals, two identical Bizarros wearing 
the same distorted Superman uniforms stepped out and held 
Legion's Bizarro. A Bizarro just like the others came along, except 
he wore a plaque around his neck written ‘Bizarro # 1’. Bizarro #1 
gave Superman a hug, so tight he even felt uncomfortable. 


"Superman! Enemy!" Bizarro #1 said. 


"Hello, Bizarro." He answered. 
Somebody took a picture of Superman and Bizarro hugging. 


"We are not taking this loyal back to Htrae." Bizarro #1 said. "We'll 
make sure he escapes." 


"I'm not happy to hear it." Superman said with a smile as the 
Bizarros took the injured villain back to Bizarro World. 


Superman turned his attention to Batman. 


"We should..." He started saying and noticed Batman was no longer 
there. "... go." 


Annie saw the news on the TV in her Watchtower cell. Footage of A- 
Train, Stormfront, The Deep, and Homelander being carted to a 
hospital made her feel some joy. Until she saw Maeve, which 
diminished her schadenfreude. It made her feel relieved that she 
was no longer a member of the Seven. The League was going to 
decide on what to do with her soon. She had no idea what the future 
had in store, but she already made up her mind. 


"Everything worked out just like you said, Mr. Luthor." Edgar said via 
hologram. 


"Excellent." Luthor said as he turned around to look at the rest of the 
society. Edgar closed their call. 


"| take it that phase two is now ready to begin?" Asked Reverse 
Flash an excited grin on his face. 


"Right you are." Luthor said. 


"Grodd and his flunkies played their alloted part well. The Seven are 
now seen as jokes, V-24 is ready, and the Justice League are none 
the wiser." Luthor said. 


He held out a glass. 
"To victory." He said raising a toast. 


"To victory." The rest of the Society said before taking a sip. 


At Vought Tower, the Seven were being treated for their injuries. All 
except one, who managed to heal much quicker than expected. 
After seeing the news on the TV, with a slight tear in his eye, 
Homelander flew up to the roof and pulled down his pants. 


"I'm the strongest! I'm the strongest! There's no one stronger than 
me! No one! No one better than me!" He told himself as he 
pleasured himself all while tears started going down his eyes. 


"NO ONE!" He said as he climaxed, his eyes now glowing red. 


The Karmic Nature of Consequences 


Maeve slowly woke up, she was in the medical wing. She turned to 
her right and saw A-Train his legs were in a cast, but still 
unconscious. She turned to the left and was briefly startled by what 
she saw in the mirror. Her face was now heavily scarred, and 
memories of her encounter with Cheetah came back to her. Maeve 
could still feel her claws cutting into her skin. She lifted her gown 
and saw that her torso already had scars too. 


"Hey... Glad to see you are awake." She heard Ashley gently call 
out as she walked into the room. There was a noticeable bald patch 
on her head, which Maeve awkwardly stared at. 


Maeve walked around the room and saw her teammates. Noir 
seemed to be doing well the most, he only had a respirator. The 
Deep was missing an arm, with bandages wrapped around his 
sides, and was on a respirator. All but one of Stormfronts' limbs 
were in stents and she also had a bandage over her eye. 


Stormfront woke up not long after. 
"Where's Homelander?" She demanded. 
"He's up on the roof..." Ashley said. 


Stormfront looked into the mirror beside her bed. She moved her 
hand up to the bandage. 


"No, Stormfront, you need to know something..." Ashley cautioned. 


Stormfront removed the bandage, and what Maeve and Stormfront 
saw shocked both of them. Stormfront screamed as she realized 
she lost one of her eyes. 


"You put up a hell of a fight for a guy with a bomb in his head." 
Deadshot told an irritated MM with a swollen eye. 


Earlier that day, MM attempted to bypass the Belle Reve guards and 
try to get to where Soldier Boy was. It took four guards to put him 
down before MM got hit in the eye with a baton. Now he was sitting 
at a table with Deadshot and Scarlet. They moved tables after King 
Shark vomited and the clear liquid hit their feet. 


"Goddammit, Nanaue!" 


"S-Sorry." King Shark answered and spit Gunpowder's helmet out 
his throat. 


"Hey, Milk, are you planning to keep on with that?" 
"Got a reason to fight." MM answered. 


"What about a reason to live? A guy like you, hanging out with guys 
like that, it's easy to assume you have no family." 


"That's none of your business." 


"He has a daughter." Scarlet said and was answered with curious 
looks from both men. "I heard you talking to your friends." 


"Well," Deadshot said. "She's probably better off." 
"You don't know what you're talking about." MM angrily replied. 


"| have a daughter too. | also had a son. Had. | know she's better off, 
what about yours? If she's not better off, why would you pick a fight 
with a guy who can rip your head off? Or disobey the sociopath who 
put a bomb in your head? Men with nothing to lose are dangerous, 
that's not your case." Floyd told him. 


MM didn't know how to respond to that but his thoughts were cut 
when he saw the footage being played on TV. He demanded the 
volume be turned up and watched the footage of the Seven getting 
rushed to the hospital. A-Train's legs were blurred for TV, 
Homelander's face was swollen and he angrily got up and refused 
help. The anchor described how the Legion of Doom was back and 
appeared on Earth Seven just to be arrested by the Justice League 
of America. 


"Goddamn, those motherfuckers couldn't just let the Seven die?" 
MM said. 


"Why do you think Waller uses us?" Deadshot asked. "The US 
government can't rely on the Justice League to do the dirty stuff, so 
she uses monsters." 


"Right now, we need monsters." 


"He's a fucking powder keg!" Butcher told Waller who was sitting at 
her desk. Soldier Boy was next to Butcher wearing a new collar 
designed to suppress his abilities. Nex to Butcher, was Hughie, 
Frenchie, Boomerang, and Manchester Black. 


"It was an accident." Soldier Boy said. 


"Mate you literally nuked RiStryker's Island. The Boy Scout and his 
friends are not going to like that one bit." Black said. 


"Plus you've already gotten two of us killed." Boomerang said. 
"Fuck all of you!" Soldier Boy said. 
"Look it's obvious that Soldier Boy has PTSD." Hughie said. 


"Fuck you, | don't have Shell Shock." Soldier Boy said getting into 
Hughie's face. 


"Enough, Mr. Campbell's assessment appears to be true. As of this 
moment, you will be attending counseling." Waller said. 


"Do | look like a pussy to you, cooze?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"No, people with PTSD are not cowards. However, they can be a 
danger to others and themselves." Waller sternly told him. "| want to 
make something clear to you, Benjamin . |am not Vought. The only 
thing we have in common is that we are both willing to cut you off 
when you start to cause us headaches. You're expendable. So 
unless you shape up you can consider your vendetta off the table." 
She said. 


Soldier Boy was about to speak up when the door opened up two 
guards. 


"Take him to Professor Strange.” Waller said. 

Soldier Boy begrudgingly followed the guards. 

"Fucking bitch." He said before the door closed. 
"Professor Strange? The super-villain." Frenchie asked. 
"Former super-villain, yes." Waller corrected. 


"You're letting a former super-villain dig around in that cunt's brain?" 
Butcher asked. 


"Professor Strange is a highly-skilled psychologist, now leave." 
Waller said. 


"They were set up." Batman told the members of the League. 
"What makes you say that?" Green Lantern asked. 


"Clayface was undercover at Vought as an executive. Said 
executive originally did not have clearance to certain levels." 
Batman explained. 


"So Vought finally managed to, and | say this loosely, beat a group 
of supervillains?" Flash said. 


"No, | think Edgar has been working with someone or more criminals 
behind our backs. | also think they helped make V-24." Batman said. 


"Does this run in conjunction with your power nullification weapon?" 
Martian Manhunter asked. 


Soldier Boy was escorted to an office sitting at the desk was a 
middle-aged balding man with a large beard wearing reflective 
glasses. He turned on a recording device. 


"Good morning, Mr. Thomson." Professor Strange greeted, his tone 
neutral. 


"First of all, doc. It's Soldier Boy, and try not to get too comfortable. | 
don't need any help." Soldier Boy said. 


Strange was silent observing Soldier Boy. 


"Yes | was quite aware that you would be your response to my 
inquiry, Mr. Thomson. I've read your file, you are a man of many 
insecurities." Strange said. 


This got Soldier Boy's attention. 


"| don't have any goddamn insecurities. That file doesn't know jack 
shit about me." Soldier Boy said. 


"Real name Benjamin Thomson Junior. Son to Benjamin Thomson 
Senior, CEO of Thomson Steel from 1919 until his death in 1979. 
You were born in Fox Chapel, Pennsylvania." Strange told Soldier 
Boy. 


Soldier Boy was stunned upon hearing that. 


"Miss Waller's task force infiltrated a Vought Database shortly after 
the Multiversal Event occurred." Strange explained. 


"Fuck this. I'm not telling you a fucking thing." Soldier Boy said. 


"Then perhaps | should tell Miss Waller of your refusal, which would 
likely lead to the cancellation of your vendetta." Strange told Soldier 
Boy not even moving from the chair he sat on. Soldier Boy stopped 
and sat back in the chair. 


"What do you want?" Soldier Boy questioned. 
"To help you cope with your neurosis." Strange said. 
“Alright and what is your theory, Doc?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"Professor." Strange corrected him. 


"Fine, Professor? What's your current theory on me?" Soldier Boy 
asked. 


"Your refusal to acknowledge your post-traumatic stress disorder is 
entirely rooted in your extreme masculinist ideas. Your father, what 
was your relationship with him?" Strange questioned. 


Soldier Boy saw that he had no way out of this, so he relented. 
"My father never thought much of me." He simply said. 


"He took over the company around the same time as your birth, 
yes?" Strange asked. 


"Yes." Soldier Boy bluntly said. 


"When you were a boy your father sent you to numerous boarding 
schools. You flunked out of all of them. How did your father react to 
this?" Strange asked. 


"He said | was a disappointment." Soldier Boy said. 


"Those words stuck with you for years. You wanted to prove yourself 
to him, so you decided to enlist in the military. Using your father's 
connections you managed to become the test subject for Frederick 
Vought's Compound V formula. Thus, Soldier Boy was born." 
Strange said. 


Soldier Boy simply nodded. 


"| take it that your father was proud of you then?" Strange asked 
though Soldier Boy could tell on some level Strange knew that 
question was wrong. 


"He said | took a shortcut, that a real man wouldn't have taken it." 
Soldier Boy bitterly said. 


"And there we have it, the root cause of your psychology. Your 
fathers' words of being "A real man" follow you to this day." Strange 
said. 


"What's so wrong about that?" Soldier Boy questioned. 


"Simple, you refuse to acknowledge your emotions. Instead, you 
repress them, seeing them as a weakness. Giving you very little 
compassion towards others." Strange said. 


"Bullshit." Soldier Boy said. 


"Tell me, are you familiar with Marvin Milk? Your history?" Strange 
asked. 


"No, who's that?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"Marvin Milk was a member of William Butcher's gang. When he 
was a boy you murdered his grandfather by throwing a car at their 
apartment." Strange explained. 


Soldier Boy pondered this, the information seemed familiar to him. 
"It was probably an accident." Soldier Boy unconcernedly replied. 


"Your lack of compassion made you a terrible leader, which led to 
their betrayal." Strange said. 


"| treated them well, sure | could be a little rough on them, but | was 
their leader." Soldier Boy said. 


"Gunpowder once filed a complaint form to Vought's Human 
Resources about your habitual abuse towards him." Strange said. 


"| was just hazing the kid." Soldier Boy said defensively. 


"You frequently had affairs with other women despite your 
relationship with Crimson Countess." Strange added. 


"Those meant nothing, it was just sex. | loved her." Soldier Boy said, 
his voice actually managing to crack. 


"Yet it appears she did not return those feelings, seeing as how 
when the rest of your teammates turned on you, she was not 
present in helping you?" Strange asked. 


"She must have been knocked out by Mindstorm. He did the same 
thing to Gunpowder." Soldier Boy said. 


"Was she? Tell me what happened on that day." Strange asked. 


"| remember them jumping me. The TNT twins hit me from behind, 
and knocked me down to the ground. Leaving time for them, Noir, 
and Mindstorm to jump me. | pushed them back not long after, Noir 
tried to grab me from behind. | broke his hold, and burned his face 
against a car that was on fire, all before bashing his fucking brains 
in. | thought | finished him. Mindstorm then managed to scramble my 
brains when someone from behind put a mask on me. | passed out 
not long after." Soldier Boy said. 


"Now who put that mask on you?" Strange asked. 

"| don't know." Soldier Boy said. 

"It could not have been Noir." Strange said. 

"| told you | don't know." Soldier Boy said, his eyes starting to sting. 
"The twins?" Strange asked. 

"They were with Mindstorm." Soldier Boy said. 


"Then who else could it have been the one who jumped you, leading 
you to get experimented on for thirty years? Who sat by idly when 
that happened?" Strange asked. 


Soldier Boy felt a tear form in his eyes. 
"It was her." He said, realizing. 


"Thank you, Soldier Boy. Our session is over for now." Strange said. 


The Seven sat at their table, no one uttered a word. Stormfront, now 
wearing an eyepatch, mindlessly scrolled through her laptop looking 
for anything that could be of use. The Deep seemed to be the least 
aware having been doped up on all sorts of painkillers. A-Train was 
still in the med wing and was in the meeting via Facetime. 


"So now what?" A-Train asked. 


Homelander glared at A-Train. 
"| think | found something!" Stormfront said with a smile on her face. 


Homelander looked at her screen. On it were a variety of social 
media posts of articles, videos, and images of people and their 
families hiding out in their basement as though it were a bomb 

shelter or sleeping with a chain wrapped around their ankles. 


"They're worried that they will be forced to live on Earth One." 
Stormfront said. "We can use that to our advantage.” 


Homelander smiled, when Maeve's phone went off. She smiled and 
answered it. 


"Yes?" She asked, sounding genuinely hopeful. Only for her to 
dejectedly look at her screen. 


"Anything you want to share with us?" Homelander asked. 
"It said it was Elena." She said. 


"Well, that can wait another time. We have more important matters 
than your friend." Stormfront derisively said. 


Maeve went up to Stormfront until the door opened up. 


"Noir, | need to speak with you in private. It's urgent." Edgar said, 
sounding uncharacteristically worried. 


Noir got up from his seat and followed Edgar. 
"What? No gloating." Homelander asked. 


Only for Stan to look at Homelander like he was about to say 
something, but stopped himself and left the room. 


"He doesn't give a shit anymore..." Homelander said, looking 
worried. 


"Look who cares what that he of all people think of this..." 
Stormfront said until she looked at A-Train. 


"HA!" A-Train laughed. 
"Do you have a problem with me?" She asked. 


"No, no problem at all. Why would you say that, captain?" A-Train 
said. 


Stormfront looked at Homelander. 
"What do you want?" Homelander asked. 


"If this is all about unity how do | know | won't be kicked to the curb 
because of her." A-Train said. 


"So that | won't kill your brother's fucking family." Homelander said. 


A-Train looked on in horror. He knew that Homelander meant every 
single word of that last sentence 


"Sure." He said. 


Maeve was also disturbed by this, she was not fond of A-Train. Far 
from it. But threatening his brother's family made her blood run cold 
even if it didn't surprise her. 


Mallory sat on her couch after watching the news regarding the 
Legion of Doom. She let out a disgruntled sigh before turning around 
and saw Batman waiting for her. 


"Yes?" She asked him. 


"Waller has coerced your old team into Task Force X." Batman told 
her. 


"Task Force X?" Mallory asked. 


“Otherwise known as 'The Suicide Squad.’ A Black-Ops team 
composed of Supervillain inmates being held at Belle Reve 
Penitentiary." Batman said. 


Mallory smiled and laughed. 


"That's her squad, letting a bunch of criminals perform government 
wetwork in those stupid costumes. How have they not blown the lid 
on themselves?" Mallory said. 


"They carry explosives surgically placed in the back of their neck. If 
they are out of line or compromised the explosive detonates." 
Batman told her. 


Mallory was shocked upon hearing this display of ruthlessness. 
"There's something else isn't there?" She asked him. 


"Waller also has another resident of Earth Seven working under her 
now: Soldier Boy." Batman told her. 


Mallory was shocked to hear this. 
"He's dead." She told him. 


"An eyewitness account from Rikers ID'd him. He detonated a small 
nuclear blast in the cell of the TNT twins." Batman told her. 


"Eyewitness accounts mean shit, they could have seen someone 
wearing his costume. Soldier Boy didn't even have that power." 
Mallory said. 


"In your Earth's Moscow, | found a lab experimenting with 
Compound V. It doesn't matter if it is Soldier Boy or not, you need to 
get your former operatives back." Batman said. 


"How?" Mallory asked. 
Batman handed her a note with a phone number. 


"Belle Reeve's phone number, schedule yourself a visit for any of 
them now. Do not mention me." Batman told her before walking out. 


Noir sat in front of Edgar's desk. Edgar pulled off his glasses and 
pinched his temple. 


"One of my contacts at the Kremlin has told me that Soldier Boy is 
now out." He told Noir. 


Noir's body language stiffened, painful memories came back to him. 
He started to hyperventilate. 


"Earving you have my full permission to flee. I'll cover your tracks as 
long as possible, we don't want Homelander to know the truth." 
Edgar told him. 


Noir got up from his chair and pulled out one of his knives and cut 
out the tracker. Edgar closed his eyes from the self-mutilation. Noir 
pulled out the tracker in his wrist and walked out of the room. 


"Take car." Stan said. 

Noir only nodded before heading out the door. 

"I've managed to get Black Noir out of the Seven." Edgar told Luthor. 
"Good." Luthor said. 

"Do you believe that Soldier Boy will be an issue?" Edgar asked. 


"No, as of now he's just another distraction for Superman and the 
rest of the Justice League." Luthor replied. 


MM saw Butcher, Hughie, and Frenchie approach him. 
"How was it?" MM asked them. 

"We lost Trickster." Frenchie said. 

"What about the asshole?" MM asked. 


"The cunt caused a small nuclear explosion at Rikers." Frenchie 
said. 


"Soldier Boy apparently has PTSD, Waller sent him to Professor 
Strange for counseling," Hughie said. 


"Counseling?" MM asked. 
"They sent him to Strange?" Floyd asked. 
"Yeah. Let me guess, it's going to backfire?" Butcher asked. 


"Yeah or maybe not depending on how serious Waller is about 
treating him. Strange is a very good psychologist, so good in fact he 
can make a person even worse than they already are." Scarlet said. 


"Like Hannibal Lecter, but none of the cannibalism?" Frenchie 
asked. 


"Yeah pretty much, the guy opened wounds | thought were buried 
and also created new ones all within one session." Deadshot said. 


"Back at Arkham Asylum, before Batman showed up, the guy had 
performed all sorts of horrible experiments on the more ‘forgettable’ 
patients. When he got busted by Batman, Arkham still had to keep 
the inmates because they could no longer remember their own 
names or any other human behavior." Scarlet said. 


"I've heard a good number are still in Arkham Asylum." Deadshot 
said. 


The Boys looked at one another in horror upon hearing this. 


"You think Waller keeps him around so that you don't even get 
parole or something?" Hughie asked. 


"It's a common theory around here." Deadshot told them. 
The intercom turned on. 


"Marvin Milk, it is time for your psychiatric evaluation. Armed guards 
will be escorting you to my office." Hugo Strange's voice announced. 


MMs' eyes widened as he saw the guards approach him. The Boys 
tried to block them, but were overpowered. Seeing no other option, 
Mother's Milk went with the guards bracing himself for what could 
happen next. 


Grace Mallory sat next to Robert Singer and Stan Edgar at the CIA 
headquarters. Mallory looked straight at Edgar as she sat. 


"| heard you were quitting." She said. 
"| was, plans have changed." Edgar replied. 


"| don't see how things could have changed enough for you not to be 
completely screwed. The way | see you don't have a leg to stand 
on." 


"Please, Colonel," Singer said. "Just listen to him." 


"| want to have Homelander arrested." Edgar said, there was a 
second of silence created by the surprise. "Formally, but we all know 
he wouldn't go willingly and the result of his resistance should be his 
death." 


"You could've done it before, with the League but you knew the shit 
storm that would unleash would spill on you. What exactly 
changed?" 


"V24." Edgar answered by putting a green flask on the table. 
"Marketing is still testing names. One dose of this temporary V gives 
a soldier 24 hours of superpowers, give it or take. I'll provide the 
necessary evidence for Homelander's formal charges and also the 
V24 for the troops responsible for taking him down." 


"And in exchange for your generous contribution Vought 
International gets immunity, am | right?" 


"Please," Singer told her, afraid of her response. "We have bigger 
fish to fry here." 


"Two, to be precise." Edgar said. "I trust you already know about 
Soldier Boy." 


"| should've known you also knew. Why wouldn't we go to the 
Justice League?" 


"Because they would let Homelander live, and possibly escape as 


we already know is something that happens too often in their world. 
Don't be fooled, Colonel, they are a threat to you as well, you 
believe they'll forgive your part in Operation Charly?" 


"| remember you in Nicaragua too." 

"That's why you can trust I'm completely on your side. We have a 
common goal here, kill Homelander and escape the Justice League, 
what do you say?" 


Mallory picked the V24 and stared at it with doubt. She put it in her 
pocket and walked out. 


"I'll have this examined. Better be good, Edgar." 


Your Session will begin 


Mother's Milk walked into the room where Hugo Strange sat behind 
his desk, hands clasped in front of him. A closed laptop was in front 
of him. 


"Welcome Mister Milk, please take a seat." Strange said, gesturing 
to the chair in front of the desk. 


Mother's Milk remained silent, glaring at the professor. 


"| see you have no desire to talk, very well. | suppose | should 
decline your family's invitation to visit you." Strange said. "Guards." 
He ordered. 


"What?" MM asked. 


"Your wife Monique has informed us she wants to see you." Strange 
told him. 


"How do | know you're not lying? | heard what you did with your 
‘patients’, motherfucker." MM said. 


"| can assure you, Mister Milk, that |am a changed man." Strange 
told him as he opened the laptop and showed him an email from his 
wife. 


"ARGUS reached out to your loved ones and offered protection," 
Strange explained. 


"What do you want?" MM asked. 


"| wish to understand your behavior. | have looked over your file and 
history, and | know fully about your past regarding Soldier Boy." 
Strange said. 


"Reading a bunch of fucking papers won't help you understand shit 
about me and him!" MM shouted. 


Despite MM's outburst, Strange seemed just as stoic as usual. 


"lam quite familiar with childhood vows from trauma influencing 
their adulthood." Strange stated. 


"Who are you talking about?" MM asked. 


"That is a story, for another time, but there is one I've noticed you 
appear to be emulating a peer of yours at this moment." Strange 
said. 


"Yeah and who is that?" MM asked. 


"Your animosity between Soldier Boy and yourself mirrors that of 
William Butcher's own vendetta with the Homelander." Strange said. 


"There's a difference." MM said. 


"A miniscule difference. Even your behavior since Soldier Boy's 
awakening resembles that of William Butcher's." Strange said. 


MM silently processed it, noticing his behavior at the moment was 
like Butcher's. 


"This is about Butcher, you want to know more about him, you talk 
to him." He told him. 


Strange smiled, causing MM to reel back from feeling uneased. 


"In due time, now | want you to understand the true meaning of your 
relationship with him. The reason as to why you cling to him?" 
Strange said. 


"Yeah and what's your theory, professor?" MM asked. 

"You idolize him. He's the man you wish to be." Strange said. 
MM slammed his hand on the desk. 

"Bullshit!" He yelled. 

Strange remained stoic as usual. 


"Prior to your reunion with him, you worked at a juvenile detention 
center. Wanting to make a difference in the lives of delinquent 


youths. You told your wife how fulfilling your employment felt when 
in actuality it gnawed at your very soul. You knew the truth about the 
corruption your world's superheroes indulged in and could never 
free yourself from trying to expose it." Strange said. "The young boy 
inside you wanting to avenge his family was still there in your mind. 
When providence arrived in the form of William Butcher about how 
he killed a member of the Seven. You saw this as an escape from 
mundanity and joined with him, disregarding your wife and child all 
in the pursuit of your grudge." Strange said. 


"I'm done with this shit!"!" MM angrily hissed and left for the door. 


"So you joined with him once more and now have ended up a 
convict in another reality. Stuck in the same prison as the man 
responsible for the source of all your trauma. All while neglecting 
your family." Strange said. 


That last sentence caused MM to stop as he had just reached for 
the doorknob, and all of the anger he felt metamorphosed into 
shame. 


"What kind of husband and father would do that?" Strange asked. 


MM was silent. 


Wonder Woman walked down the halls of the prison where she saw 
Victoria Neuman's private cell. It was a rubber room with a bed and 
a mirror which was in fact a double-sided mirror, allowing the jailer to 
see Newman but she couldn't see the jailer. Diana found a sad and 
defeated Victoria Newman, who glared daggers at the Amazon. 


"What do you want?" She asked. 


"We believe that your foster father has made arrangements with a 
dangerous and unknown individual." Diana said. 


"Homelander?" She asked. 


"No, this individual orchestrated the Legion of Doom's attack. We 
need your help." Diana told him. 


"| have no idea what you are talking about." She said. 


"We know you're actually Stan Edgar's adopted daughter, Nadia. 
We found the paper trail after your arrest." Diana said. 


Neuman was silent trying to use her powers on Wonder Woman, but 
to no avail. 


"Please, innocent lives are at risk." Diana pleaded. 
"No." Neuman said. 

"What about for your daughter's sake?" Diana asked. 
"Leave Zoe out of this, you bitch!" Neuman snapped. 
Diana sighed. 


"I'm sorry, but | will not leave here without a confession.” She said, 
pulling out her lasso. Diana opened the cell door and walked 
through it. Wonder Woman used her lasso and it wrapped around 
the former Congresswoman. 


"Who is your father working for?" Diana asked. 
"Lex Luthor." Neuman said, sounding strained. 
This caught Diana by surprise. She activated her com. 


"Superman, it's Wonder Woman, Neuman just told me who Edgar is 
working for." Diana said. 


"Who?" He asked. 
"Luthor." Diana simply told him. 


"That's impossible, he's still in Stryker." Superman said, sounding 
both surprised and irritated. 


"| used my lasso on her Kal, it's either Luthor or someone pretending 
to be him." Wonder Woman said. 


"I'm heading over to Stryker Island now." Superman said. 


Diana turned to Nadia once more. 
"Is Luthor working alongside anyone else?" She asked. 
"| don't know." Nadia said. 


Diana released her and walked out of the cell. 


Frenchie was in the middle of his session with Strange. When the 
Professor had finished with MM, his colleague had looked practically 
shell-shocked and trying to maintain distance from Butcher. 


"You seem to believe that your past can elude my observations, but 
| can assure you that you are wrong. | already know enough." 
Strange said. 


"Tell me then." Frenchie asked sarcastically rolling his eyebrows. 


"Your father abused you, which led you to fall into a life of crime. 
There you found employment with Little Nina, a Russian mob boss. 
Before working alongside William Butcher. You have no sense of 
self-efficacy." Strange told him. 


"| do." Frenchie said. 


"Really because judging from your past, you seem to follow those 
who demean you at every turn. It is always for their own benefit. Tell 
me did you join with Mallory to free yourself from Little Nina or did 
you want a new leash?" Strange asked. "Don't you think Jay's death 
was caused by his leash being pulled too tightly?" 


"You don't know what you're talking about." Frenchie angrily replied, 
reminiscing about his deceased partner. 


"Drug abuse was not something uncommon for those with his 
history. And yours, the childhood you had would predictably result in 
an adult with drug addiction. Yet, you found your moments of solace 
among your peers. | Suppose joining your crew united the two 
aspects you needed in your life in one." 


"Are you saying les garcons are like a drug?" 


"That is the part they play in your life. How long did it take for you to 
completely accept your position after William Butcher showed up at 
your doorstep? Remember, Serge, Jay's addiction killed him, what 
made you think yours wouldn't do the same?" 


"| told you, you don't know what you're talking about. You didn't 
know him." 


"This isn't about him. | refer to your late beloved in reference to how 
you see your life, this is about you. Are you not used to having 
something being about you?" Strange asked 


Frenchie hesitated, but thinking about it, he knew Strange was right. 


"No, I'm not." 


Superman walked down the corridors of Stryker's Island. The 
Parasite was in his containment field, Metallo was in his cell, 
Toyman was busy making dolls out of his sheets, and Livewire was 
cussing him out from her cell. Superman stood in front of the door to 
Luthor's cell. It opened and Superman saw Luthor sitting in his cell, 
wearing an orange jumpsuit. He noticed Superman and angrily 
glared at him. 


"Come to gloat?" Luthor questioned. 
"Hardly." Superman replied, scanning Luthor with his eyes. 
"Then what are you here for?" Luthor said. 


"Earth Seven, former Congresswoman Victoria Neuman said you 
were helping with Vought." Superman said. 


"Why would | help them?" Luthor asked. 


"I'm not sure, but | know you are helping them in some way." 
Superman told him. 


"I've been detained." Luthor said. 


"That hasn't stopped you before." Superman said. "Plus Earth 
Seven has something that would grab your attention, a corrupt 
Superman." He added. 


"So?" Luthor asked. 


"So the only reason why you're still in Stryker's is because you want 
to stay here." Superman said. 


"Why would | want to stay in this hell hole you've cast me into?" 
Luthor asked. 


"| don't know, you tell me?" Superman asked. 

Luthor looked like he was about to think of an answer. 

"Because I... |..." Luthor said, trying to think of an answer. 
"You're smart enough to think of an answer Lex." Superman said. 


Luthor collapsed onto the floor, Superman entered the cell and 
Luthor's face started to change. He looked less like a human, but 
rather a mannequin of human skin. Superman realized he was not 
talking to Lex Luthor, he was talking to Everyman. 


"Hannibal Bates." Superman quietly said in acknowledgment. 
“Take him to the infirmary." Superman told the guards in the room. 
"| don't get it, what happened to Luthor?" One of them asked. 


"He was never here." Superman told the guard, he looked over the 
room and looked into one of the security cameras. 


Lex Luthor saw this having hacked the cameras of Stryker's 
specifically monitoring ‘his cell". 


"So they know now?" Reverse Flash said. 


"No, as far as The Justice League is aware they only know of my 
involvement. You five are unknown and are now free to act.” Luthor 
told them. 


"In other words, we get to act as nothing more than petty 
distractions in the name of your grand plan." Sivanna accused. 


"Why Thaddeus | never thought you saw yourself as so lowly?" 
Luthor remarked sarcastically. 


The elderly mad scientist got up, but was prevented from confronting 
Luthor by his children Georgia and Junior. 


Contrasting with Sivanna's indignant attitude was Thawne, who had 
an excited grin with bloodlust eyes. 


"So | take it that your plan will involve a massive cleanup operation 
on Voughts' hands when it comes to getting rid of their former 
employees?" Reverse Flash asked. 


"| would imagine so." Luthor said. 


"| don't think there would be a problem if | were to make it easier on 
them?" Thawne asked. 


Luthor smirked. 


"No, | don't suppose there is, you are free to do whatever you want." 
Lex said. 


Thawne ran out of the room. 


"That man makes The Joker look like a decent human being. Are 
you sure you can trust him?" The Brain asked. 


"Thawne's just as much of a psychopath, but he's able to work with 


a team and remain focussed. So long as you provide him with an 
incentive." Lex told him. 


It was Kimiko's turn. Despite her refusal to speak it did not matter in 


the slightest for Strange. 


"The Shining Light Liberation Army came to your home when you 
were children and murdered your parents before forcing you to 
serve. All of your life from that moment has been to fight for 
someone else's cause and never your own." Strange told her. 


She glared at him. 


"Your brother was the only reason and now he is gone.” Strange 
stated. 


Kimiko glared harder at Strange, but he did not appear to be 
intimidated. 


"There is nothing shameful in that, you are a soldier. You have been 
since that very day." Strange told her. 


Stormfront looked at her own reflection in the elevator's mirror. 
Almost all her wounds were healed but her left eye was gone, 
covered with a stringless black eyepatch. She stared at the 
eyepatch until she realized the elevator door opened. She went to 
the Seven's conference where Homelander sat by himself and 
spoke on the phone; she could tell just by his tone that he was 
speaking to Ashley. 


"What do you mean Stan won't give his clearance?" Homelander 
asked. 


"It's not like he's refusing but it's impossible to speak to him." Ashley 
answered. "Every time | try he just says he's busy. Even the other 
executives don't know what he's up to." 


"Doesn't matter. Fuck him, we don't need him okay. Just call the 
military guys and tell them that the Homelander wants to be on TV 
with them. Do it." 


Homelander turned off the phone and got up from his chair. He 
walked to Stormfront with his arms open. 


"We're making slow but consistent progress." He told her. "People 
are scared, | got Cameron running some footage of Coast City being 
destroyed and all of the sudden Earth One doesn't look so nice 
anymore. There are talks about considering people from there as 
illegals. Then the League would have to leave but we need to get 
ready, get faster!" 


"Yeah, right, right." 


"Are you ok? Because | just dropped a shit load of good news on 
you." 


Stormfront didn't say a word, she just sighed and pointed to her 
missing eye. 


"That? Come on, | don't care about that." He said and pulled her for 
a kiss. "In a year there will be kids wearing eyepatches to pretend to 
be you." 


"What military guys were you trying to get?" 


"After all the shitstorm we got from Earth One, some of the higher 
ranks in the army have decided they're too dangerous to stick 
around and want to make initiatives. But some of the CIA has been 
such a rock in my shoe. You'd think those fucks would be more 
scared of the Bat than anybody else." 


"Fear is good, it can make a person do anything. Is it just us here?" 


"A-Train is in the hospital, Maeve is in her room higher than the 
Empire State and Deep... | don't know and don't care. But Noir... 
There he is!" 


Black Noir entered the Seven conference room. He looked at the 
screens, the footage of some of the worst events to plague Earth 
One. He looked at Homelander, who walked towards him and 
touched his shoulder. 


"Welcome, buddy. | have so many plans.... What's wrong? Your 
heart and your pressure are a bit off. Are you scared of Edgar?" 
Homelander asked and Black Noir slowly shook his head. "Don't 
worry about him, he's the one who's scared. We're going to put the 


Seven back on the top, you'll see it." 


Noir kept looking at Homelander, he knew Homelander could see 
through his mask. He suddenly gave Homelander a hug. That was 
the moment when he heard that familiar voice echoing in his mind, 
saying " Irving, you remember what h-h-h-happened last time?" He 
then touched the side of his head, reminiscing about Soldier Boy 
smashing his brain. 


Hughie sat in front of the Professor shaking. 
"Tell me, Mr. Campbell about the incident." Strange requested. 


"Robin and | were talking about moving in together when A-Train ran 
into her." Hughie said. 


"You were not in the middle of the street, am | correct?" Strange 
asked. 


Hughie angrily sighed. 
"No, she was one foot off the curve." He told Strange. 


"Yet A-Train faced no consequences?" Strange asked knowing full 
well what a rhetorical question it was. 


"No he didn't, but if this is your way to make me feel like Butcher. I'm 
not, last year A-Train nearly died from a heart attack and | saved 
him." Hughie defended himself. 


"Yes you did, tell me do you know about Lenny Butcher? William's 
younger brother." Strange asked. 


"No." Hughie lied. 
Strange seemed unconvinced. 


"Butcher's father Samuel abused both William and Lenny. Lenny 
more often than not, Samuel viewed the boy as soft. So when 
William left to join the military, Lenny committed suicide. Your 


psychological profile is not too distant from Lenny's. You were often 
bullied by others, and viewed as weak and helpless. Unlike Lenny, 
your father coddled you." Strange said. 


"Is there a point to this?" Hughie asked. 


"In any other group, you were often seen as the weak link. You lack 
confidence and are riddled with insecurities. So you developed an 
attachment to those you view as stronger than yourself: William 
Butcher and Miss January." Strange said. 


Hughie was silent, he knew that Strange was right. 


A mechanical needle injected V24 into the arm of a soldier laid ona 
medical chair, as the liquid went in, a golden light lit on the man's 
veins. Colonel Mallory and scientists watched it from far, standing 
behind a red line. 


"The longest enduring soldier had powers for 29 hours and 18 
minutes, the least enduring kept them for 21 hours and 53 minutes." 
A scientist said. "We were already confident it would work, based on 
how it affected the Russian criminals, we had no reason to believe 
we wouldn't have the same results." 


"Can they beat Homelander?" Mallory asked. 


"Individually? | seriously doubt it. But a squad should have the 
manpower." 


"Which means more money to Edgar." 


They walked by the rooms where different soldiers tried their new 
powers. One of them was a man with a green glowing fist. He stood 
in front of a large metal vault and opened holes in it with his punches 
as quickly as if the vault was made of paper. 


"That's Captain Myers." The scientist said. "Most impressive we 
have until now." 


"You're doing well, Captain." Mallory told him. 


"Thank you, ma'am." Myers responded. 


Mallory and the scientist proceeded to her office. The colonel sat 
and the scientist remained in the room holding a pile of files. 


"Is there anything else you want to tell me, doctor?" 


"There's one thing." She said. "We attempted to pinpoint the formula 
to recreate it but that might take years." 


"And by then Vought will have sole rights of manufacturing.” 


"That's not what | wanted to tell you, ma'am. Trying to identify the 
composition of V24, we discovered foreign chemical components. 
Something was added to the formula to keep it from attacking the 
users’ brain, but whatever it is, it's beyond our science." 


"It's not from our world. Thank you, doctor, you can go." 


When the doctor left, Mallory pulled something out of her pocket and 
kept it in her hand. She looked at it, it was the communicator 
Batman gave. Mallory thought about it, she scrolled files on other 
villains from Earth One but ultimately, she threw the communicator 
in her drawer and closed it. 


Butcher was escorted into the room where he saw Strange sitting at 
the table. 


"Mister Butcher, | have been looking forward to this session the 
most." Strange said with a smile. 


Butcher glared at Strange. 


"Let me guess you want me to talk about my childhood and what 
Homelander did?" Butcher asked, annoyed. 


"No, | want to talk about your experiences here. Why instead of 
laying low you decided to antagonize Gotham's criminal 
underworld?" Strange asked. 


"Those lunatics are trying to pass off Compound V as some sort of 
designer drug. You really want that clown cunt with that shit?" 
Butcher explained. 


"Yet you didn't let the police, Batman, or his allies deal with this 
narcotic trafficking ring." Strange asked. 


"You're from Gotham, right? Frenchie said you used to experiment 
on the inmates of Arkham Asylum. He's been at this whole vigilante 
shit for how long and the city still looks like a fucking cesspool." 
Butcher said. 


Strange smirked. 


"| won't deny Mister Serge's accusations. Yet you were arrested by 
Batman. Not The Seven or any other member of the Justice League, 
just Batman. What does that tell you?" Strange asked. 


"He got lucky." Butcher said. 


"Luck, | assume that would qualify for you, not him. Prior to your 
arrest, you were captured by some of the most dangerous crime 
lords in Gotham City, you were nearly experimented on by the 
Scarecrow, and you were nearly killed by Deathstroke. Yet you 
managed to escape thanks to outside forces beyond their control." 
Strange said. 


"Is there a point to this?" Butcher asked, irate. 


"Your biases towards the 'heroes' of your world have carried over to 
those of our world. You expected Batman to be nothing more than a 
corrupt, incompetent, drug-addicted celebrity. Instead of a highly 
intelligent, extraordinarily skilled vigilante. One who overshadows 
you in every category." Strange said. 


"You always suck him off or is it just occasional?" Butcher asked. 
Strange looked unamused. 


"Batman did not underestimate you, but you did, which led to you 
being here. If Amanda Waller had no interest in you, you would have 
been stuck in Arkham. In fact, he likely knew you would assume his 


secret identity." Strange told him. 
"You know who he is?" Butcher asked. 


"Yes, | was the one who gave it to Miss Waller years ago." Strange 
said. 


"Why are you confirming this to me?" Butcher asked. 


"Simple, no one would believe you . In both worlds, you are viewed 
as an unhinged madman. Who would believe you?" 


Butcher glowered. 
"Anything else you'd like to bring up?" Butcher asked. 


"Hardly, | already brought up your younger brother with Mister 
Campbell." Strange simply replied. 


Butcher paused for a moment before regaining his composure. 
However, it was all Strange needed. 


"Lenny is likely the root cause of your psychological issues. Your 
anger and desire to protect those you care for regardless of the 
costs. When you were children you were unable to protect him from 
your father. So you decided to join the military as an escape, only for 
your brother to commit suicide because you left him alone with your 
father. From what I've read you have become the very man your 
father wanted. Cold, violent, and hard as stone." Strange said. 


Butcher remained silent. 


"Tell me if your father was in your place, how do you think he would 
have acted compared to you?" Strange asked. 


Butcher lunged over the desk and grabbed Strange by the collar. He 
tried to strangle the psychiatrist only for the guards to club him down 
to the floor before pinning him to the floor. A furious Butcher looked 
up to Strange looming over him. The psychiatrist bent down and 
went to his ear. 


"Not at all different from you." Strange said before stomping Butcher 


with his boot. 


Batman had just finished interrogating the Legion of Doom. Their 
answers to his questions varied and did little to help. However, there 
were three that struck out the most. 

" We found it on a Vought tanker." Manta said. 

"We managed to replicate it." Grodd said. 

"A batch was sold to some Russian Mobsters." Cheetah said. 


"Well?" Oracle asked. 


"Vought and Luthor are working together. He made their V-24 
formula, but Grodd mentioned that he improved it. | need to find the 
Legion's headquarters." Batman said. 


"You're in luck Green Arrow, Black Canary, Plastic Man, and Guy 
Gardner found it. | wanted to let you know." Barbara said. 


"Send the coordinates to the Zeta Beam." Batman said as he walked 
over to it. 


" Batman, 02" The Speaker announced his arrival. 
Batman looked around. Doctor Poison was in construct handcuffs. 


"Glad you're here, you've made quite the stir from what I've 
gathered." Canary said. 


"Yeah, please tell me something. Did Homelander cry after he got 
his shit wrecked?" Guy Gardner asked. 


Batman raised an eyebrow at this request. Guy was never cordial to 
him. 


"| never thought I'd see the day Guy Gardner would say please to 
you of all people, Bats ." Plastic Man remarked. 


"It's the end of the world." Green Arrow remarked. 


"You haven't been around Homelander, guy's a douchebag." 
Gardner said. 


"He ruined milk for me." Plastic Man said. "I've been eating my 
cereal dry since then." He added before letting out an exaggerated 
cough. 


"Enough." Batman spoke up. "Take me to their laboratory, | want to 
examine it." 


"Right, it's this way." Dinah said, guiding him to the lab. 
Batman and Green Arrow followed her. 


"Look | want you to know, their fans are going to throw everything 
they have against you. It's fairly common for their kind." Green 
Arrow said. 


"| Know." Batman simply replied. 


"The brownshirts will riot the moment you slap the cuffs on him and 
his girlfriend." Oliver said. 


"Let me guess you want the first crack?" Batman asked. 
"It's the only thing they understand.” Oliver said. 


"What Oliver is saying is that it seems things are wrapping up, and 
there is no way Homelander is going to go down without a fight." 
Canary said. 


"| Know, have you found any reports on Butcher and his gang or the 
Suicide Squad." Batman said as he examined the equipment. 


"They attacked Riker's Island on Earth Seven while you were duking 
it out with the Legion. We only got the news after the incident. 
Apparently, there was a small nuclear blast that went off into the 
TNT Twins cell." Black Canary told him. 


"Former members of Payback, alongside the MIA Gun Powder." 
Batman said. 


"That gun nut? Why do you think Waller's targeting them? From 
what I've gathered, barring Black Noir, they're all washed-up has- 
beens. | don't think Butcher would go after them unless he needed 
to." Green Arrow asked. 


"| don't think they are a priority to her or Butcher. | think Soldier Boy 
is back." Batman told them. 


"Wasn't that Vought's first superhero, so he never died in the first 
place?" Dinah asked. 


"No, | think Vought sold him out to the Russians." Batman said. 


"What makes you think that?" Oliver asked. "Was it because of his 
singing career?" He joked. 


"| don't know that, yet ." Batman said. 

"Anyway, what about Starlight?" Green Arrow said. 

"What about her?" Batman asked. 

"From what I've read, | think she could join us." Black Canary said. 


"The kids got heart and looks to be clean, like about our levels of 
cleanliness. Sure she fell in with a dangerous gang of vigilantes, but 
can you really blame her with the cards she was dealt with." Green 
Arrow said. 


"We'll see." Batman replied. 


"Oh come on Bruce, | Know their universe is kind of a grimdark 
cesspool, but whatever happened to second chances!" Green Arrow 
argued. 


"I'm not in the mood for an argument right now, Ollie." Batman said. 
Ollie was about to speak up when Dinah glared at him. 


"| have a session with her later. After that, we can decide on her 
future." She said. 


Batman simply nodded before returning to his investigation, where 
something immediately got his attention. 


"Something's wrong." Batman said. 

"What's wrong?" Canary asked. 

"The formula, there are nanites in it." Batman said. 
"Nanites? What do you think they do?" Green Arrow asked. 


Batman left the lab and went to where Doctor Poison was. He 
grabbed her by the neck and hoisted her in the air. 


"The nanites?" What do they do?" Batman asked. 
"Nanites?" The Doctor asked, sounding genuinely surprised. 
"You think Grodd put them in?" Arrow asked. 


"No, Luthor did." Batman said. 


In the Watchtower, Annie sat on the chair brought to her cell, it was 
at that moment when Black Canary walked in the room. 


"Annie, it's nice to meet you." Dinah greeted. 


"How much do you want to know? I'm more than ready to share." 
Annie asked. 


"This isn't an interrogation, actually, more like therapy." Canary said. 
"| thought..." Annie said. 


"Look, we can get to that later. Tell me what's on your mind." Canary 
told her. 


"You're almost done, aren't you?" Annie asked. "Don't answer that, 
I'll tell you everything since last year." She added. 


"I'm listening." Dinah said. 


"Ever since | was a kid | looked up to the Seven. It was my dream to 
work alongside them one day. Then, last year | made it in and the 
dream became a nightmare." Annie said. 


"The incident with the Deep?" Dinah asked. 


"| used to have a schoolgirl crush on him, you know? | used to have 

his memorabilia. Then in one moment he fucking destroyed it all. He 
coerced me into doing it because he lied to me. He said that he was 

the second biggest member of the team, but then | learned everyone 
saw him as a joke." Annie said, her throat started to hurt. 


"You got him fired, didn't you?" Canary asked. 


"More like relocated, he's a part of the Church of the Collective now. 
They all let me down. Translucent was a peeping tom, Lamplighter 
ended up murdering countless mental patients under Voughts' 
orders, A-Train is a drug-addicted narcissist, Homelander is a 
psychopath, and Queen Maeve is a fraud!" Annie shouted that last 
part. 


"Maeve, | take it that she was your favorite as a kid?" Dinah asked. 
Annie sighed. 


"Yes, she was. She was my hero growing up, | read her biography 
so much that | destroyed the damn thing. Then, | learned she's an 
alcoholic coward. There was a moment, where she told me that at 
one point she was genuinely heroic, but now that Maeve's gone | 
can't even hate her, at this point, she just makes me feel depressed" 
She said. 


"What solidified that for you?" Black Canary asked. 


"Just before all of this happened. Hughie and | went to her for help, 
but she declined. She insulted Hughie and told us to get out.” Annie 
told her. 


"Would you like to stop?" Dinah asked. 


"No there's more." Annie told her. 


"Alright." Canary said. 


"My mother was lying to me all my life. Hughie told me that the 
reason why | have superpowers is that my parents were approached 
by Vought and signed an agreement that would inject Compound V 
into me as a baby. Vought has done that to countless families over 
the years and I'm just another statistic. My Dad left when | was little, 
so then | realized Donna was using me as a meal ticket throughout 
my childhood. The pageants, the exercises, fastening myself were 
all for her benefit and not mine." She said feeling tears well in her 
eyes. 


"I'm sorry." Dinah apologized. 


"Thanks, she attempted to reach out to me before all of this. | want 
to forgive her, but | don't know if | can." She said. 


"| can't tell you what to do about that. Your mother crossed a line, 
but she's not my mom." Canary said. 


"You know being here, at first | thought | was born in the wrong 
universe. Now, | realize | am wrong." Annie said her eyes watering. 


"There's nothing shameful about that, Annie. You're a good person." 
Black Canary said. 


Annie started to cry. 
"No, I'm not!" She sobbed out. 


"You're heroic, we can give you a chance." Dinah told her placing a 
hand on Annie's shoulder. 


Annie looked at Black Canary. Her eyes were red and watering. 


"| killed a man, and it wasn't a criminal, but an innocent man." She 
told Dinah, tears running down her face. 


Fuckin’ Diabolical 


Mallory sat at her desk reviewing the files she managed to get from 
the CIA relating to Earth One, specifically A.R.G.U.S., Amanda 
Waller, and the various supervillains. From what she gathered 
A.R.G.U.S. was a UN-funded organization tasked with overlooking 
the superhuman community. Their relationship with the League and 
other hero teams was mixed. On the one hand, she read that an 
agent, Steve Trevor, has a long-standing relationship with Wonder 
Woman. Then of course there was Amanda Waller who had no trust 
in them. Overlooking Waller's file she found a rather interesting 
tidbit, she was a former Cabinet member to one Lex Luthor. Until 
she quit following Luthor's mental breakdown which nearly led to the 
president allowing a meteorite made out of something called 
Kryptonite to hit the planet. The more cynical part of her was 
surprised to see that Luthor actually got impeached for this stunt. 
Although apparently, Luthor ran as a third-party candidate and won 
by an impressive margin not unlike Nixon in ‘72. 


"Fucking fairy tale land." She grumbled down at the desk. 


It was there that she saw a file at the top of the Supervillain file and 
found "Lex Luthor" on it. She decided to look it up and was surprised 
to see that he was considered to be Superman's arch-enemy. He 
had no superpowers yet somehow he was the arch-enemy of a 
significantly stronger version of Homelander. A part of her almost 
respected him for that, if not for the fact he almost doomed his 
world. He was the smartest man on Earth One apparently having 
made his own multi-billion conglomerate formerly known as 
LexCorp. She was surprised to see that he never tried to make 
Superman a corporate mascot, but rather opted to kill him. In fact, 
he and by extension, LexCorp was allegedly responsible for the 
creation of numerous supercriminals that have fought Superman. 


She then saw what appeared to be notes from Luthor's trial and 
read the notes. 


Judge: Mr. Luthor how do you plead? 


Luthor: Superman made me do it. 


Judge: Mr. Luthor are you implying that Superman told you to let an 
asteroid composed of one of the few things that can seriously harm 
him, strike the planet. 


Luthor: No, everything | have done has been in service to the human 
race. The rest of you may all pretend that as long as Superman is 
around we will all be safe. But the truth is, Superman and his 
compatriots will only bring stagnation. Human achievement will 
dwindle as long as we rely on them. Or worse, how long until 
Superman decides he's had enough and takes over the planet? | will 
not allow my planet to be held in the iron fist of a Man of Steel. 


Judge: Enough Mr. Luthor 


For some reason, the notes were cut off. Mallory looked up the date 
of the court and looked it up. To her shock, Luthor had poisoned the 
entire court there was even a video of it. She watched it. As the 
judge was reading his verdict he violently coughed as did the jury. 


"Don't | am willing to resign.” Luthor said, a smirk on his face. 


The guards went up to him and proceeded to bring him down on the 
table as he was hauled away. Mallory realized that, unlike Edgar 
who seemed to be motivated by greed, Luthor was motivated by 
pride. The man pissed away a multi-billion fortune just so he could 
kill Superman. 


Waller stood in front of the Squad this time composed of Soldier 
Boy, Captain Boomerang, and the Boys. 


"So we're going after Crimson Countess now?" Hughie asked. 
"There's been a change in plans Mister Campbell." Waller told him. 
"Excuse me?" Soldier Boy spoke up indignantly. 


"We will get to her eventually, right now something more concerning. 
We have reason to believe that the CIA of your world has gotten a 


new version of Compound V." Waller said. 
This got the Boys' attention. 
"So Langley is finally kissing Vought's ass?" Butcher asked. 


"Not necessarily. We planted a bug there during our previous 
mission there. From what we have gathered this version works only 
for twenty-four hours." Waller said. 


"Vought couldn't have made that, it seems too advanced. When we 
broke into Sage Grove we learned that Vought's formula still didn't 
work properly on adults." Frenchie said. 


"We figured you would know more about this than we did. Our 
working theory is that Vought is working with someone from our 
world." Waller said. 


"You don't think it's the League?" Butcher asked. 


"Unlikely, they would never work with Vought on a project like that 
let alone hand it over to the CIA. We need you to steal a sample and 
bring it over here. Also, keep in mind, you may have to take lives, | 
don't want you hesitating.” Waller told the squad. 


"Do they have nuns working on the CIA now? Why the fuck would 
anyone hesitate?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"Because former Deputy Director Grace Mallory is no exception." 
Waller said her gaze directly at The Boys. A picture of Mallory 
appeared on the screen. 


The Boys were all paralyzed, Frenchie and even Butcher being the 
numbest. The silence was broken by Soldier Boy who whistled at 
the picture. 


"You will likely have to terminate her, do you understand?" Waller 
asked. 


The Boys were silent for a moment until Butcher spoke up. 


"Sure thing, she lied to us for years. At this point, she's dead to me." 


Butcher said. 

"Good." Waller said. 

"One last thing, | want to bring MM on this mission." Butcher said. 
"And have him get us all bloody killed no way!" Boomerang argued. 
"You got a problem Con?" Butcher asked. 

"Con? You fuckin’ Pom | oughta..." Boomerang said. 


"Enough, | usually hesitate to agree with Boomerang on anything. 
Do you want your lives to be at even greater risk?" Waller asked. 


"Ever since his talk with the professor, he hasn't tried to kill Soldier 
Boy now has he?" Butcher asked. 


Waller silently contemplated, unaware of the look Butcher gave to 
Frenchie. 


"We can talk him into it." Frenchie said. 


"Fine, but remember it's your neck on the chopping block, not mine." 
Waller said. 


"Appreciate it love." Butcher said as the Boys followed suit. 
Hughie went up to Butcher and whispered into his ear. 
"You have a plan?" Hughie asked. 


"Yes | do, but keep quiet. Frenchie and | will explain later." Butcher 
said. 


Maeve was lying down on her bed having finished another bottle of 
vodka that littered the floor alongside its countless brethren. Elena 
kept sporadically calling her yet she did not say anything, usually 
hanging up as soon as Maeve answered. None of the texts Maeve 
sent elicited a response, the phone says she was reading them. She 
heard someone knocking at the door. All this emotional pain, 


distracted her from the physical pain she felt looking at a mirror. Her 
body was littered with scars, she had plenty of them on her cheeks 
all thanks to Cheetah. 


"Not now, Ashley." Maeve said. 

"Not Ashley, it's me." Donna said. 

Maeve sighed. 

"Come on in." She said. 

Donna entered the room knocking aside the liquor bottles. 

"How are you feeling?” Donna asked. 

"Like shit." Maeve said. "How did you get in here?" Maeve asked. 


"A girl has her ways." Donna said. "How are things going on the 
search with Elena?" She asked. 


"Someone keeps calling me on her phone." Maeve said sounding 
frustrated. 


"Who?" Donna asked feigning ignorance. 


"| don't know they keep hanging up and won't answer me when they 
call!" She said tears running down her face. 


"Hey easy, you'll find her." Donna said. "| know what it's like to lose 
someone you love, but you will get them back." She said a 
determined look in her eyes. 


"Look at me! I'm a fucking mess!" Maeve cried out. 


She proceeded to hug Donna, much to the surprise of Circe, to the 
point it nearly broke the facade. 


"It's not too bad." Donna lied caressing the large scar going down 
from her cheek. 


"Homelander's going to do something terrible soon | can feel it." 
Maeve said. 


"How so?" Donna asked her curiosity piqued. 


"He threatened to kill A-Train's brother's family. The way he said 
that, made it clear that he was not going to send someone to do it." 
Maeve explained. 


"What if | told you | can give you a way to not only fight back, but 
crush Homelander like the pitiful bug that he really is." Donna told 
her. 


"What are you talking about?" Maeve asked. 


"I'm an expert at the arcane of Earth One. Superman can be 
damaged from magic, you really don't think Homelander would be 
immune to that do you?" She asked. 


Maeve was shocked to learn this. 

"You're serious?” She asked. 

"lam." Donna said, fully confident. 

Maeve started to ponder this for a moment. 
"| don't know..." Maeve asked. 


"| get it, Maeve it sounds scary, so I'll give you time to think about it." 
Donna said. 


“Take care." Maeve said sounding almost hopeful. 


Donna walked out the door when she saw Stormfront and 
Homelander. 


"Well, it looks like Maeve has a new special friend." Homelander 
remarked. 


"Which of you is the butch?" Stormfront said. 
Circe smiled at the pair. 


"Charmed I'm sure you must be Homelander and Stormfront. You 
two make such an eye -catching couple." Circe said, her hands 


behind her back. Unbeknown to the two she cast a spell that let her 
into the minds of both. Her compliments seemed to ease 
Homelander. 


"No, look have you seen a little boy? He has brown hair and blue 
eyes." Homelander asked. 


"No can't say | have." Circe said. 


The spell told her that the boy was his son. It almost reminded Circe 
of Lyta, but she pushed that aside. 


"He's probably left now, my own son thinks I'm a fucking fraud." 
Homelander said. 


"No, he doesn't you'll prove them wrong." Stormfront said. She then 
proceeded to whisper something in his ears. Circe knew all too well 
what that meant as Homelander left them and rolled her eyes. 


"You and Maeve can get back to getting on. Girls get it on, am | 
right?" Stormfront mocked her. 


Circe let out a chuckle before casting another spell on Homelander 
and Stormfront. This spell would make whatever rendezvous they 
had planned impossible for the time being. As well as any future 
rendezvous too. A true goddess was not going to let their remarks 
go unpunished. 


She was about to teleport, when she saw her. Wonder Woman 
making her way down the hall making her pause. Diana looked at 
her, but Circe kept up her facade. 


"Do | know you?" Diana asked. 


"No, | believe this is the first time we've met. | must say | am a fan." 
Circe said. 


"Thank you!" Wonder Woman said still studying Circe's disguise. 


She walked past the Sorceress who went straight to the elevator. 


Elena tried to free herself from the chair she was tied to. The room 
was dark although her mouth was still covered by the duct tape 
Harley Quinn put on her. She heard a door open and the lights 
turned on. Her cell was filled with abandoned circus and amusement 
park props, such as a dunk tank. She hoped that it was Maeve or 
someone else here to save her, but her hopes were dashed when 
she saw that it was her captors. 


"So good news on the Queen Maeve line, I've just received word 
that she's alive." Joker said. "Which means | don't have to chop you 
up, feed you to the Hyenas, and sell your organs on the street. Well, 
at least not now anyway." He added before letting out a chuckle. 


Elena pleaded, so Joker yanked off the duct tape. 
"Please... Please let me go..." She pleaded. 


"Now why would | do that, when you are so important to my plans." 
Joker said. 


"What do you want?" She asked. 


"Word through the grapevine is that your girlfriend damning 
evidence regarding Homeboy." Joker said. 


Elenas' eyes widened. 
"What are you talking about?" Elena said. 


"Oh don't play coy with me. Flight 37, you know the one that crashed 
into the ocean." Joker told her. 


"Terrorists caused that what does that have to do with 
Homelander?" She lied. 


"HAHAHAHA" Joker laughed before reaching into his pocket and 
pulling out a switchblade knife. He held the blade mere inches from 
her eye. His smile turned into an angered glare that bore through 
her soul. 


"Don't play stupid with me." Joker threatened before he smiled once 
more. "I Know that Milksop and your girlfriend were on that plane 


and it crashed because of their screwup. From what | heard, your gf 
managed to get video footage of that whole ordeal." Joker said. 


"Maeve and | are no longer together, how do you know she'll go 
through with it." She said upon instinct. 


Joker and Harley looked surprised to hear that. 
"Oh dear, that is quite unfortunate, to say the least." Joker said. 
"Yeah, sorry to hear about that." Harley said. 


"So what you're trying to tell me is that you might no longer be of 
any use to me, is that it?" Joker questioned. 


"No!" Elena spoke up. 


"| don't know it looks like to me that you might be dead weight." 
Joker said pulling out his revolver. He pulled back the hammer and 
pointed the gun between her eyes. 


"NO! PLEASE!" Elena pleaded, her eyes started to tear up. 


"Too late. Come to think of it your corpse could work as well. Yeah, | 
can just kill you know and tell Maeve you're alive with her none the 
wiser." Joker said. 


"PLEASE!" Elena said. 


"Harley get the butcher knife looks like Bud and Lou are getting fed 
after all." Joker said. 


"Aw, but Mistah J you know Bud has been having digestive 
problems." Harley brought up. 


"Don't care, I'm not taking him to the vet again not after last time. 
Those bills are murder." He told her now pointing the gun at her. 


"Yes she has a video of it, just don't kill me!" Elena yelled. 
"Good." Joker said now pointing the gun at Elena. 


He pulled the trigger and Elena clenched her eyes shut. All she 


heard was a pop and felt something made of paper hit her face. 
When she opened her eyes, sticking out of the gun was a flag that 
merely said "BANG!" 


"Gotcha! HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!'" He said 
before laughing up a storm. 


"With all due respect, go eat a gonorrhea-infected cock!" MM told 
Butcher and Frenchie. 


"Look | don't like the cunt at all, but it's our only way to get out of this 
fuck up." Butcher told him. 


"Please, | know how we can get out, mon ami." Frenchie told MM. 
MM sighed. 
"What's your plan?" MM asked. 


"The bombs are weak to electrical shocks. The CIA still has all my 
old equipment in storage." Frenchie said. 


"You're sure?" MM asked. 
"Certaine." Frenchie told him. 


"Either way we stay here and risk dying for that bitch every day of 
our lives to not die in prison." Butcher said. 


"Where do we go next then?" MM asked. 


"We try really fucking hard not to bump into Mallory. Or else Waller 
expect us to capture her." Butcher said. 


MM looked conflicted upon hearing this. 


"Look | don't blame you for being pissed at her about lying to us for 
all those years. | say you have the most right to be crossed with her, 
but she's our only option. Either Mallory helps us or she dies too. 
Hell, chances are they might kill her anyway. | heard they fed 


Gunpowder to the Shark." Butcher said. 


"They did, threw up his helmet right in front of me. I'm pissed at her 
for what she did, but even | think getting eaten by a man-shark is too 
much." MM said. 


"So are you in or out? This might be our only way out of this cluster 
fuck." Butcher asked. 


"Even if it means teaming up with Soldier Boy?" MM asked. 


"Look at this way, you can try and screw him up along the way." 
Butcher said smiling. 


"I'm in." MM said, a determined look on his face. 


The League stood silent upon hearing Black Canary's revelation. 
Green Arrow was with her. 


"She confessed?" Batman asked, sounding genuinely surprised. 
This got the League's attention. 
"You knew?" Dinah asked. 


"| was looking over Butcher and his gangs' movements on their 
Earth before being brought over to ours. Not far from Sage Groves, 
there was a dead motorist found along the road. He cracked his 
skull after something broke his ribs. The motorist's car was dropped 
off at a hospital where Hugh Campbell was brought over by Butcher 
and January." Bruce told her. 


"So what now do we just throw her back to the authorities?” Flash 
asked. 


"You are positive she's not taking the blame for Butcher?" J'onn 
asked. 


"No, | don't think she is. Ollie can attest to that." Dinah said. 


Oliver stepped up, his usual confident demeanor was replaced with 
one of guilt. 


"You all might remember this, but it was a while ago back when | 
was traveling with Hal. My shoulder got banged up and because of 
that | killed a perp." Green Arrow said, old wounds starting to 
surface. "But this was a civilian, so I'm at a loss." 


"She was exposed to the Scarecrow's fear toxin. Crane's gas can 
linger in peoples’ minds bringing out more psychological issues that 
were previously repressed. | think she is telling the truth." Batman 
said before turning to Wonder Woman. "Diana, didn't you mention 
that Wonder Girl told you that Annie hates Butcher?" He asked. 


"Hate would be a strong word, but she's not fond of him. She wants 
to protect the others, especially Hugh Campbell." Diana said. 


"Young love." Oliver remarked. 
"Alright, but won't we look like hypocrites?" Flash asked. 
Wonder Woman stood up. 


"Life is sacred in my eyes regardless of their crimes. Yet | have 
killed before, it's something that | am not proud of. Even when it 
came to Maxwell Lord, | always chastise myself for not doing better 
or stopping it in the first place. |am a guardian of peace, not a 
warrior. At the heart of all things, people can change. | think Annie is 
one of those." Diana said. 


"Stormfront and her followers have no right to use that against us. 
Especially from her of all people." Superman said. 


"She's a Nazi who gives a shit?" Oliver asked. 

"Agreed on that, but the kid, she's hurting." Black Canary said. 
"As horrible as it is, she made a mistake." Flash said. 

"One she'll have to live with for the rest of her life." Aquaman said. 


“Earth Seven will judge her, | pity her, but the law is the law." 


Batman said. 


"Everyone deserves a second chance. | think we all agree with that 
on some level." Superman said. 


The League nodded. 

"So we're in agreement?" Superman asked. 

"Yes we are. What about Butcher and his crew?" Aquaman asked. 
"So who gets to speak with the kid?" Green Arrow asked. 


"| will, though if anyone wants to join me feel free." Superman spoke 
up. 


"You're the best person for the job, Clark. You both share similar 
backgrounds.” Batman said. 


"Agreed, the kid probably needs to hear a signature Superman pep 
talk." Green Arrow said. 


The Suicide Squad was now at the back of the George Bush Center 
for Intelligence. 


"Your sure you know where they're keeping this stuff?" Soldier Boy 
asked. 


"I'm positive, mate." Butcher lied. 


The door opened and the lights were off. As part of a temporary 
outage that the emp brought along with the teleporter, the Squad 
entered the room. All of a sudden, a flashlight shined on them, from 
a security guard. 


"Show me your hands!" The scared guard said. 


He looked like a deer in headlights, he prepared to call on his 
walkie-talkie when Soldier Boy ran up to him and crushed his head 
against the wall. His brains and pieces of his skull were now on the 


wall and dropping to the floor. Soldier Boy looked at the rest of the 
squad non-plussed. Boomerang did not look shaken up at all. 
Whereas, The Boys had various looks and reactions. Hughie was 
shocked and horrified upon seeing this, Frenchie looked disgusted, 
Kimiko looked away slightly ashamed, Butcher seemed annoyed, 
whereas Mother's Milk was angered. 


"What? It was him or us?" Soldier Boy asked. "Now let's get a move 
on ladies." 


"You go on ahead, we'll watch your back." Butcher said. 


Soldier Boy and Captain Boomerang went up ahead as the Boys 
slinked away behind them. 


"How far is it?" MM asked Frenchie. 

"Not far, should be just about here." Frenchie told him. 

Soon enough they found the storage room "Storage B". 
"How did you know that was the room?" Hughie asked. 


"We used to come here every so often, Storage B was where 
Mallory dumped all the garbage Frenchie used on the missions." 
MM said. 


"Let's try not to get nostalgic. We turn the bombs off then we go." 
Butcher said. 


The door opened and they saw someone they recognized. 
"Butcher?!" Mallory asked, surprised. 
Butcher shushed her. 


The Boys entered the room, and he noticed a notepad with a pen 
next to it. He grabbed both and began to write on it. He wrote: 


"Amanda Waller, put bombs in us, will kill us if she finds out we're 
here with you." 


A look of realization began to dawn on Mallory. She gestured to the 
note pad and Butcher handed it to her. She wrote: 


"That bitch wants me dead?" 


Butcher nodded. Frenchie looked around the room and found 
nothing to his dismay. 


"They're not here!" He whispered, though the dread in his voice 
made it sound less like a whisper. 


"Is there a problem, gentlemen?" Waller asked over their comms. 


The Boys all froze upon hearing her voice. 


Superman entered the cell and saw Annie huddling in on herself, her 
eyes were puffy. 


"Miss January, or would you prefer | call you something else?" Clark 
asked her sitting next to her. 


Annie was silent, she refused to talk. Superman could feel her 
heartbeat. 


"| know what Homelander is and | understand why you don't want to 
talk with me." Superman told her. 


Superman let out an annoyed sigh. 


"What you did was wrong, | cannot argue against it. After reading 
about you, | cannot fathom why that happened." Superman told her. 


"Hughie... We needed to go to a hospital or else he'd die. The driver 
pointed a gun at us, and | panicked. | shot him with an energy blast 
and he cracked his head against the pavement." Annie told him. 


"| Know." Superman said. 


"| could have just blinded him or even let him shoot me instead." 
Annie said. 


"Maybe, but what's done is done, none of us can change that." 
Superman told her. 


"| Know." She said. 


"What you did was wrong, but you are remorseful, it's a good sign. 
Just because you did that it does not make you pure evil." 
Superman told her. "In fact, it's almost refreshing, most murderers 
I've spoken to show no regrets." He said. 


"How do you do it?" Annie asked. 
"What do you mean?" Superman asked. 


"| mean you've been exposed to all of the corruption, how do you 
look at all that and still smile? | mean for Christ's sake herogasm 
was a thing? Or Homelander? You know what he's done." Annie 
asked. 


"Because at the end of the day, I've seen worse. War World and 
Apokolips are far worse than Earth Seven. The likes of Brainiac, 
Mongul, and especially Darkseid are worse than Homelander not 
just in power but cruelty. Homelander is nothing more than a 
schoolyard bully. Sure Homelander and Stormfront still have 
supporters, but there are plenty of people who support us. Besides 
our Earths are more similar than others may realize." Superman told 
her. 


"What?" Annie asked. 


"Your world has a lot of filth, but your world is not entirely devoid of 
hope. Your world still has beauty to it. Your world is not tarnished. 
However, humanity will always do the right thing no matter what. Do 
you still believe that" Superman told her. 


Annie processed his words, remembering the car crash at the motel. 
How ordinary people risked their lives in order to save others. 
Everything about him made him seem different from Homelander. 
With Homelander every word felt recited as though they were from a 
script, but with Superman, everything felt natural. Every world felt 
natural, as though he spoke from his heart, not from a script. 


"The "S" on my chest is my birth family's crest, and it stands for 
hope. They knew that sending me to Earth was not meant for just 
me but for everyone on this planet. My parents adopted me despite 
the fact that | was not human, but they still raised me as their own. 
Everything that | believe in comes from the fact that two farmers 
decided to raise me. Krypton is my birthplace, but Earth will always 
be my home. | know your mother treated you as a meal ticket, but 
your ideals were not found in that. You didn't do all that because you 
wanted fame, you wanted to protect and help people. Good is its 
own reward, you believed in that just as | do." He told her. 


Annie kept listening. 


"Your world is not doomed, there are clean spots. There always is 
Annie and | am sorry you forgot to see that." Superman told her 
looking into her eyes. 


Annie started to cry, and she wrapped her arms around the Man of 
Steel. Superman hugged her in return. 


"| Know you have made mistakes, but your life is not over, not yet. | 
know that Annie, a better tomorrow is always around the corner." 
Superman told her, as he started to pat her on the back. 


Annie freed herself from his hug. 
"You know there is something wrong with them?" Annie asked. 


"Hughie and the rest have been inducted into Task Force X, the 
Suicide Squad. | promise you, on my soul, | will do everything within 
my power to save them." Superman told her. 


"Kill her." Waller ordered Butcher. 


Butcher raised his gun at Mallory who seemed to have resigned 
herself to her fate. His hands kept shaking. 


"Billy it's alright | understand, we both know | have a lot less to live 
for than all of you. Do what you have to do?" Mallory told him. 


Butcher still hesitated. 

"I'm sorry, Colonel." Butcher told her, a regretful look on his face. 
"Butcher don't!" Hughie blurted out. 

Butcher turned to him. 

"We can get out of this, we always do." Hughie said. 


"We are hard-wired to explode, kid! There is no way out!" MM told 
him. 


"Then you do it, Marvin." Mallory said. 
MM pulled out his gun, he was shaking with anger. 


"| Know you were involved with Operation Charly.” He told her 
sternly. 


Mallory sighed. 

"Did you know that the Reds took Soldier Boy?" MM asked. 
Mallory was shocked to hear confirmation. 

"So he never died at all?" She asked. 

MM hesitated. 

"Enough of this." Waller said. 

"Do it!" Waller ordered. 

The Boys all looked at one another. MM dropped his gun. 
"Do what you gotta do." He said 


Kimiko held onto Frenchie's hand, while MM hugged both of them. 
Hughie looked over to Butcher, desperation in his eyes locked with 
Butchers' look of remorse. 


"Hughie, you were a good lad. Glad | met you." Butcher told him. 


They all waited for the inevitable end... Except nothing happened. 
No explosions, and none of their brains coated the walls. 


"Are we dead?" Frenchie asked, hesitantly. 
"| don't know." MM said touching his head. 


"This doesn't make sense | mean we all remember getting the 
bombs injected into us, right?" Hughie asked the others. They all 
nodded. 


"Maybe they glitched, now let's get out of here." Butcher said. 


Back on Earth One, however, Waller kept pressing the button to kill 
the Boys. 


"Where are the fucking bombs then?!" Waller demanded. 


"We have no idea ma'am. One moment they were there next thing 
after you ordered them to be detonated their signals just vanished." 
One of the techies said. 


Waller rubbed her temples in frustration she took a deep breath and 
exhaled. 


"Soldier Boy and Boomerang you have five new targets. Butcher, 
Campbell, Milk, Miyashiro, and the Frenchman have gone AWOL. | 
want at least one of them alive, so they can be questioned." She told 
them. 


"| knew we shouldn't have trusted that Pom and those friends of his." 
Boomerang said. 


"Understood Waller." Soldier Boy said. 

He turned to Boomerang. 

"Dundy, grab the vial, I'll handle the rats." He said. 
"Right." Boomerang said. 


As Soldier Boy left Boomerang he turned around for a moment. 


"Also what the fuck's a Pom?" Soldier Boy asked. 

"Prisoner of Mother England. It's an Aussie thing." Boomerang said. 
Soldier Boy left the room. 

"Bloody stupid Seppo is gonna have me killed." He said. 


At that point the power turned on and an alarm went off much to 
Boomerang's chagrin. 


"Fuck!" He yelled, his anger overrode his confusion at the moment. 


Homelander and Stormfront were on their way to the George Bush 
Center for Intelligence, their evening tryst fell flat much to the 
couples mutual irritation. To their surprise, clear signs of destruction, 
there was a fight happening there. 


"Looks like they're under attack." Stormfront said. 
"Good." Homelander said. 
An idea popped into his head and he smiled. 


"| suppose it wouldn't be a problem for our plans if we helped them 
out." Homelander said. 


"| agree, after all, it's a matter of National Security." Stormfront said. 


The couple floated down, Homelander scanned the scene and 
noticed someone familiar. 


"Oh look, it's Butcher and his friends. | almost kind of missed them." 
Homelander said. 


"Same, | guess ripping them apart might give us some satisfaction." 
Stormfront said rubbing his shoulders. 


Homelander's smile dropped upon seeing someone else steadily 
approaching them from another corridor. 


"It can't be..." He said. 
"What is it?" Stormfront asked. 


"It's... It's Soldier Boy." Homelander said. 


"You have some shit to explain to us, Colonel!" MM said. 


"| will in a moment, and stop poking me with that thing!" Mallory said 
before scolding Butcher who had a gun behind her back. 


"It's better this way, you wanna come out of this looking clean do 
you.” Butcher said. 


"What the hell is going on, do you know about the V-24?" Hughie 
asked. 


"How do you know?" Mallory asked. 


"Waller had us come to get it alongside killing you, madame." 
Frenchie said. 


"Does it work?" Butcher asked. 
"Yes it does, but we're still not sure about it." Mallory said. 


"DUCK!" Hughie yelled as they all got down on the ground. Soldier 
Boy's shield was thrown at them. 


"Have to say Butcher sharing top secret info to the enemy, not a 
good look. | thought you were a soldier?" Soldier Boy said, before 
gazing at Mallory. 


"Agent Mallory, it's good to see you again.” Soldier Boy said smiling. 
Mallory rolled her eyes. 
"I'm sorry to disappoint you, but I've aged like milk." Mallory told him. 


"| love milk." Soldier Boy said. 


The Boys were all taken aback by Soldier Boy's comment. Each of 
their faces varied levels of disgust that went like this from least to 
greatest: MM, Mallory, Butcher, Frenchie, Kimiko, and Hughie. 


The Task Force X room stood silent upon hearing that. 


"Fucking hell mate she's practically a grandma!" Boomerang said 
from his comm. 


"Hey man the older they get the more delicious and the drier." 
Soldier Boy said. 


"| wish my head exploded." An unblinking Hughie said. 
"Still no fucking way." Mallory told him. 
Soldier Boy looked almost hurt upon hearing that. 


"So | take it you're now Director Lesbo, is that right?" Soldier Boy 
asked. 


"Hi, there. I'm Homelander, world's greatest superhero. | just wanted 
to know why the fuck the CIA is ruining my plans butlook who it is." 
Homelander's voice announced. 


Everyone except for Butcher froze upon hearing his voice. 
Homelander walked through the corridor. Stormfront was with him, 
which caused Kimiko to drop her fear and focus on her hatred 
toward her brother's killer. 


"How have you been? | heard you were run out of the furry's city." 
Homelander taunted. 


Butcher smirked. 


"And | saw you get your ass kicked by a mentally challenged 
Superman on the tele. Tell me are your arms still hurtin'?" Butcher 
said. 


Homelander's smile turned to one of anger, his eyes turned red. 
Butcher spread his arms, a smile on his face, goading the sociopath 
in front of him. 


"Go ahead, | can die 'appy after not just seein’ your body get 
crushed, but your pride too." Butcher said. 


"My only regret is the Justice twats decided to save you, your cunt 
girlfriend, and the rest of you." Butcher said. 


Soldier Boy's gaze was directed at Stormfront. He squinted as 
though he recognized her from somewhere, when a look of 
recognition appeared on his face. 


"Holy shit, Liberty. Is that you?" Soldier Boy said recognizing 
Stormfront. 


"You have me confused for someone else." Stormfront denied. 
"Bullshit | recognize that rack and hips anywhere." Soldier Boy said. 


"Oh come now love you don't remember startin’ herogasm with 
Soldier Boy ‘ere. He told us everythin’, tell me somethin’ did all those 
trains run on time for you?" Butcher said. 


Butcher turned to Hughie and Frenchie. MM looked confused, but 
Kimiko looked like she was about to laugh. 


"Yeah, Soldier Boy told us everything. He said you started it in 
1952." Hughie said. 


"| heard the stories of Herogasm, you two must of had some crazy 
times together, no?" Frenchie asked, his question had some 
authenticity to it as well. 


MM looked surprised to hear this as did Kimiko, but realized they 
were trying to have Homelander and Soldier Boy focus on one 
another. It appeared to be working, Homelander started to look 
uncomfortable. 


"| see that you downgraded.” Soldier Boy said a confident smile on 
his face. 


"No, | upgraded, | never gave a shit about you. You never had what 
it took to carry our true purpose." Stormfront said. 


"His costume has padding in it for fuck's sake. He's even wearing a 
cape, you and | both know what that means." Soldier Boy said. 


Homelander looked confused and turned to his girlfriend who looked 
hesitant to answer. 


"What does he mean?" Homelander asked turning to Stormfront. 


"It means she's the one who takes you from behind." Soldier Boy 
said. 


With that, Homelander tackled Soldier Boy into the wall. The two 
pushed back against one another, before eventually trading blows. 
Soldier Boy managed to knock Homelander down on the ground 
with his shield by slamming it against Homelander's face. The new 
shield proved tough enough to block Homelanders' attacks as well 
as draw blood. Soldier Boy began to punch Homelander on the 
ground before getting shocked by Stormfront's lightning. Soldier Boy 
screamed in pain before he fought through the pain and threw his 
shield at her. Just as Stormfront got up Kimiko attacked the supe 
from behind, ripping off her eyepatch and jabbing her fingers into the 
empty eyesocket. Stormfront screamed in pain. She threw Kimiko off 
of her before clutching at her wound. When she recovered she saw 
that Kimiko was running towards The Boys. She fired a lightning 
blast at Kimiko only for the lightning bolt to miss due to her lack of 
depth perception. Angrily she grabbed the eyepatch and put it on 
before pursuing her chase. 


Meanwhile, Homelander tackled Soldier Boy outside. Soldier Boy 
kicked Homelander away, putting him back into the building. Soldier 
Boy noticed a nearby car and grabbed it, just as Homelander 
charged again he was nearly flattened by the car. Homelander 
caught it and began to float in the air trying to push Soldier Boy 
down. Meanwhile, civilian workers who managed to get outside 
started to record the fight. Soon enough it became a global hit 
"Homelander vs Soldier Boy" was trending worldwide. 


One of those viewers was Black Noir who stared at his phone upon 
seeing Soldier Boy. He felt a sharp pain in the side of his head, 


images of Soldier Boy bashing it all while pinning his face to the red- 
hot steel of that car. By accident, he crushed his phone and walked 
towards the elevator. He pulled out one of his knives and started to 
stab his wrist. He paid no mind to the screams let out by the other 
passengers with him in the elevator. Noir pulled out the tracker and 
handed it to one of the terrified passengers before walking out the 
door. 


" E-e-e-arving a-a-are you s-s-s-sure you want to I-I-Il-leave?" Buster 
asked him. His anthropomorphic companions with him. 


Noir turned to his friend and nodded. The Justice League could 
handle this he was not needed, not anymore. 


The Boys were in a CIA lab desperately looking for a way out. 


"Okay we have two of the most powerful supes in history practically 
on our tail and a Nazi supe chasing us right now, what do we do?" 
Hughie asked. 


"A what?" Mallory asked. 
"Long story." Frenchie said. 
Kimiko was about to go out the door. 


"With Homelander and Soldier Boy just around the corner, you won't 
live." Frenchie told her. 


Mallory sighed. 


"| might have a solution." Mallory said revealing a vial of V-24. "To 
answer your question, Hughie. It does work, human testing has 
shown no adverse side effects." 


"Colonel with all due respect, no way." MM said. 
"I'll take it." Butcher said to the surprise of everyone else. 


"Butcher are you sure, | mean | figured that you would be the last 


one to become a supe." Hughie said. 


"Desperate times call for desperate measures." Butcher said he 
looked at MM. 


"I can't say that | agree with this. After all, you and | both said that 
with great power comes the absolute certainty that you'll turn into a 
right cunt." MM said. 


"Twenty-four hours isn't long enough for that." Butcher told him. 
"MM please we might not make it out of this." Frenchie said. 
MM sighed. 

"Fine." He answered reluctantly. 


Mallory took out a syringe and injected Butcher. There seemed to be 
some mild discomfort and his eyes were clenched shut. 


"Butcher are you alright?" Hughie asked. Butcher opened his eyes 
and nothing happened. 


"|'m fine." Butcher said. 

"Did it work?" MM asked. 

"Don't know." He said. 

Just then Stormfront destroyed the door. 


"Congratulations, mud people, you've proven yourselves to be a 
major pain in the ass." Stormfront said. 


"More than Homelander and Soldier Boy? No wait scratch that first 
one." Butcher said. 


Stormfront was about to charge at Butcher until he brandished his 
crowbar at her. She chuckled. 


"Oh how cute, you actually think that's going to wor..." She said 
before Butcher hit her with all his strength. The crowbar snapped in 
two, but Stormfront was launched back like a baseball. 


"Get out as far away as you can. If I'm not with you in the next five 
minutes go on without me." Butcher told them. 


"Where are we going?" Hughie asked. 


"The Colonel's home, and before you get all upset. You'll tell 
everyone | threatened to kill you if you didn't help us." Butcher told 
Mallory. 


"Fine." Mallory said. 


With that Butcher left the room. 


Back on the surface, Homelander was trying to crush Soldier Boy 
with a car. Soldier Boy pushed the automobile aside. 


"What are you doing?" Waller asked. 


"Kicking his ass." Soldier Boy told her as he kicked Homelander in 
the ribs before standing up. 


"Butcher!" She told him. 


Soldier Boy dodged a punch from Homelander, hitting him in the 
kidney. 


"As long as this flying pussy is in the way, I'm not going to get any of 
them." Soldier Boy told her. 


"Who the fuck are you talking to?" Homelander asked. 


"Classified, dipshit." He said before Homelander caught one of his 
punches. 


"| Knew you were almost stronger than me. Almost." Homelander 
said. 


"Oi." Butcher's voice called out as he tapped him on the shoulder. 


An annoyed Homelander rolled his eyes and dismissively turned to 
the source... Only to get knocked back when a punch from Butcher 


managed to hurt him. A couple more managed to bring him down to 
the floor. 


"What the fuck?" Homelander asked, rubbing his cheek. 


Only to get hit once more by Butcher stomping on his face. Butcher 
put all focus on Homelander at the moment, only for Soldier Boy to 
step in by punching Butcher across the face. Soldier Boy was 
prepared to bring his shield down on Butcher's face when, Butcher 
blasted him in the eyes, temporarily blinding Soldier Boy. Butcher 
got up and proceeded to head-butt Soldier Boy. Homelander then 
tackled Butcher into the side of the building. Homelander and 
Butcher punched one another, Homelander was confused while 
Butcher smiled in excitement. After all these years he could 
physically fight Homelander for all the things he had done to Becca 
and other innocent people. 


Homelander fired his eye beams at Butcher knocking him back. 
Butcher could feel them burning slowly burning his skin as he tried 
to get back up only to get knocked down once more. Homelander 
continued to spam them keeping the vigilante at a distance when 
suddenly, Butchers' eyes felt a strange sensation. When he opened 
them, two beams of light were fired at Homelander knocking him 
down to the ground. 


Butcher was surprised, to say the least. 
"Fuckin' diabolical!" He said before continuing the onslaught. 


Butcher relished Homelander's groans and screams of pain. Until he 
unleashed an angered roar, Homelander got up and fired his own 
laser beams. The two entered a beam struggle with both hated 
adversaries trying to get the advantage. Homelander started to say 
in the air, pushing it down. It looked like Homelander was about to 
win the struggle. Soldier Boy tackled both of them, he turned to 
Butcher and both silently agreed to a temporary truce. Temporary as 
long as Homelander was still present. The two began to tag team 
Homelander with Butcher punching Homelander causing him to walk 
into Soldier Boy who slammed him onto the ground. Homelander 
grabbed both of them by the throat and proceeded to choke them 
out, only for Butcher to punch him in the nose, breaking it. Soldier 


Boy grabbed Homelander and pinned him to the ground preparing to 
blast him. Homelander snarled as he attempted to free himself, he 
was siill a little hurt from Bizarro. Just then, Soldier Boy was 
attacked by lightning, causing him to release Homelander. 
Stormfront used all of her power to push Soldier Boy back. 
Stormfront leaped onto the scene and flew off with Homelander, his 
leg in between his legs. Butcher angrily watched as they fled, but 
found enjoyment after what just happened. Butcher went off to join 
the Boys, they were free, and 24 hours of superpowers or not he 
was not going to waste his time by fighting Soldier Boy. Just as 
Soldier Boy got up, Waller commed him. 


"Return to base.” Waller sternly told him. 


Just then, Soldier Boy was teleported back to Belle Reeve. 


Grace Mallory sat in her office at the George Bush Center for 
Intelligence, staring deadly at the destruction caused by the 
destruction. Finally, the technicians put her computer screen back 
and she could watch the battle which unfolded. She saw how well 
Butcher did against Homelander once he got a shot of V24, not as 
well as she hoped. Homelander's laser was stronger, Homelander 
himself was stronger and even with powers, Butcher was going to 
get killed by their Earth's strongest supe. 


"You've seen this shit?" Mallory asked the scientist. 


"Yes, ma'am." She answered. "As much as we studied the V24, we 
couldn't predict how strong Homelander would be. I'd say, based on 
Mr. Butcher's performance, a six-man squad should be able to do... 
The job." 


"Make it 12 men." 
"That's your shot to call, but...?" 
"Speak up.” 


"Earth One heroes do provide an alternate route." 


As the scientist said that, Mallory opened her desk, and saw the 
communicator Batman left her. Then, she saw a body being taken 
through the hallway, the security guard murdered by Soldier Boy, 
seeing that, she closed the drawer. 


"No, these fuckers have been out there for too long. We need to end 
them, permanently. We are getting a squad, and we're going to 
stomp the shit out of Homelander." 


Master of Puppets 


The Boys reached Mallory's home. Throughout the drive, MM 
cautiously looked from the back seat at Butcher as though the man 
was a bomb that could detonate at any given moment. 


"Right, ‘ere we are lads." Butcher said as they got out of the car. 


Frenchie grabbed MM by the arm. MM turned around and saw 
Kimiko with him both looking concerned. 


"Is there something you want to talk about?" He asked. 


"You mean the fact Butcher injected himself with some whacked-out 
sci-fi shit that gave him superpowers?" MM questioned. 


However, judging by Frenchie's expression that appeared to not be 
the case. 


"No, about how you were willing to let yourself die back there." 
Frenchie said. 


MM hesitated before brushing him aside. It was there that he saw 
Butcher meeting with an old friend. Hughie was looking around the 
place. 


"Holy shit!" MM said. 


"Marvin, how have you been?" The Legend asked as he shook MM's 
hand. 


"I've been doing better, wish we could stay." MM said. 


"The Legend!" Frenchie said practically running up to the man. He 
kissed him on the cheek. 


Kimiko and Hughie looked confused. 


"They don't know who | am?" The Legend asked. "Read a fucking 
book, kids." 


"This the Legend." MM explained. "He had Stillwell's old job back in 
the day, he was our contact inside Vought." 


"It's nice to see you all, except this British piece of shit. What are 
you doing here?" The Legend asked. 


"We're staying here for a bit, won't be long though." MM told him. 
"Tryin' to get our heads clear and think of a plan." Butcher said. 


"We can call Victoria Neuman, she might be able to help us." Hughie 
said. 


"Jesus, were you guys stuck in a cave or something? Neuman's 
done." The Legend said. 


"What do you mean?" Hughie asked. 

"That head popper, that was her." The Legend explained. 
Everyone was surprised to hear about this. 

"You're kidding?" MM asked. 


"No, I'm not. The Justice League launched a sting operation, she's 
in custody right now." The Legend said. 


"What if Vought planned this? Made them think she was the head 
popper to get rid of her for them." Hughie asked. 


"There was footage and everything, kid." The Legend said. 

"Knew we shouldn't 'ave trusted that bitch." Butcher said. 

A dejected Hughie turned to Butcher. 

"Now what?" He asked. 

“Ave any of the Justice League popped up ‘ere?" Butcher asked. 
"Yes, though only Batman. I'm telling you that guy's probably never 


used a door in his life. He just pops in right the fuck out of nowhere." 
The Legend said. 


"Fuck!" MM cursed. 

Hughie tried to get inside the house but Butcher stopped him. 
"He's probably bugged this place." Butcher said. 

"You'd think Mallory would have told us that!" MM said. 


"She got a CIA team to check the house. Swept this whole place 
down twice." The Legend said. 


"Then we'll have to be a bit more thorough." Butcher said and lifted 
his finger as if telling the others to hush as he entered the house. He 
walked up to a photo of Mallory and her deceased grandchildren. 
MM was worried that would be the first place Butcher would look. 
However, he stopped himself from destroying them. 


"Let's give this place a look around." Butcher moved his lips without 
saying. 


Maeve heard her phone ring. She got up from her bed and picked it 
up to see who was calling. Her heart soared when she saw who it 
was: Elena. 


She immediately selected "answer". 


"Elena, how are you?" She asked. "Is everything alright?" She 
added her voice full of concern. 


There was silence. 


"Hello?" Maeve called out once more. She could hear noise from the 
other end, but her heart started to sink when she listened to it. 


It sounded like someone was chuckling that grew ever louder and 
more energetic with each second. 


"I'm sorry Elena can't come to the phone right now.” The Joker told 
her. "She's a little tied up!" He added before he let out a wicked 
cackle. 


She almost dropped the phone right then and there. 


"Hello? Hello? Are you there, Maggy?" Joker asked. "Margaret? 
Mags?" He asked. 


Maeve remained silent still in shock. 


"For the love of.. Look if you don't answer me in the next five 
minutes, she dies? Do you hear me?!" He threatened. 


"I'm listening, now let her go!" She firmly demanded. 
He chuckled once more, sounding utterly unimpressed. 


"Did you hear that, Elena? It sounds like your ex wants me to kill you 
now." Joker said. "Well | wanted to hurt her anyway, so might as 
well get it over with." He said. 


Maeve's blood froze upon hearing that. 


"Harley, get me the really sharp knife! Don't worry Maggy, I'll bring 
her back to you, one piece at a time!" Joker said. 


"No!" Maeve told him. 


"Harley stop! It looks like she might want to play ball with us after 
all." He said his voice oozing with malice. 


"What do you want?" Maeve asked. 


"| just want you to play my little game." Joker simply replied. "You 
see when | first abducted your ex. | had no idea of that little secret of 
yours." He told her. 


Maeve nearly felt her heart pause. "What is that?" She asked, 
although she already knew in her heart the answer. 


"| know about Flight 37, Elena needed some persuasion, but boy oh 
boy did she confess everything! | mean | already put the puzzle 
together in my mind of what actually happened on that fateful flight 
after reading about it, but it felt great to hear her speak about what 
actually happened. | mean seriously, milk chugger save the day, 


HA!" Joker told her, she could practically see his twisted grin when 
he said "persuasion". She wanted to rip him in two. 


"| just wanted to let you know ahead of time before my big 
announcement and don't you think of telling anyone else about our 
little convo. Think of it as a matter of privacy, or one of life and death 
because if | suspect that you tattled on me. Well, | hope you're 
prepared for Elena's funeral, and spoiler alert: expect a closed 
casket." Joker threatened. 


"How do | know you have Elena?" Maeve asked desperately, trying 
to cling onto some form of hope that he was trying to trick her. 


"Still trying to cling to hope! Fine, I'll dash that little dream! I'll 
Facetime with you." He said. 


He hung up for a moment until the phone rang again. She hesitated 
for a moment before pressing the green button. Almost instantly, 
whatever futile hopes she once held were utterly dashed as she saw 
Elena tied up. It looked like she was tied to a dunk tank with her 
mouth taped. There was a red line drawn on the tape that made it 
look like a smile. 


"Here she is!" The Joker announced. "Say "Hi" Elena." 
Elena could only muffle out a cry for help. 


"As you can see, she's here with my merry band and me," Joker 
said. "Hoping that you make the decision to save her life." 


Maeves' eyes were open along with her mouth. Her heartbeat 
started to race so fast she could hear it echo throughout her 
bedroom. Tears started to form in her eyes. She tried to speak, but 
could only let out gasps. 


"Well?" Joker asked. 
Maeve tried to form words, but could only speak in choking sobs. 


"Oh for the love of..." Joker groaned as he started to rub his 
temples. "Y'know, at least Wonder Woman doesn't crack whenever 
her beau gets kidnapped! So listen here, crybaby! I'm not going to 


kill her unless you do one simple thing."Joker informed her. 
"What is it?" Maeve asked. 


"Show the video about how Flight 37 went down!" Joker said. His 
more stern attitude disappeared as he let out an amused chuckle 
that soon turned to laughter. 


Between his maniacal laughter, Maeve could only discern three 
words: "flight" and "went down". 


"Oh, | just kill me." Joker said once his fit of laughter stopped. 


"I'm not going to waste any more of my time speaking with you. So 
see you later tonight, oh and if | think you ratted me out to Batsy and 
his little friends..." Joker said as he held something out in the palm 
of his hand. It looked like a baseball, which he chucked at a target 
causing Elena to drop into the dunk tank. 


"She won't be getting up!" Joker added before hanging up. 


Maeve just sat there motionless. All sorts of thoughts clashed with 
one another. Her stomach started to churn as she looked for the 
bathroom. She collected herself and got out her phone. 


"Donna it's me, | need your help." Maeve said. 


"Gladly." Circe said and Maeve was brought outside the tower. 


MM was looking around in the basement when he saw Frenchie now 
having Hughie and Kimiko with him. 


"Don't." MM warned him. 
"We just want to talk." Frenchie said. 
MM realized it would be pointless. 


"Strange got to me, he straight up asked me what kind of a father 
would leave his family just to end up a fugitive. Maybe Monique and 


Janine would do alright without me." MM said. 
"Don't listen to that psychopathe." Frenchie said. 


"The guys like Hannibal Lecter without the cannibalism." Hughie 
remarked. 


"Yeah, but everything he said was true. | couldn't think of anything 
else to say, the guy clearly doesn't care that he's a horrible person." 
MM said. 


Frenchie looked down. 


"He said that | work with Butcher for the thrill of how | like to be 
treated like shit. It's like a drug." Frenchie said. 


"And how accurate would you say that is?" MM asked. 


"Maybe | deserve it with all | have done. The Colonel's 
grandchildren." Frenchie said. 


"Look | get it you had to save your friend, I'd probably do the same." 
MM said. 


"You're a soldier, would you be willing to drop everything?" Frenchie 
asked. 


MM was silent. However, Kimiko nodded holding Frenchie's hand. 


"He mentioned Butcher's brother and how | might remind Butcher of 
him. Did any of you ask about him?" Hughie asked. 


"We never asked, it was just like Becca. Hell, | didn't know about his 
brother until years in." MM said. 


"He committed suicide, their dad was abusive to them." Hughie said. 
There was an uncomfortable silence in the room. 


"| figured Butcher must've had a fucked up childhood. I'm guessing 
Lenny was his original canary." MM said. 


"Yeah, my Mom left me when | was a kid. Since then my father 


coddled me ever since. The reason why | cling to Butcher and... 
Annie is because I'm afraid they'll leave too." Hughie explained. 


"| never knew about your mom. Does anyone else know?" MM 
asked. 


"| told Annie around the time all this shit has happened." Hughie 
said. 


"You're a good man, Hughie. Better than all of us put together." MM 
told him. 


Hughie remained silent. 

"Speaking of Annie, how do you plan to find her?" MM asked. 
"I'll turn myself into the League." Hughie said. 

Everyone is silent. 

"Are you sure that's a good idea?" MM asked. 


"| can't take it anymore, okay! We're back to having nothing. Only 
now we find out that Neuman was never on our side! | was going to 
ask her for a job when our names were clean! We now have Soldier 
Boy and a prison filled with god knows how many super criminals on 
our tails too!" Hughie said. 


"We're not going to stop you, but you might get yourself killed. The 
Seven are still going to kill you." MM said. 


"| Know, but | don't think Butcher's going to find that bug. If it is even 
here." Hughie said. 


"Butcher's not going to be happy about that." Frenchie warned him. 


"I Know, I'll have to think of something. I'll try to help you out." 
Hughie said. 


MM and Frenchie motioned Kimiko to the door to keep watch. 


"Speaking of Butcher, | still have a bad feeling about that V24 shit." 


MM said. 
"What do you mean?" Hughie asked. 


"Vought was unable to make a formula that works one hundred 
percent on adults, but now the CIA has a formula that does that and 
only lasts twenty-four hours." Frenchie explained. 


"You don't think Vought or the CIA made it." Hughie guessed. 


"Yes, and | don't think that is something the Justice League would 
make. If anything they could just drag Homelander in a jail cell like 
he's a toddler being put in time out." MM said. 


"So any guesses?" Hughie asked. 


"Someone from Earth One definitely, but from what I've heard there 
are a lot of amoral eggheads there." MM said. 


"So what do we do about Butcher?" Hughie asked. 
"lf that shot makes him crazy or whatever, we run." MM said. 


Hughie knew that was a very broad strategy, but they were all at the 
end of their rope. However, he did have a way he hoped would 
subtly nudge Butcher in their direction. Just then, Butcher walked 
through the door. He was smiling in a proud manner. 


"Good news, I've found the bug." Butcher said. 


The Justice League was watching footage of Homelander's fight 
with Soldier Boy and Billy Butcher. Footage that was live-streamed 
involved Soldier Boy whereas Butcher was from security footage. 


"So Soldier Boy is working with Waller?" Superman asked Batman. 


"Yes, Butcher and his gang were too, but now they've gone AWOL." 
Batman said. 


"| don't get it, why hasn't Waller just you know blow their heads up 


like she usually does?" Flash asked. 


"Oracle did some investigating, but it only raises more questions." 
Batman said. 


"Like what?" Flash asked. 


"From what | gathered their bombs disappeared, they were not 
disarmed, even though they attempted to do so." Oracle explained. 


"Like they just vanished into thin air." Green Lantern remarked. 


"This is not the only coincidence you've found centered on them?" 
Martian Manhunter asked. 


"We looked into their activities prior to their arrest. Hugh Campbell 
and Annie purchased their airplane tickets with debit cards from 
Keystone Bank. The accounts opened the same day they appeared 
in our world, unlike other people from Earth Seven who entered 
ours." Oracle said. 


"This all seems so contrived." Aquaman said. 
"Which is why we should bring them here." Wonder Woman said. 
"They're not going to like that, Diana." Batman said. 


"Perhaps, but they have no other choice. | think a different approach 
is in order." Diana said. 


"Diana is right, we need to prove to them we are not the Seven." 
Superman said. 


"They're likely now being targeted by Waller and Vought. Even with 
all of the luck they've had so far | can't see them getting out of this 
unscathed." Batman said. 


"You're thinking they might have some sort of part in this?" 
Aquaman asked. 


"| think it's very likely with everything that has been going on." 
Batman said. 


"It might not just be them, there's also Ryan and Becca too. The 
Shark appeared in the middle of Smallville and nearly killed Ryan. 
Why would a sea-based villain be in the middle of Kansas?" 
Superman brought up. 


"| don't mean to sound like a complete downer, but | really don't like 
your odds." The Joker told Elena. "I can totally see why you dumped 
her, though." He added. 


"Yeah! You could do so much bettah." Harley added. "You don't 
think she'll come, puddin'?" She asked. 


"Who knows, even I'm at a loss," Joker said before turning to Elena. 
"Not to mention the wicked witch clearly trying to set me up." He 
added. 


"Ya really think she's going to do that, puddin'?" Harley asked. 


"| Know it's what I'd do. Well with me it's just for laughs, but with her, 
it's tying up loose ends." He said. 


"So what are we supposed to do?" Harley asked. 


"Simple, really let me call some old friends." He said before handing 
over a plant to Harley. 


Joker said as he started to dial someone else. 


"Who is this?" A voice asked from the speaker. One that made 
Elena shudder: Homelander. 


"How's it going, Homeboy?" Joker asked. 
"You! Where are you?! How did you get this number?!" He yelled. 


"| can't tell you the answer to question numero uno, but for question 
numero dos, Elena told me. Say Hi!" Joker lied as he turned to the 
phone to face Elena. Elenas' eyes widened upon seeing 
Homelander's expression. Unlike all the posters she saw of him 
smiling, it was one of the most horrifying death glares she had seen. 


"What do you want?" Stormfront asked. 


"I'm sorry, was | in the middle of interrupting something?" The clown 
asked with a cheeky smile on his face. 


"No! Just tell us what you fucking want?!" Homelander demanded. 


"Okay straight to the point, | like that!" Joker said. "Queen Maeve 
has blackmail on you, so bad your reputation would plummet ." He 
added. 


Homelander looked concerned. 
"What are you talking about?" Stormfront asked. 


"Flight 37, according to Elena, you and her royal lowness were on 
that flight. In fact, you were the reason it went down in the first place. 
I've known people who committed mistakes at their jobs but you? 
You definitely topped them all."" Joker said. 


Homelander was silent, his mouth ajar and his eyes widened and 
not even blinking. 


"Yes well, apparently he's the one who caused the plane to go down 
because you screwed up. Now | have some experience in politics. | 
ran for Governor of the State and was the Ambassador of Quarac 
for about a day or so, but oh man if that gets out then your chance of 
a Ssuper-powered army plummets like the Flying Graysons." Joker 
told them. 


"You're lying." Homelander said. 
"No, true story. Look it up!" Joker brought up. 


"Even if that's true, what makes you think anyone is going to believe 
you. You're a schizoid freak, no one would believe you!" Stormfront 
told him. 


"Woah! Leave out the slurs, Eva Braun!" Joker told her. 


"What did you call me?" Stormfront said. 


"| called you the wife of the failed art school dropout who fumbled 
dub-u dub-u two. | know what you are by the way. | hacked Vought's 
security the moment it presented itself. How else do you think | got 
that little milk exposé? Of course, Batsy likely knew that and I've 
been logged off from your networks. | have to say, | was never really 
fond of your political party." Joker said. 


"What makes you think you are a better person than me?" 
Stormfront questioned him, sounding amused. 


"I'll tell you what | told that noseless nazi bonehead from Earth 616: 
I'm a criminal lunatic, but I'm an American criminal lunatic! Besides 
murder is so much more fun when it's random and indiscriminate. 
Not controlled and prejudiced because of some wackadoodle claims 
of superiority." Joker said. 


Stormfront glared at Joker only for Harley to blow a raspberry at her. 
"Harley on the other hand is more invested in this though." He said. 
"Well, no one is going to believe either one of you ." Stormfront said. 


"True, but what if | anonymously drop the video to someone 
reputable? Sure you and your bigoted band of flying monkeys can 
swear to high heaven, but the brass won't believe you. Hell, the 
Justice League most certainly would." Joker said. 


"If you release that video, | will destroy everyone and everything." 
Homelander threatened, catching even Stormfront off guard. The 
Joker, however, was a different story. 


"Good, glad you and | are on the same page." Joker told him. 
Homelanders' eyes widened upon hearing that. 
"What?" Homelander asked. 


"You heard me. Good, have a blast, burn a school, eat a baby if you 
want, and live your heart's twisted little desires! Ya know you want 
to!" Joker said. 


Homelander and Stormfront were at a loss for words. 


"Listen, Homeboy, I'm going to let you in on a little secret and some 
advice. The secret, | want you to do that. It's my thing, | mean look 
what the first thing | did here was. Now for my advice, | know it hurts 
to have everything you have shattered like cheap glass, but don't 
worry. You see when everything falls apart you tend to see the funny 
side in life. | Know | did. Besides, you want to know something better 
than love and admiration, fear. I've had my issues with Scarecrow 
over the years, but he is right on the money with that. It is better to 
be feared than loved! Anyway, toodles!" Joker said before hanging 


up. 
Homelander turned to Stormfront, both of them equally terrified. 
"You find Noir, I'll handle Maeve." Homelander told her. 

"Got it!" Stormfront said. 


The couple exited the room. 


Butcher had managed to destroy the bug planted by Batman. 
Surprisingly, the room looked to be mostly undamaged. 


"Butcher, | have a question to ask you." Hughie said. 
"Speak." Butcher said. 


"| Know this has been quite a fucking mess, but aren't you a little 
curious about all the weird contrivances?" Hughie asked. 


"Like the bombs disappearing.” Butcher said. 


"Yeah that, the bank accounts we had on Earth One. | never got the 
chance to ask you this, but did you ever open the app for whatever 
bank you got?" Hughie said. 


"No, we were too busy." Frenchie said. 
"| was arrested." MM said. 


Butcher was silent, which seemed peculiar to MM. He figured 


Butcher would have looked it up while on the way to Gotham 


"Well, Annie and | did. The account opened the same day we 
entered Earth One." Hughie said. 


Everyone seemed to be taken aback by this. 
"This shit just keeps on getting stranger by the minute." MM said. 


"We've been too lucky as well. In Gotham, Nightwing nearly 
managed to arrest us, until Killer Croc appeared out of nowhere. 
This allowed us to escape, just like the Iceberg Lounge and 
Scarecrow's lab." Frenchie said. 


"We've had way too many close calls in that city, even more than 
with the Seven." MM said. 


"You're not suggesting we go to the Justice League is that right?" 
Butcher asked. 


Hughie seemed to be caught off guard by how fast Butcher caught 
on to him. For a moment, it even seemed like his accent had 
disappeared too. He walked over to Hughie and stared at him dead 
in the eye. 


"No." Hughie said. 
"Good." Butcher said. 


Kimiko walked in with glass shards and pictures of Mallory's 
grandchildren. They all looked at Butcher with anger. 


"Why did you smash the picture frames?!" MM asked. 


"Batman put the bug in them. | realized that it would be the last 
place any of us would look." Butcher said. 


"You didn't break them before. You stopped yourself earlier, you 
could have broken them earlier, but you didn't" MM told Butcher. 


"| got over it. They're just pictures, not the real deal." Butcher said. 


MM and Frenchie looked at one another surprised to hear that. 
"What? You have something to say?" Butcher asked. 


"It could just be the V24 in his system." Hughie whispered into 
Frenchie's ear. 


"No, something like that being far ahead in CIA human testing 
wouldn't affect the mind like that." Frenchie told Hughie. 


"Something's not right, Butcher. You're an asshole, but not this big 
of one, and it sure as hell isn't the V making you do this." MM said. 


"Watch your tone." Butcher warned MM. 


"You were there when we saw the aftermath of the grandchildren's 
death, you were not pissed. You were sad, like you were fighting 
back your tears at the sight of those children." Frenchie said. 


"| still remember that smell, so how come it feels like you don't 
remember?" MM asked. 


"You tell me?" Butcher asked. 
"Because you're not Butcher." Hughie realized. 


"Butcher" smiled before he started to clap his hands in a sarcastic 
fashion. 


"So you are slowly grasping the truth, well done. | guess all of you 
are smarter than | anticipated, but that is of no concern." "Butcher" 
said his accent now being a clear American one. 


"Who are you?" MM asked. 
"Butcher" smirked. 


"Tam Lex Luthor." He replied, now his voice changed to match 
Luthor's. 


Homelander scanned Maeve's room and no one was there much to 


his anger. All there was in the room were empty bottles of alcohol. 
Homelander stomped over all of them and the floor was covered in 
broken glass. 


"Maeve, where are you? | just want to talk." He lied. 


Soon Homelander tore the room apart. He used his X-Ray and 
telescopic vision where soon discovered. Maeve was not on any of 
the nearby floors. Angrily he flew out the window and scanned every 
floor not minding where the glass landed. His head started to hurt as 
though his skull was in a vice. He felt hot around the collar. He 
crashed into the window of the Seven's meeting room. 


"WHERE THE FUCK IS SHE?!" He shouted, his eyes red. 


"Homelander?" Ashley asked, her voice telegraphing her concern 
and terror. 


"What?!" Homelander asked her, sounding stressed. 
He saw Ashley was with Stormfront. 

"Noir is gone." Stormfront told him. 

"Gone?" Homelander asked. 


"He cut out his tracker earlier after seeing your fight with Soldier 
Boy." Ashley said nervously. 


Homelander was taken aback by this. 


"No... No. Noir wouldn't just walk away, he wouldn't leave me. Not 
like this and not now." Homelander said as the reality of the situation 
started to dawn upon him. 


"I'm sorry, but he’s gone." Stormfront said a look of hopelessness in 
her eyes. 


Homelander collapsed onto the ground and huddled in on himself 
and pulled on his hair. At first, it sounded like he was sobbing. 
Stormfront went up to him ready to comfort her lover, until he let out 
a chuckle: 


"Hehehehehehehehehehe!" 


Soon the chuckle slowly started to grow into maniacal laughter 
before he started to lie on the floor. Tears still poured from his eyes 
despite his smile and laughter. Stormfront and Ashley were 
disturbed by this yet none of them walked nor looked away. 


"HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA 
Homelander laughed madly like he had not a single care in the 

world. His laughter echoed throughout the entire building, it made 

the blood of just about everyone who heard run cold. Homelander 

started to get up, still laughing, he grabbed one of the pillars in the 

room. His fingers were embedded in the rock before he walked out 

of the room chuckling. 


Maybe there was a funny side to all of this after all? 


"I've read about you, you're Superman's arch-enemy.” Frenchie 
said, looking at the others. "Former LexCorp CEO and President of 
the United States." 


"As well as, the smartest man on Earth One." Luthor said. 
"You created V24." MM realized. 


"Indeed, | must say Marvin, if | am allowed to refer to you as such of 
course. | applaud your refusal to use my formula. Most men would 
have caved into sacrificing their humanity for the sake of power. 
You, however, did not." Luthor said. 


MM and the rest of the Boys were shocked to hear about this. 
"You know my name." MM said, realizing what this meant. 


"I Know all of your names and your history with Vought and their 
menagerie of costumed narcissists." Luthor said. 


"What do you want?" MM asked. 


"The same thing you all want, an end to Vought and its defective 


superpowered hedonists. | sense that we all have common ground." 
Luthor told them. 


"What did you do to Butcher?" Hughie asked. 


"The V24 in his system allows me total control over a user for 
twenty-four hours after injection." Luthor explained. 


The Boys were all stunned to hear this. 
"That's fucked up." MM said. 


"You're practically using Butcher like he's some sort of video game 
character." Hughie angrily told Luthor. 


"The man is literally nothing more than a violent psychopath. Believe 
me, when | say this, you're all better off without him." Luthor said. 


"He's still a human being." MM said. 


"| won't dispute that, but | can offer you all salvation. You, Vought, 
and the Justice League are all unknowingly in the midst of the 
endgame of my plan for your world. | can protect you from the fire." 
Luthor told them. 


"You're a négrier!" Frenchie accused him. 
"Excuse me?" MM asked his friend, angrily glaring at him. 
"It's French for slaver, sorry." Frenchie apologized. 


"He's right. Also, Butcher will completely be free once the serum 
runs its course." Luthor said. 


"What's your plan?" MM asked. 


"Imagine a world with no superhumans. Your world will no longer 
have to deal with disastrous fallouts from intoxicated lechers trying 
to play hero for a measly paycheck. When | am done your world will 
share the same views that you do regarding superpowered freaks 
and how they should not be trusted." Lex Luthor explained. 


"You caused all of this?" Hughie asked. 


"The dimensional rifts no | am not the source. | merely saw the 
opportunity of doing this after sending probes to your world before 
the Justice League took notice. It disgusted me that faulty lab 
experiments were being treated like celebrities. Their crimes were 
pardoned by the law and ignored by the public. | knew right then and 
there that your world needed a savior who would never bend the 
knee to some superpowered thug, me." Luthor said. 


"You?" MM asked. 


"Who else? You've seen my world, rampant supervillains running 
around while the Justice League sit in their satellite looking down on 
us all. You felt small in your own world, but in mine, you might as 
well have been microscopic." Luthor said. 


"You want us to join you?" MM asked. 


"Yes, think of it. | know all about every single one of you, Marvin. | 
know about your family, | can take you to them. | know Soldier Boy 
killed your grandfather, how your father slaved away and slowly 
killed himself trying to get justice for their sake. | can bring you to 
your wife and daughter, you can be a family again." Luthor told him. 


MM seemed conflicted upon hearing that. 
"MM don't!" Frenchie spoke up. 
Luthor raised an eyebrow at Frenchie. 


"He is a charlatan who pissed away a billion-dollar fortune, the man 
risked his own planet out of ego. | know about the asteroid and how 
you got impeached. You murdered that entire courtroom out of 
spite!" Frenchie spoke up. 


"| admit, at the time | was not thinking rationally. In regards to your 
claim about my fortune, | still have it. Just under wraps of course." 
Luthor said. 


"Last thing we need is some rich mother fucker trying to justify 
himself to us. Just because you hate supes doesn't mean we're 


going with you." MM said. 


"Because, unlike Stan Edgar, | realized something that came with 
the existence of superhumans. Before Superman, | was rich and 
powerful. After Superman, | was just rich. You are speaking to the 
greatest mind on both worlds. Besides despite your grisly methods, | 
admit that a part of me does respect your little group. | think an 
alliance between us would be fruitful" Luthor said. 


"Bullshit, you have practically been doing nothing, but using Butcher 
to jerk yourself off." Frenchie said. 


Luthor cocked an eyebrow once more. 


"Like | said despite your grisly methods, you represent the triumph 
of the human spirit in the face of wannabe gods." Luthor said. 


"The only wannabe god | see here is you, psychotic asshole! You 
have turned another human being into a puppet." Hughie told 
Luthor, defiantly. 


At this point, Luthor dropped any pretense of affability. 


"You do realize with all the information | shared with you all. | will 
have to kill you, right?" Luthor asked. 


"Our luck has been good so far." Hughie said trying to hide whatever 
anxieties he felt at the moment. 


"Luck tends to run out. Farewell." Luthor told them. 


Butchers' eyes started to glow yellow. 


Truth and Selfhood 


Just before Butcher could incinerate the Boys, something 
immediately launched him out of the house, much to the 
bewilderment of Lex Luthor, who was presently watching this unfold 
in first person pov back at his base. 


"What?!" Luthor questioned. 
The culprit was none other than Manchester Black. 


"Sorry to have to do this to you mate, but orders are orders." 
Manchester Black said before unleashing a telekinetic assault on 
Butcher's brain. 


However, Luthor was unaffected, instead, he was irritated. 


"Waller." He simply said. 


Luthor got up from his chair and went to his armory. He picked up a 
high-tech-looking rifle with a scope and two laser pistols. Lex let out 
an annoyed sigh. 


"If you want something done right, you do it yourself." Luthor told 
himself. 


A holographic display showcased Butcher's coordinates, not a 
second later, Luthor teleported to Earth Seven. 


He pressed a button on his belt, which seemingly did nothing. For 
some reason, Amanda Waller had lost all connection to her squad. 


Butcher stopped moving, as if his entire body went numb. Black 
didn't understand what happened, suddenly, Luthor shot at the 
ground next to him, stopping his assault on Butcher. Manchester 
Black looked up and saw Luthor. For a moment, he was shocked, 


but he managed to regain his wits. 
"Well, I'll be damned, Lex Luthor. As | live and breathe." Black said. 


"Manchester Black, | don't believe we've ever had the privilege to 
meet." Luthor said. 


Black lit up a cigarette. 


"Butcher wasn't his usual talkative self. | take it that's your fault." 
Manchester Black said. 


"What if it were?" Luthor asked. 


"Then I'm guessing you made that formula the CIA is testing out." 
Black said. 


"You do realize you are digging the peerless hole of all time, right?" 
Luthor said. 


"Yes, | am. If you plan on asking me to join you, shove it. When | 
started out it was to kill smug pricks like you. Plus I'm looking 
forward to Big Blue's reaction when | show him the corpse of his 
"greatest" enemy." Black told him. 


Lex rolled his eyes. 

"Unfortunate, but not surprising." Luthor said. 

lt was at this point, Black realized something. 
"Where is it?" Black asked. 

"You'll have to be more specific." Luthor said. 

"Your power suit or whatever you call it." Black said. 
Luthor smiled. 

"lam not fond of overkill." Luthor said. 


Black used his telekinesis on Luthor only for him to let out a scream 
of pain before falling down on the ground. 


"Anti-psionic shielding. | had the Martian in mind when | created it, 
but | wonder how much it hurts you." Luthor explained. 


Butcher got up, still under Luthor's control. 


"Kill your former compatriots. | can handle whatever convicts Waller 
sent to kill you all." He ordered Butcher. 


"Understood, sir." Butcher said, his voice devoid of any emotion. 


Butcher marched up back to the house in a machine-like manner. 


Maeve and Circe were in Earth One, traversing the forest of an 
island in the Aegean Sea. 


"What is this place called?" Maeve asked. 


"It's the Island of Aeaea. It's ruled by a powerful and beautiful 
sorceress." Circe told her. 


She stopped at an altar on it was a sword and a large one at that. 
"A big sword, really?" Maeve asked. 


"This sword was used by Ares, the God of War. Ares’ influence on 
the mortal plane has waned considerably thanks to a certain 
princess. Still, | can enchant the sword with my own sorcery." She 
told her. 


"Why do you have the sword?" Maeve asked. 
"We had a history together. Now if you wouldn't mind." Circe replied. 


Two beams of purple energy fired from her hand. After a few 
minutes, it stopped, the sword now had a purple glow. 


"Take it." Circe told her. 


Maeve went up to the sword, cautiously. She reached out for the 
sword but hesitated. 


"Come now it won't bite. Think of Elena." Circe told her. 


That was all the convincing Maeve needed. She grabbed the sword 
and felt its power flow through her. It was as though the blood in her 
veins was electricity. The deep scars running from her cheek to her 
neck and torso lit purple like neon. Her eyes were glowing too. With 
a gentle sword tap, she split the altar into two. Circe rolled her eyes 
at this. 


"If you're finished, | believe, you have a certain videotape to hand 
over." Circe said. 


"Bring me to that fucker." Maeve said. 


Circe smiled as she prepared to bring Maeve to the Joker, until, for 
some reason, she couldn't. Something was shielding not just him, 
but also Harley Quinn and Elena too. Her smile turned into a frown. 


"What's the holdup?" Maeve asked. 
"It's nothing.” She lied. 


Instead, she opted to teleport her to Joker's hideout. This likely 
wasn't too much of a setback, she assumed. After all, Maeve was 
now firmly in her control. It's not like the Clown being alive or dead 
mattered to her. 


The Boys watched as Butcher's body was thrown out of the house. 
They knew it was their chance to run. 


"Do you think that was Waller, Vought, or the Justice League?" 
Hughie asked MM. 


"| don't know, we just need to run." MM said. 
"What about Butcher?" Hughie asked. 
"There's no Butcher, not now." Frenchie solemnly told him. 


Kimiko broke down the front door. 


"We just can't leave him like this! Who knows what Luthor is going to 
do with him?" Hughie protested. 


MM grabbed Hughie and pressed him against a tree. 


"Hughie | don't like this any more than you do, but | sure as hell am 
not going to wait twenty-two hours for Butcher to snap out of this." 
MM said, sternly. 


"The Justice League maybe they can help him." Hughie said. 
MM sighed as they headed into the forest. 


"Yeah they probably can, but | feel he's not going to be happy about 
that." MM said. 


Seconds later, an energy blast hit one of the trees reducing it to 
splinters. They turned and saw it was Butcher. 


"Butcher if you can hear us in there stop!" MM told him. 
Butcher walked forward. 


"Come on, you're not going to let that bald piece of shit control you 
like this, es-tu?" Frenchie asked. 


"Butcher for fuck's sake think of Becca?" Hughie said. 


This seemed to work, as Butcher stopped, before his eyes started to 
light up Once more. Only for Butcher to get blasted by something 
that knocked him back several feet. He struggled to get up. They 
looked at the assailant and saw it was Soldier Boy, carrying some 
sort of glowing energy pistol. 


"You cock gobblers really pissed the cooze off, you know that right? 
Had to get lectured like | was a fucking child." Soldier Boy told them. 


MM defiantly glared at her. 
"Go fuck yourself, you racist piece of shit." MM said. 


Soldier Boy seemed to be taken aback by this. 


"Fuck me?" Soldier Boy said. "I'll fuck you . I'll fuck you so hard my 
shield is going up your ass out of your throat." 


He was shot by an energy blast courtesy of one of Luthors' guns. 


"Muscle-headed cretin." Luthor remarked. "Now, where were we?" 
He asked. 


Kimiko lunged at Luthor, but he caught her with one hand, much to 
her surprise. 


"The suit I'm wearing enhances my strength." Luthor explained. 


With a simple squeeze, he broke her neck before throwing her limp 
body onto the ground. Frenchie shot Luthor, but the bullets bounced 
off of his forcefield. Lex pulled out one of his guns and aimed at 
them. MM turned to Hughie with a look of desperation on his face. 


"Hughie! RUN!" He told him. 
Hughie ran away deep into the woods. 


"How noble. Unfortunately, you've delayed the inevitable for the 
boy." Luthor told him, a smirk on his face. 


Just as he was about to shoot them, Luthor was picked up off the 
ground by King Shark. Nanaue tried to bite Luthor, but his shielding 
protected Luthor, so he threw him far away. Luthor crashed into 
several trees and rocks before he stopped some miles away. An 
angered Luthor got up from the ground, and soon green and purple 
nanomachines encompassed his body from the symbol on his chest. 
Within seconds, Luthor was wearing his war suit. Luthor flew at King 
Shark, tackling the beast and crashing it into the mountainside. As 
King Shark tried to get up, Luthor blasted above him, causing 
several rocks to fall on him. Luthor noticed something appearing on 
his HUD, a Zeta Beam was activated nearby. Angered, but still able 
to think clearly, Luthor contacted someone. 


"Professor, it's me. | need you to gather William Butcher and his 
gang. Take them somewhere a thousand miles from within this 
hundred-mile radius." Luthor told him. 


"I'm on my way." Thawne said. 


Luthor then noticed something else, his control of Butcher had just 
ceased. Lex soon realized the gun that shot Butcher was a gravity 
gun that sped up Butcher's biological clock. Gravitational time 
dilation, he realized. Lex flew over to where he had been and saw 
Butcher struggling to free himself under Soldier Boy's boot. 


"Really should have just stayed with the Task Force." Soldier Boy 
said. 


Luthor's war suit retracted, gaining Soldier Boy's attention. 
"| don't suppose I'm interrupting something." Luthor said. 
"Who the fuck are you?" Soldier Boy asked. 

"My name is Lex Luthor." Lex introduced himself. 


Butcher looked at Luthor. Luthor examined Butcher's confused stare 
and smiled. He had no idea who he was, let alone that he was under 
Luthor's control. 


"Do | look like | should give a shit?" Soldier Boy asked and 
proceeded to point his gravity gun at Luthor. 


Luthor simply rolled his eyes. 


"Soldier Boy, | suppose, I've read about you. In fact, | Know much 
more about you than you realize." Luthor said. 


"Oh really, like what?" Soldier Boy asked. 
"The real reason why Vought had you sent away." Luthor said. 


This caught the attention of both Soldier Boy and Butcher. Soldier 
Boy slowly put his gun down. 


"Why?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"Do you remember being a part of one of Jonah Vogelbaum's... 
experiments ?" Luthor said though he hesitated with that last word. 


"Yeah, some sort of genetic experiment in 1980. He just had me 
beat my meat into a cup." Soldier Boy said. 


Luthor pinched his temples and rolled his eyes, all while letting out a 
sigh. 


"Yes, well, Vogelbaum wanted to understand your genetics, using 
this sperm to create your son." Luthor said. 


Soldier Boy removed his boot from Butcher's chest. Butcher 
coughed as he clutched his chest. 


"My son?" Soldier Boy asked. 
"You just met him recently. Homelander." Luthor explained. 
Soldier Boy and Butcher were caught off guard by this revelation. 


"Vought feared that you wouldn't take the idea of a potential 
successor, so they opted to replace you." Luthor said. 


"Guessin' the turd doesn't fall far from the arse." Butcher spat. 


Soldier Boy lifted his foot and hovered it over Butcher's head. 
Butcher looked defiantly at him before he could crush his skull 
Luthor spoke up. 


"Actually, I'd recommend you hold off on what you are about to do." 
He said. 


"Really, who's going to stop me, cueball. You?" Soldier Boy asked. 
Luthor smirked. 


"Yes, in fact. Although, do you really want to be following Waller's 
orders for the rest of your life?" Luthor asked. 


"| have nowhere else to go." Soldier Boy said. 


"That's what I'm offering. I'm the smartest man on both Earth One 
and yours. Not only that, | can give you Payback, | can give you the 
heads of your old team." Luthor told him. 


Soldier Boy was tempted. Butcher tried to escape, but Soldier Boy 
stepped on his body and kept him on the ground. 


"Despite Mister Butcher's vulgarity, Vought has done a terrible job 
raising your son. lf | might add, of course." Luthor said. 


"What do you mean?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"He's an egomaniac with more insecurities than all the water in the 
four oceans. A cocktail mixture of a god complex and oedipal 
tendencies. Being raised and isolated by scientists has given him a 
need for love, but he has little to no empathy towards others." Luthor 
said. 


"He's a pussy." Soldier Boy said. 


"You've met him before, shouldn't you know it well?" Luthor asked 
rhetorically. 


Soldier Boy thought back to his fight with Homelander. He could see 
the insecurities and all. 


"How bad is it?" Soldier Boy asked. 


Luthor sighed and showed him the video of Homelander drinking 
Stillwell's bottled breast milk. Soldier Boy looked horrified by it. 


"Oh, Jesus Christ. Those fuckers ruined him." He muttered to 
himself 


"Yes, to put it bluntly. However, your grandson still has potential. He 
even has superpowers on par with his father." Luthor brought up. 


"Grandson? Are you trying to tell me that he and Liberty had a kid?" 
Soldier Boy asked. His disbelief was noticeable. 


"No, not her." Luthor said. 
"Well, then who?" Soldier Boy asked. 


Luthor looked at Butcher, who seemed angered and surprised by 
what Luthor knew. 


"| would prefer not to say, it was a rather ugly situation between the 
two. I'm certain you can guess what | am implying." Luthor said. 


"Don't you even mention that!" Butcher snapped at Luthor. 
"| apologize, Mister Butcher. You have my pity." Luthor said. 


Soldier Boy seemed to realize what Luthor was implying, judging by 
Butcher's reaction, though he was not as offended. 


"His girl?" Soldier Boy asked, pointing down at Butcher. 
"Wife, actually." Luthor corrected him. 

"Oh fuck..." Soldier Boy muttered. 

"Yes, such a disappointment." Luthor said. 

"Why are you telling me all of this?" Soldier Boy asked. 
"Simple, really, | told you the truth." Luthor said. 

"So | owe you a favor." Soldier Boy said. 

"Do we have a deal?" Luthor asked. 

Soldier Boy pondered Luthor's offer. 


"As much as | hate the bitch, | can't really leave her. She saved me 
from the Reds after thirty years." Soldier Boy said. 


"Don't worry, | never intended to poach you for your services. In fact, 
| am about to give you some time to do what you want." Luthor said. 


"What do you mean?" Soldier Boy asked. 


Luthor showed him a device depicting a recording of the Task Force 
X command center. Waller appeared to be angrily looking ata 
console. 


"Hand over Butcher, and you can have some freedom." Luthor said. 


"Deal." Soldier Boy said. 


He grabbed Butcher and handed him over to Luthor. 

"Smart man." Luthor said as he pressed the button. 

Waller was electrocuted from the console as she fell to the ground. 
"She's not dead?" Soldier Boy asked, bemused. 


"No, and as much as I'd like that, worst case scenario, she was 
touching the equipment at the wrong moment and was electrocuted. 
Though I'm guessing she has about a week at most until she 
recovers." Luthor told him. 


"Right." Soldier Boy said. 


"Thank you, and here. It will allow you to personally call him." Luthor 
said, handing Soldier Boy a device of sorts. 


"| could have just used a phone book." Soldier Boy said. 


"You'll find that those have become obsolete. In fact, it'll also give 
you the locations of Crimson Countess and Mindstorm. Noir has 
gone off the reserve from what I've gathered.” Luthor told him. 


Soldier Boy nodded and walked away. Butcher tried to hit Luthor 
with his crowbar from behind, only for Lex to effortlessly stop him by 
grabbing it. Luthor grabbed him by the throat and hoisted him in the 
alr. 


Maeve was in a dark warehouse. 
"Joker!" Maeve yelled. "Get your fucking ass out here now!" 
She heard an intercom turn on. 


"Yeesh, calm down! There's no need for such harsh language." 
Joker said. He appeared wearing a pink satin robe with the faces of 
harlequins all over it, his hair was messy as he pulled out a comb to 
straighten it out. 


"Where's Elena?" She asked. 
"Where's the video?" Joker asked. 
Maeve was silent. 


"| can tell you are a bit upset, and | get that. The wicked witch did a 
good job at that." Joker said. 


"Wicked witch?" Maeve asked. 


"Ya know, Circe. Blunder Woman's main arch these days now that 
Ares is no longer here." He said and yawned. 


Just then, Circe teleported in and startled the Joker. 
"You insolent trickster!" Circe said. 
"You stab my back, | stab yours." Joker said. 


"You got her kidnapped?" Maeve asked, the betrayal clearly stung 
her heart. 


Circe rolled her eyes. 


"Fine yes, | did, but it was to help you get out of your shell. | even 
made sure that the clowns didn't hurt her." Circe defended herself. 


"Bullshit. | should have known!" Maeve said. 


"| had your best interests at heart. | mean, look at you now. You are 
strong, brave... 


"Brave Maeve." Joker said. 
"Shut it!" Circe told him, eliciting a chuckle from Joker. 


"Now, there's a chance for you to kill the one man who has hurt you 
for so long." Circe told her, eyeing the sword in her grip. 


"Homelander." Maeve said. 


"Yes." Circe said. 


"But the Justice League?” Maeve asked. 


"| will not sugarcoat it for you, but it's inevitable. However, killing 
Homelander would make it so much worth it. | mean, everyone here 
knows that you have been dreaming of this moment for years." Circe 
told her. 


"All this talk about dreaming of killing someone is inspiring, and 
whatnot, but can | please get the video?" Joker asked. 


Maeve eyed the go-pro in her hand. 


"You really want to hurt him, right? Give it to me. Hell, | might 
actually hold off, on the whole, releasing it instantly part. Truthfully, | 
am more than willing to hang it over milk sop's head for a bit." Joker 
said. 

"As annoying as he is, Joker raises an excellent point." Circe said. 


It was wrong, Maeve knew that. She was prepared to crush it when 
she heard a voice from the sword speak. 


" Give it to him." 
"It's yours." Maeve said. 


For some reason, unknown to Maeve, he had a plant around his 
neck, only then she noticed it. Circe only looked annoyed. Maeve 
handed over the tape. 


"Thanks!" He said. "Harley!" 


Out from the back of the truck was Elena tied to a wheelchair with 
the same duct tape with a smile drawn on it. Harley pushed her. 


"Wheeeeee!" Quinn cried out. 


Maeve freed Elena and hugged her. As the Joker and Harley Quinn 
walked away. 


Elena looked at Maeve with a look of concern. 


"What have you done?" She asked. 
Maeve smiled. 


"I'm about to ensure Homelander can never hurt us again." Maeve 
told her, a smile on her face. 


Circe watched all of this unfold with a satisfied grin. 
Outside, Harley and the Joker walked to the Jokermobile. 


"Guessin' | won't be needin' this!" Harley said, throwing away the 
herb. 


As the two drove away, Batman landed where Harley threw the herb 
away. He examined it soon realizing what it was. 


"Diana, it's me, | found something you might find interesting.” 
Batman said. 


"What is it?" Wonder Woman asked. 
"Harley was wearing a herb, Molly." He said. 


Wonder Woman knew instantly what this meant and figured out 
what that meant. Especially who that stranger she saw at Vought 
tower. 


"Circe." She said. 


MM, Frenchie, and Kimiko were running through the forest. Now 
they were slowly trekking through. 


"Are you certain that Petit Hughie will be safe?" Frenchie asked. 
"| hope so." MM said, his doubts were evident. 


"Do you think he is alone?" Frenchie asked. 


"They want Butcher, not Hughie." MM told him. 
"Not him, | meant Luthor." Frenchie clarified. 
"Why would anyone work with him?" MM asked. 


"I've read that the villains on Earth One admire Lex Luthor." 
Frenchie said. 


"Yeah, yeah, sure, excuse me, but | didn't find anything admirable 
about that sanctimonious piece of shit." MM said. 


"That's a good view, probably because we are not supervillains." 
Frenchie encouraged. 


"Shit, why couldn't he be like the tech billionaires in our world and 
just happen to know how to look smart, not actually be smart!" MM 
said. 


Frenchie and Kimiko let out a chuckle. 


"| take it the two of you have experience surviving in the woods?" 
MM asked. 


Kimiko and Frenchie nodded. 


"Alright, first things first we..." MM said until he noticed that Frenchie 
disappeared. 


"The hell?" He asked. 


Kimiko turned her head and saw that Frenchie was gone. She 
angrily looked around the forest to see who had taken him. 


"Kimiko, easy! Keep your back against mine." MM said as they went 
back to back, looking around the forest. 


"I'm not seeing anything, are you?" He asked before falling down on 
the leaves. 


Kimiko was gone just like Frenchie, a panicked MM got up. He ran 
before all of a sudden, he was in a new area of the forest with 


Kimiko and Frenchie. Their hands and legs were bound. Standing in 
front of them was the Reverse Flash. He was talking to someone, 
but they could not hear who was on the other end. 


"I've got them, Campbell wasn't with them. I'll extract a confession." 
Professor Zoom said. 


He turned to them a smug and sadistic smile on his face. His hand 
started to vibrate just before he could stick into Frenchie. He 
stopped, looking mildly annoyed. 


"A Zeta Beam, are you sure?" Thawne asked, sounding concerned. 
"I'll look for him now." He said. 


Thawne turned to them and smiled, he struck his hand inside of 
Frenchie's gut. It was only for a second, but Frenchie screamed in 
pain. It was probably one of the most pained screams MM had ever 
heard. Frenchie collapsed onto the ground, dry heaving. With a 
smirk, Thawne ran deep into the forest. 


Hughie ran through the forest back to the house. He figured that 
Mallory at least had a safe room he could use. Despite his fear, he 
hated leaving the others behind. Hughie entered the house and 
locked it before finding his way into the basement. He had no idea, 
but he could not shake off the feeling something was after him. 
Something fast. Although ever since A-Train ran through Robin. 
Locking the door, he pulled out his phone and recorded a message. 
He could feel the tears drip down his eyes and the lump in his throat. 


"Annie, it's me. | want to let you know that I'm sorry for everything. 
Lex Luthor, he's controlling Butcher. | don't know what he has 
planned, but it's not good, you need to tell someone please! We're 
being hunted down by supervillains and Soldier Boy too! | want to let 
you know | love you." Hughie was cut off. 


He saw that he was somewhere far away and not alone. 


"Mr. Campbell, we want to talk." The Flash said. 


With him were Green Lantern, Martian Manhunter, Green Arrow, 
and Black Canary. 


Hughie cried tears of joy, as he collapsed onto the ground before 
getting brought to the Watchtower. 


"Kid! Hey, kid! Are you alright? Can you hear me?" Green Arrow 
asked. 


"Looks like he's been through a lot." Canary said. 
"What about the others?" Green Lantern asked. 
"| can't find them." J'onn said. 


"You two take him back, I'll look around. They could not have gotten 
far." Flash said. 


"| will join you." Martian Manhunter said. 


Unbeknown to them, Thawne was watching this unfold. With a 
distasteful scowl, he started to run back to where he was supposed 
to meet Luthor. 


Homelander was lying down on his bed, numb. He blankly looked at 
the ceiling. 


"Hey!" He heard a familiar voice call out. 

He got up from the bed and saw him in the mirror. 

"Look at you, giving up already." Homelander told himself. 

"| don't know what to do." John pleaded. 

"Well, | do: We follow what the clown told us." Homelander said. 
John was mortified to hear that. 


"|... Lcan't." John said. 


"Of course, you can't, but | can. Haven't | always pulled through for 
us both?" Homelander told him. 


"The Justice League, they'll..." John said. 


"Yes, the Justice League will stop us, but so what? Locking us up 
won't bring back all the people | killed before they stop me. It's not 
about winning it's about sending a message, those people would 
have still been alive if they hadn't decided to mess with our world. 
We might as well make their victory bitter-fucking-sweet." 
Homelander said. 


John pondered this when he heard his phone go off. It was from an 
unknown number. He answered it. 


"Hello?" John asked. 


"Sir, | apologize for disturbing you, but you have a call." A Vought 
employee said. "And he says he... Well, he's claiming to be Soldier 
Boy." 


"P-Put him through." Homelander said. 


"Hey." Soldier Boy said. "The situation changed. | thought we should 
have a conversation." 


John was surprised to hear this. 
"What the fuck are you talking about?" Homelander asked. 


"Fall 1980, | get called into Vogelbaum's lab for an experiment. 
Some shit about genetics. | still remember the Penthouse | used, 
June, Danielle Deneux, bushed like a pomeranian. 


"What?" John asked. 


"| beat my meat into a cup. Turns out... Vogelbaum made a kid, 
born in spring 1981. A boy." Soldier Boy said. 


Despite the vulgarity of his words, John was happy to hear about 
this. 


"You know what the bitch of it is? If they kept me around, | would've 
let you take the spotlight, what father wouldn't want that for his son? 
So they went to Noir, and he convinced the rest of the team to stab 

me in the back." Soldier Boy said. 


"Noir left." John simply replied. 


"Yeah, | heard, doesn't surprise me that he flaked when | got out. 
That pussy." Soldier Boy remarked with a slight chuckle. 


There was a slight pause. 


"You know, maybe if | had raised you, you wouldn't have become 
such a fucking disappointment." Soldier Boy told him. 


John's smile practically shattered. 
"What?" He weakly asked. 


"You heard me, | know all about you. You are a weak, sniveling 
pussy who needs affection from everyone like it is fucking air. | saw 
you get your ass kicked by that retarded Superman clone. | even 
saw the video of you drinking the milk from Edgar's old assistant, 
maybe straight from the source would be okay, but that? What the 
fuck is wrong with you?" Soldier Boy said. 


"That was CGI." John lied, he could feel a lump in his throat. Soldier 
Boy was confused with the explanation. 


"That shit with computer dolls? Nah, | was at Tron's premiere, | 
know what that computer stuff looks like, that bottle wasn't CGI. 
Anyway, where's my grandson?" Soldier Boy asked. 


"Your what?" John asked. 
"My grandson, | was told you had a son." Soldier Boy said. 


At that moment, he realized something, Ryan was missing. The 
Justice League were his main focus, and they used that to take 
Ryan away from him. 


"| don't know where Ryan is." Homelander told him. 


"Jesus, you lost your only son?" 
"At least | know he exists." 


"Don't tell me he's with those bleeding hearts from Earth One." 
Soldier Boy said. 


"He probably is." Homelander said. 


"Oh, Jesus Christ. You are now just a fucking waste of my goddamn 
time." Soldier Boy muttered. 


Homelander was silent. 


"I'm a disappointment to you. You know what, good because let me 
tell you something, Dad . If you think | am a disappointment now, 
just wait. You, the Justice League, and Butcher." Homelander told 
him. 

"Sure, good luck with that." Soldier Boy said, hanging up. 
Homelander looked out at the world, thinking of how to start it. 


He no longer cared. Nothing could hurt him anymore. 


Luthor dropped Butcher on the ground. Like the others, he had the 
same bonds wrapped around his arms and legs. 


"Butcher?" MM asked, a look of caution on his face. 


"MM? Where's Hughie? What 'appened, | can't remember 
anything?" Butcher asked, confused by MM's demeanor towards 
him. 


"You don't remember?" MM asked. 


"Remember what? Last thing | remember is looking for the bug." 
Butcher said. 


"He used the V24 in your blood to control you." MM said angrily 
looking at Luthor. 


"What?" Butcher asked. 


"He made you into his puppet and tried to have you kill us." MM 
said. 


Butcher silently absorbed the information MM had told him. Like a 
volcano, his anger slowly startled to bubble before he tried to lunge 
at Luthor. Though his binds prevented him from succeeding. 


"Bald fuckin’ cunt!" Butcher yelled. 


Luthor dismissively ignored Butcher's anger. Thawne returned 
before Luthor could open his mouth, Professor Zoom spoke up. 


"The Justice League has Campbell. The Flash is on his way looking 
for them." Thawne said. 


MM, Frenchie, and Kimiko smiled. Butcher turned to look at the 
others perplexed. 


"| overheard Campbell mention he planned to turn himself in. Likely 
because he was smart enough to know following you would likely 
end with him dead. Unfortunately, they are not going to save you. 
The bonds on you act as psionic dampeners, the Martian will be 
unable to hear your thoughts. Even the Flash will take too long to 
find you, why do you think | brought him with me. Besides, he hardly 
knows enough to be a real inconvenience to our plans." Luthor said. 


Before Butcher could speak, Thawne stuck his hand inside 
Butcher's chest. Butcher rolled around on the ground in pain, 
screaming. Thawne sadistically smiled as he savored Butcher's pain 
until Luthor spoke up. 


"Enough, Thawne! | might require their services!" Luthor said. 
Thawne stopped. 

"You're kidding me, right?" He asked. 

"We already told you, we are not working for you!" MM said. 


Luthor ignored MM and spoke to the Reverse Flash. 


"Ever since they've gotten here, some force has been helping them 
all this time. Think about it. Gotham City, Task Force X, and now 
here. | don't know what's been helping them, but | want /fon my 
side." He said. 


Thawne mused Luthor's opinion. 


"Alright, only because | know what you are about to do to them is 
much worse." Thawne said. 


Luthor scoffed at this notion. 


It didn't take much for the Boys to assume what Luthor planned to 
do with them, much to the horror of Frenchie and MM. As well as, 
the icy rage of Butcher and Mother's Milk. 


"They'll appreciate what | am about to do for them one day. Whether 
they would like to admit it or not. In fact, their missing compatriot will, 
too, considering who you plan on targeting." Luthor said. 


"If you think any of us is going to one day think we'll ever kiss your 
arse, you are out of your fuckin' mind," Butcher seethed. 


"Hardly, in fact, you are looking at the man who is about to clear 
your names." Luthor told them, a smug grin on his face. 


All of them teleported away from the forest to the Society's lair. 


The Calm Before the Storm 


"Maybe he just heard something funny." The Deep suggested as he 
walked, and A-Train carried himself in his crutches to Homelander's 
room. 


"| saw him walk out of the conference room. He's cracking." A-Train 
told them. 


They entered the room and saw Homelander looking out the 
window. His room was crowded, supes everywhere, primarily young. 
Some wore God-U shirts, and they recognized Blue Hawk and other 
older supes. 


"A-Train, Deep, you're here." Homelander said. 
"You wanted to see us, sir?" The Deep asked. 
"Close the door." He told them. 


A-Train shut the door before they sat down in front of Homelander. 
He turned around to face them, his face devoid of emotions. They 
found themselves surrounded by the crowds, anxiously waiting to 

hear what he had to say. 


"So what is this all about?" A-Train asked. 


"Maeve has betrayed me. She plans to hand over a videotape of 
what happened on Flight 37 to The Joker." Homelander told them. 


The Deep looked worried. A-Train looked around. Homelander had 
just mentioned Flight 37 in front of all these people. None seemed 
Curious or surprised. 


"We should probably look for her." The Deep said. 
"We did, she's gone. So is Noir." Homelander said. 


"Noirs gone?" A-Train asked. 


"Not the first time he betrays somebody. Soldier Boy is alive, Noir 
sold him out to the Russians back when he was in the Payback. He 
backstabbed him, Soldier Boy... My father. He knew all those years 
and never told me." Homelander said. 


A-Train noted that Homelander appeared to be showing no emotion 
whatsoever. Despite all that was happening. Noir had betrayed his 
trust, and his reputation was at risk. 


"So what are we going to do?" The Deep asked. 


" We kill as many people as possible once the news gets out." 
Homelander casually said. 


A-Train was silent, but The Deep laughed. He kept laughing, waiting 
for the rest of the people to laugh, but all the supes in the room 
looked very serious upon hearing Homelander's words. 


"I'm serious." Homelander said. 
The Deep's smile disappeared. 
"What?" The Deep asked. 


"I'm being serious. We are going to kill as many people as possible." 
Homelander said. 


"But the Justice League..." A-Train spoke up. 


"Fuck the Justice League. What we do will be on them. They want to 
‘save’ our world. Well, too bad they pushed us to do this." 
Homelander said. 


A-Train was silent as Homelander walked up to them, his gaze on A- 
Train especially. 


"That won't be a problem with you, A-Train? | mean, you have killed 
before there was Campbell's girlfriend and Popclaw. Especially with 
Popclaw because | was the one who told you to kill her in the first 
place. Don't tell me you're getting cold feet, are you?" Homelander 
said. 


A-Train could practically hear his heart beating. His mouth started to 
dry as he felt sweat. Homelander had just revealed A-Train's murder 
in front of everyone. 


"Man, you're really leaving this shit in the air for everybody to hear. 
What are you-." A-Train said. 


"A-Train, A-Train," Homelander interrupted. "I think that massacre 
will be in Trenton. Your brother's apartment would be a great place 
to start. | even know the address, too, if you were curious." 
Homelander said. 


His gaze turned to the Deep. 
"Deep." He acknowledged. 
The Deep was silent. 


"You know it's funny. How did Maeve get that videotape? Last | saw 
it go down in the middle of the Atlantic." Homelander remarked. 


"|... [h-have no idea, sir." The Deep said. 


"Really? That's odd because | think | might know how she managed 
to get that video. Would you be willing to take a guess?" 
Homelander told him. 


The Deep looked like he was about to piss himself. 
"Go on, speak up." Homelander encouraged. 
"M-maybe she got a submarine?" The Deep said. 


"Really, | suppose that does make sense. | thought she told you to 
find evidence of what really happened, so she could hold it over my 
head." Homelander said. 


A-Train looked at the Deep, who looked to have soiled himself. 


"| want the both of you to know something. When the company first 
put me in front of the cameras, they told me | was gonna get my 
very own team. | wanted so badly for that team to be the family that | 


never got. Then | got you . You are nothing more than a bunch of 
fucking disappointments. If either one of you so much as thinks of 
running away, then you'll be first." Homelander told them. 


"Ok, Homelander, think about it." A-Train cautiously said, trying to 
reach Homelander's rationality. "The Justice League probably has 
an eye on us all the time. They'll probably stop you before you even 
begin. Then what will you accomplish? And what will we do? This 
fool right here only has one arm, and | can't fucking run right now." 


"Not right now." Homelander said, and revealed a syringe with 
Compound-V. 


"Homelander, come on, man, last time | tried that, | got a heart 
attack." 


"Hold him tight, children." Homelander ordered with a wicked smile 
on his face. 


The God-U students grabbed A-Train from behind and pinned him 
on the floor. They broke his casts and revealed his broken legs as 
Homelander approached with the syringe. The Deep watched it 
unfold powerlessly. 


Hughie was brought to the Watchtower and was brought before the 
League. 


"So Luthor made a version of Compound V. It allows him to control 
whoever is injected with it for twenty-four hours. He controlled 
Butcher like a fucking video game character, and there was nothing 
we could do to break Luthor's control of him." Hughie told them. 


"Thank you, Mister Campbell. We are done here." Wonder Woman 
told him. 


Hughie was surprised to hear this. 
"But there's more | can tell you." Hughie told her. 


"You have been through a lot. It is time for you to take a rest." Diana 


told him. 

Hughie was escorted by Green Arrow and Black Canary. 
"But there's more." Hughie said. 

"No, there isn't." Dinah said. 


"Look, Hughie, we are giving you a moment to yourselves." Ollie 
said. 


"Ourselves?" Hughie asked. 


The cell they brought him to had an occupant, Annie. Hughie rushed 
into her arms as they kissed one another. After what felt like an 
hour, they broke the kiss. 


"Are you alright?” Annie asked. 

"Yeah, I'm fine. Thanks for asking." Hughie told her, smiling. 
"Are the others safe? Are they here too?" She asked. 
Hughie's smile disappeared. 

"I'm not sure. It was really fucking bad." Hughie said. 

"What happened?" Annie asked. 


Hugie told Annie everything. Joining the Suicide Squad, getting lost 
in the Multiverse, going to Russia, Soldier Boy, it all. 


Annie looked at Hughie. 
"How did you escape?" She asked. 


"I'll be honest with you, | have no idea. In Task Force X, they put 
these explosives in the back of your head. So if you disobey Waller 
or go AWOL, they detonate it. We were sent to the CIA, our CIA, to 
get something Vought made V24. For some reason, the bombs did 
not go off when we disobeyed Waller." Hughie said. 


"V24" Annie asked. 


"It's a variant of Compound V that grants the user powers for twenty- 
four hours. Or so we all thought. Homelander and Stormfront 
showed up, and Butcher used it to give us time to escape. There's a 
video of it. I'll show it to you." Hughie said. 


Hughie showed her a video detailing Butcher's fight with 
Homelander. 


"Butcher practically on par with Homelander? How did Vought even 
make this?" Annie asked. 


"They didn't. Lex Luthor made it. That's not even the worst part." 
Hughie said, starting to get choked up. Sensing his discomfort, 
Annie ran her hand down his back. 

"Speak." She told him. 


"There's something in it that allows Luthor to control the user so long 
as their superpowers are active. Luthor has Butcher under his 
control. He even spoke through him like a fucking puppet before 
having him try to kill us." Hughie said, his eyes starting to water. 


"That's horrible." Annie said. 


"| had to leave. | already got their blessings to go to the League." 
Hughie said, defending himself. 


"You don't need to justify that. | can understand." Annie said. 


"I'm fucking sick of it! Being so weak and everyone | care about has 
to suffer for it!" Hughie said, tears starting to flow. 


"You're not weak, Hughie. You are one of the strongest people | 
know!" Annie told him. 


"You are so better than me." Hughie said. 


"No, I'm not. | told the Justice League about the motorist. / killed an 
innocent man." She replied as tears started to form. 


Hughie remembered the incident despite nearly bleeding out. 


"It wasn't your fault." Hughie said. 

"It was, there were ways | didn't have to, but | did." Annie said. 
"It was an ugly situation." Hughie said. 

"It still doesn't change it." Annie said. 

"Are you going to go to jail?" Hughie asked. 

"| don't know, yet. | spoke with Superman." Annie said. 
"What's he like?" Hughie asked. 


"He's nothing like Homelander. He said that despite what | did, it's 
not the end of the world. He was not judgemental.” Annie said. 


"| think there's still a chance." Hughie said. 
"Maybe." Annie said as she turned to look at Hughie. 


She passionately kissed him on the mouth. He was surprised for a 
brief moment, but Hughie returned her kiss just as passionately, if 
not more. 


"| love you." He said before realizing what he had just said. 
"| love you, too.” Annie replied. 


They kissed once more, this time including their tongues as well. 
Soon, the couple began to remove their clothing before lying down 
on the bed. 


The Boys were brought to the Society's base laboratory. Thawne 
immediately put them in devices that restrained them. 


"What is this?" Arkillo asked upon seeing their captives. 
"Consider them our new inside men." Luthor told him. 


"| recognize them, the anti-superhero vigilantes. What use could 


they serve our plans?!" Sivanna complained, his children beside 
him. 


"They have ties to the CIA, who presently have and are 
experimenting with V24." Luthor said. 


"They are fugitives!" Sivanna said. 

"| say we kill them." Thaddeus Junior suggested. 

"Beats lookin’ at the inbred family." Butcher remarked. 
Sivanna pulled out what looked to be a raygun. 

"Enough." Luthor told his rival mad scientist, taking the gun. 


"| understand your concerns, Thaddeus, but these fools are useful to 
us. As for their current legal predicament, I've already thought of a 
way to exonerate them." Luthor said. 


"What is it?” Sivanna asked, sounding unimpressed. 


Luthor leaned into his ear and whispered. The Boys could not hear 
what Luthor was saying, but it seemed convincing enough for 
Sivanna. Sivanna walked away, grumbling to himself as his children 
followed him. 


"You are certain these airbreathers are of use?" Ocean Master 
asked. 


"I'm positive, Homelander is due to snap. Finding out the criminals 
he had been chasing for a year have been pardoned is just one 
more log in the fire." Luthor said. 


"What about the boy? He is missing." The Brain asked. 
"The weakest links are of no major concern." Luthor said. 


He pressed a button on his arm. Four machine arms carrying 
syringes of V24 were brought before the Boys. A wall formed in front 
of the Society members barricading them from what could potentially 
be destructive. 


At this point, the Boys desperately struggled trying to free 
themselves. Frenchie screamed once he felt the needle tip enter the 
back of his neck. 

"Wait!" Frenchie spoke up. 

Luthor and the others seemed to pay attention. 


"What about Kimiko? She already has Compound V. What happens 
to her then? What then?" He asked. 


MM seemed to realize this along with Butcher. 


"Well then, if you ever find yourselves freed, consider her our 
insurance. Beginning injection now." Luthor said. 


They felt the V24 entered their system. They screamed from the 
pain it brought to their bodies and the horror of losing their free will. 
The screams lasted only a minute before they were dropped from 
their restraints. 


"Stand." Luthor ordered. 
All four stood up, their faces showing no emotion whatsoever. 
"Follow my hand." Luthor ordered. 


Slowly Lex raised his hand as the Boys looked up at it. He slowly 
brought it down and they followed. Lex moved his hand side to side, 
and they obeyed. 


"Excellent, Mister Milk and Serge, you are to go to the testing 
grounds just up ahead. Miyashiro and Butcher follow me." Luthor 
ordered. 


MM and Frenchie walked to the testing grounds while Butcher and 
Kimiko went to Luthor. 


"Vocal commands, Mister Butcher. Can you speak?" Lex asked. 


"Yes, sir." Butcher said. 


"Good." Lex said. 
Luthor turned to Kimiko. 
"The femme is stated to be mute." Mallah said. 


"Thank you Mallah, | am well aware of that. She's only mute due to 
trauma, but with my nanomachines active, those won't get in the 
way. It will even get past any language barriers upon hearing my 
commands. Although | can speak Japanese if you would prefer?" 
Luthor said. 


"No." Mallah said. 
"Good, now, Miss Miyashiro. Can you speak?" Luthor asked. 
"Yes, sir." Kimiko said. 


"Excellent." Luthor said. 


Batman, Batgirl, and Robin followed The Joker's car from the 
rooftops of Gotham City. 


"So I've been looking into the signals Joker used for his broadcasts 
on Earth Seven. The signal is erratic, to say the least. However, | 
looked into your suggestion of looking at specific TV stations, and | 
found a match." Oracle told them. 


"Have you managed to pinpoint a location?" Batman asked. 


"lam working on it, by the way. Homelander received an interesting 
call earlier, from Soldier Boy." Oracle said. 


"Soldier Boy, why?" Batman asked. 


"It looks like your theory for why Vought got rid of Soldier Boy was 
right. However, as it turns out, Soldier Boy is Homelander's father." 
Oracle said. 


This surprised Batman. 


"What else happened on the call?" He asked. 


"It's pretty brutal. Soldier Boy basically disowned Homelander. Not 
for any of the horrible stuff he has done, but mostly for well his need 
for love and the milk incident. And he knows Ryan exists." Barbara 
said. 


"Luthor." Batgirl assumed. 


"More than likely, he was in the same location at the same time 
frame as Luthor." Batman said. 


"He also knows, or at least suspects, the League has taken Ryan. | 
think Homelander is planning something. Something horrible .” 
Oracle warned. 


"He won't do it, not now. It likely has to do with whatever Joker got 
from Maeve. Whatever Joker has, we make it seem like it was 
destroyed." Batman said. 


"Tt. He's an idiot, father. | thought we all believed in that 
assumption." Robin said. 


"No, he's not. His plans are short-sighted, but they do work. It's only 
until you look at his plans from a long-term perspective they fall 
apart. Homelander is more clever than he lets on, but he is nowhere 
near as clever as he would like to think." Batman said. 


"What about Maeve?" Oracle asked. 


"I'll let Diana settle that matter. Right now, we need to stop Joker." 
Batman said. 


"What about Campbell and Miss. January? They might know what 
Joker has." Robin asked. 


"They're a bit busy at the moment." Oracle said. 
"Tt." Robin said, irritated. 


"Wait, hang on! | think | found something.” Oracle said. 


"What?" Batman asked. 


"| was looking at the various hideouts Joker was using or suspected 
of using. They form a smiley face. Except there's no nose." Oracle 
said. 


"How far away are we from where this nose is?" Batman asked. 


"Not far. It looks like it's an abandoned TV Studio. Murray Franklin 
used to host his show there." Oracle said. 


"Joker stole memorabilia from an auction relating to old comedy 
shows four months ago. We've got him! Thank you Barbara." 
Batman said. 


"Any time, give him hell." Oracle said. 


"We're not far from there. Tell Jim | think we've gotten him." Batman 
said. 


Hughie slowly collapsed onto Annie as she embraced him in her 
arms. Hughie nuzzled against her neck as she stroked his hair, their 
skin glistening from perspiration. Hughie moved up on the bed as 
Annie cuddled next to him. The couple's panting echoed throughout 
the cell as their mind tried to break away from whatever euphoria 
they felt. 


"| needed that." Hughie spoke up first before kissing her on the 
forehead. 


"Same." Annie replied, kissing him on the cheek. 


Annie pulled the covers over them, and they started to rest. Until 
they heard the door open up, waking the pair. It was Becca, who 
seemed rathered flustered at the moment. 


"Oh my god! I'm sorry!" She said before walking out of the room. 


Annie looked down and realized that she had accidentally pushed 
the blanket for the bed off them entirely. The mortified look on 


Hughie's face confirmed her fears. 


"Sorry!" Annie shouted as she and Hughie scrambled off the bed 
and started to put their clothes back on. 


"You can come in now." Hughie called, still embarrassed. 
Becca walked in. 
"Why are you here?" Annie asked. 


"The Justice League told me they had to inform us about something 
urgent. | heard you were here." She said. 


"They put you in a cell?" Hughie asked. 


"What? No! They gave me a safehouse in Delaware for a while. 
Ryan just moved in." Becca told them. 


"As in Homelander's son... They stole Homelander's son." Hughie 
said. 


" My son." Becca stressed. 
"You're right, I'm sorry." Hughie apologized. 
"How did that happen?" Annie asked. 


"When he was getting his ass kicked by the Legion of Doom. Robin 
and Superboy snuck him out of the tower." Becca said. 


"Where's Billy?" 


Hughie didn't speak up, but Becca knew from the look in his eyes 
that it was not good news. 


"Oh, my god..." Becca said, tears started to well in her eyes. 
"He's not dead. | can tell you that." Hughie said. 


"The Justice League might have a better idea. Hughie already told 
them about what happened." Annie said. 


"Oh, ok." Becca said though she was still hesitant. 


They followed her out of the cell and returned to the central hub of 
the Watchtower. Becca glared at Guy Gardner, who had entered the 
cell block. 


"Hey, it wasn't my fault | was kept out of the loop. You wanna get 
mad at someone, get mad at him." Gardner said. 


"So, is Ryan here too?" Annie asked. 


"Yes." Becca said she pointed at the brown-haired boy looking at 
everything in awe. He turned to Becca, a look of unconfirmed 
recognition directed at Annie. 


"Aren't you Starlight?" He asked. 

Annie was taken aback by this. 

"| was." She said. 

"Cool, are you joining the League?" The boy asked. 

"|... uh..." Annie stammered trying to think of a response. 


"Ryan, why don't you explore the Watchtower a bit?" Becca 
suggested. "They want to speak with us in private." She explained. 


"Okay." Ryan said as he flew around the space station. 
"Nice kid." Hughie remarked. 
"Thank you." Becca said. 


They reached the Justice League's meeting room. Sitting there was 
Wonder Woman, Green Lantern, Flash, and Aquaman. 


"Thank you for joining us. We have something urgent to discuss." 
Wonder Woman said. 


"Is it about Billy?" Becca asked. 


"Yes, and more." Diana said. 


"We couldn't find them." Flash said. 


"| looked everywhere in the forest, but they were not there. I'm 
sorry." Flash said. 


The Earth Seven natives were silent. 

"Do you think Luthor killed them?" Hughie asked. 
"We don't know." Wonder Woman said. 

Martian Manhunter entered the room. 

"J'onn?" Diana asked. 


"| looked through Manchester Black and King Sharks' minds. Black 
overheard Luthor talking to someone, Thawne." Martian Manhunter 
said. 


Flash's remorseful look turned to one of anger. 
"Are you sure?" Flash asked. 

"lam sure." Martian Manhunter said. 
"Thawne? Who's that?" Becca asked. 


"| read about him at the museum. Eobard Thawne, the Reverse 
Flash. He's like an evil Flash from the future. | thought he was 
dead." Hughie said. 


"We always do." Wally remarked grimly. 


"Luthor and Thawne are working together. Do you think there might 
be more?" John asked. 


"Besides Stan Edgar, you mean?" Annie asked. 


"We don't think Luthor considers Edgar to be a partner. They have 
different end goals. One is motivated by greed, the other pride." 
Aquaman said. 


Oracle's icon appeared on the screen. 


"Homelander is also on the verge of a mental breakdown, and a bad 
one, at that." Oracle said. 


"What?" Annie asked, sounding worried. 
"He knows about Ryan?" Becca asked. 


"It's likely that along with other factors. One being the Joker has 
something on him. We don't know what it is." Oracle said. 


"It could just be another embarrassing video." Hughie suggested. 


"It's possible, but there is something else you might want to know. 
Soldier Boy is Homelander's father." Oracle said. 


"Really?" Annie asked. 


Hughie winced upon hearing that remembering his relationship with 
Liberty. 


"That explains so much." Becca remarked. 
"What does?" Green Lantern asked. 


"When | was pregnant with Ryan, every time | asked about 
Homelander, specifically about his parents, they would always avoid 
the question. | remember hearing stories about Soldier Boy being 
unstable, and one time | overheard Vogelbaum argue with Edgar. 
Vogelbaum sounded like a guilty mess, but Edgar said they knew 
Homelander's father would not be a significant improvement." Becca 
explained. 


"Vought sent him to the Russians." Hughie realized. 
"Russians?" Becca asked. 


"It's a long story, but when the guys and | were in the Suicide Squad 
they sent us over to our Russia to find a supe weapon. There we 
found Soldier Boy, and Waller turned him into the squad's boss." 
Hughie explained. 


"Are you sure?" Becca asked. 


"He is. During his call with Homelander, he confirmed that his 
teammates attacked him." Oracle said. 


"So what are they going to team up?" Hughie asked. 


"No, Soldier Boy disowned Homelander. Homelander doesn't fit his 
idea of masculinity, and he saw the milk video." Oracle said. 


"Can | hear it?" Becca asked angrily. 

This caught the League by surprise. 

"Maybe later, anyway, Soldier Boy is probably still after his former 
teammates. Crimson Countess, we know, but Mindstorm and Noir 
have gone off the grid." Oracle said. 

"Black Noir left?" Annie asked, sounding incredulous. 

"He apparently initiated the attack." Oracle said. 

"Hold on? How did Joker get this video?" Annie asked. 


Wonder Woman let out a sigh. 


"We have reason to believe that Queen Maeve is under the 
influence of Circe." Diana explained. 


Annie was silent. 
"Circe, like from the Odyssey?" Hughie asked. 


"The very same. Circe likely did this as a way to try and hurt me. | 
can handle her." Wonder Woman explained. 


"What about Maeve?" Annie asked. 


"| will try to reason with her, | pray to Hera, that Maeve still has 
enough of a conscience." Diana said. 


"Homelander is on the verge of a meltdown. Do you know where he 
might attack?" Green Lantern asked. 


"You don't think he'd try New York?" Becca asked. 


"That's too obvious. He knows he can't beat us. This is nothing more 
than a destructive tantrum." Aquaman said. 


"Where is Maeve from?" Hughie asked Annie. 
"Blowing Rock, North Carolina." Annie said. 


"Too far. He is likely planning to bring others with him. Most of them 
likely would not be able to fly." Green Lantern asked. 


"Not to mention, that seems too small. Homelander is a narcissist. 
He'd want to attack someplace big, but wants to be cautious to kill 
as many civilians as possible before the League arrives." Oracle 
said. 


"We'll find him, hopefully, before it's not too late. Batman intends to 
hold onto the video just to be safe. In fact, there is something else, 
we need your help with." Wonder Woman said, looking at Hughie 
and Annie. 


"What is it?" Hughie asked. 


"Annie mentioned you recovered photos and documentation of 
Stormfront's past. We need you to go and recover them alongside 
three friends of Superman." Diana explained. 


Annie and Hughie looked at one another unsure. 


"We understand you have been through a lot, but we need those 
documents. | know at the end of the day, you want to do what is 
right, so please help us." Diana pleaded. 


Annie sighed. 


"We'll do it." She said. 


Batman jumped through one of the windows in Joker's hideout, 
Robin was told to wait in case of a trap, which was more than likely. 
lt was dark, not a light in the building was on. Batman walked 
through the building. His cowl obviously allowed him to see in the 


dark. He eventually found himself on a stage with Murray Franklin's 
props. Batman looked around and saw something that seemed out 
of place. It looked like a clown head with an open mouth, his eyes 
widening, Batman tried to move only to get wrapped up in red fabric 
from the mouth. Batman was constricted. He managed to protect his 
neck, and soon the lights turned on. As the door opened stood The 
Joker, Harley Quinn, and a couple of his henchmen. 


"Well, look who's decided to crash at our place." Joker remarked. 


"You better of wiped your feet before you came in here, B-Man! | 
just cleaned up the joint!" Harley scolded. 


Batman glared, he had been in this situation before, he would get 
out of it again. 


"| Know you're probably upset about me bullying super fraud, but 
trust me, we both want the same thing." Joker said. 


"You want Homelander to rampage and kill innocent people." 
Batman said. 


"Yeah, and you want him locked up. He kills several people, then 
you and your superfriends show up to beat him like a piNata, and he 
spends the rest of his life in the slammer. It's a win-win." Joker said 
before putting on a more thoughtful expression. "Well, maybe not a 
win for you ." He added before letting out a chuckle. 


"What's on the video?" Batman asked, wanting to exploit Joker's 
vanity. 


"What do you mean this video, right here?" Joker asked, showing 
the camera to Batman with a smug grin. 


Batman said nothing only glaring at his captor. 


"Okay, fine, I'll tell you. You see, last year on Earth Seven, there 
was a plane crash. Trans Atlantic Flight 37." Joker said. 


"I've heard of it." Batman cut him off upon realizing Robin had 
entered the building. 


Joker frowned at his arch-enemy. 


"As | was about to say, Trans Atlantic Flight 37 crashed into the 
ocean thanks to a bunch of terrorists from the Middle East. Of 
course, that's the official story. The truth is much more publicly 
damning for a certain flying Oedipus complex." Joker said. 


"Homelander caused it." Batman said. 
Joker turned to Harley. 


"Look at him, Harley, the World's greatest detective at work." He told 
her. 


"| Know right." Harley said. 


"Let me tell you something, Bats. This video is a doozy ." Joker told 
him, a sadistic smile on his face. 


"Why focus on Homelander?" Batman asked. 


"Why it's simple, really. | kind of like the guy. Sure, he's kind of a 
disappointment in a lot of areas, like his dairy preferences, for one. 
HEH! But he is such a psycho | can't wait to see him cut loose. You 
see, | want to help the poor sop. Let him be his true self just this 
once." Joker explained. "Don't tell me you're getting jealous, are 
you?" He asked. 


"Hardly." Batman replied. 


"Sure, like you sending Billy-what's-his-name and his belligerent 
buddies to Arkham wasn't trying to get me." Joker said before 
catching himself. "But | digress." He added. 


"So what, are you finally going to kill me?" Batman asked, realizing 
Batgirl was on the balcony to his right. 


"Well, the thought had occurred to me, adios Batsy!" Joker said, 
getting his gun out. 


Only for his hand to get hit by one of Robin's shurikens, he dropped 
his gun. Robin swung down on the rafters kicking one of Joker's 


men, causing them to knock into each other. Batgirl used this 
opportunity to free Batman from his bondage. Batman soon dropped 
a smoke bomb at Joker's feet. Their coughs echoed throughout the 
room as they all blindly fired their guns at where Batman was. When 
the smoke dissipated, an irritated Joker looked around. He noticed 
he still had the camera on him. Meanwhile, Batman was fighting 
Joker's men. 


"Nice trick, Bats. Too bad | still got the video." Joker remarked. 
Robin landed in front of him and tried to take it from him. 
"Hey!" 

"Release it, clown!" Damian said. 


"Oh god, you know, | miss the old Batman and Robin days. 
Whatever happened to the contrast between the dynamic duo. You 
know who | blame for that, bird boy number two. | hoped that 
beating him to death would beat it out of any successors." Joker 
said. 


Robin angrily slugged him across the chin, causing him to let go. 
"What still too soon?” 

Only for Harley to shoot Jason with the string from her cork gun. 
"Someone oughta teach ya some manners kid." Harley said. 


"There is absolutely nothing you could teach me, Quinzel." Damian 
said. 


Joker pulled out a crowbar. 


"Okay, let's see if this works out the second time." He said, 
brandishing it. As Joker pulled it over his head, he felt someone hold 
it back. Joker shyly looked back to see a none-too-happy Batman as 
the culprit. He let out an awkward chuckle. 


"Sorry." He apologized. 


Only for Batman to punch him in the face sending him back to 
Murray Franklin's desk. Joker turned away from Batman, and as the 
dark knight grabbed the clown, he was struck in the head by a glass 
mug. 


"That was an antique! You made me do that, and I'm supposed to 
be the bad guy!" He yelled. 


Batman punched Joker in the gut before punching him in the chin. 
Harley tried to rush at Batman with her hammer. Only for Batgirl to 
throw a line at her feet, causing her to throw the hammer at Batman. 
Only for Batman to duck and head straight to The Joker. 


"Oh no." He said before getting hit. 

The hammer knocked Joker through the set walls. 

"Puddin! Are ya okay?!" She asked, concerned. 

"Harley..." Joker weakly let out, raising a hand. 

"Yes." She said hopeful. 

"You're an idiot." Joker weakly let out before his hand fell down. 


A despondent Harley let herself get handcuffed by Batgirl. Batman 
approached the collapsed stage walls and lifted them off his worst 
enemy. He was still alive, but looked to be out of it. Until he looked 
at his outstretched hand. In it was his electric joy buzzer which he 
tried to bring down onto Batman. Joker laughed as electricity 
emanated from it, only for Batman to knock the joy buzzer to the 
floor. Joker let out a few embarrassed chuckles before frowning. 


"Kill joy." He muttered. 


Batman knocked him out with a punch across the face and 
handcuffed him. One down, more to go. 


"You have the camera?" He asked Robin. 


"| do." He said, handing it over to Batman. 


Batman broke the camera and took out the memory card. They 
heard police sirens as the GCPD entered the room, surrounding 
those down on the ground. Commissioner Gordon walked in and 
approached Batman. 


"Looks like that report | was told to say was accurate." Gordon said. 


"| have the video card." Batman said as he uploaded it to his 
gauntlet. 


"That's good. | take it that it was important?" Gordon asked. 
The video then played from the display on Batman's gauntlet. 


"You stay the fuck back, or I'll laser you, god damn it, I'll laser every 
fucking one of you!" Homelander's voice from the video shouted. His 
eyes glowed red as the terrified passengers backed away. 


Batman looked at Gordon. Despite years of serving on the force and 
being a frequent supervillain target, he was shocked and horrified to 
see this. Both of them imagined the horror flashing through the 
minds of those innocent people as their protector showed his true 
face to them. All while the inevitability of death looked clear. Batman 
clenched his fist in anger. Whatever sympathies he had for 
Homelander, small as they were, died at that moment. 


"Jesus..." Jim said. 
"We'll stop him, Jim. | promise you." Batman told him. 


"| Know. It's just that for a moment, a part of my brain made me 
see..." Jim trailed off. 


"Superman would never do that. You and | both know that." Batman 
told him, putting a hand on his shoulder. 


"Yeah, makes you realize how we lucked out with our man in the 
sky." Gordon said. 


"More than you could ever know, be safe Jim." Batman said as he 
walked away. 


"Well, this is something | never thought I'd see, Master Bruce." 
Alfred said. 


"What?" Batman asked. 


"You actually finished a conversation with my Dad." Oracle said, her 
grin was evident from the tone of her voice. 


Darkening Skies 


Batman had sent the video to the meeting room. The room was 
silent despite the emotions the occupants were feeling: fear from 
some but anger and sorrow from all. 


"I'm showing this to Ryan." Becca angrily told them all. 


"As much as we would like you to, we don't think that's a good idea." 
The Flash said. 


"Why not?" Becca asked. 
"He's still a boy. It could possibly mentally scar him." Aquaman said. 


Becca was about to say something but stopped herself. They were 
right. 


"Besides, what we're about to do next will be just as effective." 
Batman said from the computer. 


"What about Maeve?" Annie asked. 


"She's a coward. Hopefully, Diana can talk some sense into her." 
Batman said. 


"In the meantime, we will need to find Luthor." Martian Manhunter 
said. 


"What are we supposed to do?" Hughie asked. 


"You will take Lois Lane, Jimmy Olsen, and Clark Kent to your old 
hideout to retrieve the material you found on Stormfront." Batman 
said. 


"How do you know the gang down there will still have it?” Hughie 
asked. 


"They will. It's basically a perfect way to get Vought off their backs." 
Batman said. 


"Why would they just give it to us?" Annie asked. 
"It can keep the Seven off their back, but not us." Batman said. 
"And the reporters?" Annie asked. 


"They'll wait outside. You just need to get the photos and give it to 
them." Batman said. 


Lex Luthor sat in front of his monitor, watching footage of the 
subject's latest mission, he could see through their eyes like 
cameras. Moscow, Russia (Earth Seven), the V24-infused Boys 
were unleashing hell on the Russian Mafia. Bodies were burned, 
blasted, and torn into pieces. MM's ability was energy absorption 
and redirection, which was exemplified when Butcher fired his own 
laser vision at MM. MM's body absorbed it before releasing it, 
liquifying the Russian gangsters. 


Kimiko and Frenchie went to the gang leader, a woman known as 
Nina Namenko. She is best known by her epitaph ‘Little Nina’. 


"Sergei?!" She asked. 
This caught Luthor by surprise, unaware of Frenchie's past. 


"What are you doing here?!" She demanded, now holding a gun to 
his face. 


Frenchie was unresponsive, so she fired the gun at him. He was 
bulletproof though not to the extent of Butcher and MM. 


"Maybe we could have a proposition, like old times?" She said, 
looking like she was about to unbutton his shirt. 


Luthor rolled his eyes. 
"Grab her." He commanded. 


Frenchie obliged and grabbed her by the neck, hoisting her in the air 
with a single arm. 


"Miss Namenko, one of your men used my formula." Luthor said, 
speaking through Frenchie. 


"Who are you?" She asked, realizing it was not Sergei. 


"Let's just say a dissatisfied manufacturer. Grodd and his lackeys 
nearly ruined anything. Your thug died from what appeared to be a 
negative reaction to V24 shortly after it wore off. This led to your 
organization and its plans to sell it on ice. | came here to tell you that 
it was not an accident. It was deliberate. Now do svidanya." Luthor 
said. 


Frenchie activated his powers. Within seconds, Nina exploded, 
painting the room red with blood as her guts decorated the room. 


"Return." Luthor said. 


The mind-controlled Boys returned to the base and stood before a 
pleased Luthor. 


Hughie and Annie were brought outside the meeting room. They 
saw Clark Kent, Lois Lane, and Jimmy Olsen waiting for them on the 
teleporter platform. 


"Hi, I'm Lois Lane-Kent. This is my husband Clark and our friend 
Jimmy." Lois introduced herself before gesturing to Clark and 
Jimmy, respectively. 


Hughie nervously shook Clark's hand. 

"Nice to meet you." Hughie said. 

"First-time jitters. | know how you feel." Clark said. 
"Jitters?" Lois asked cheekily, raising an eyebrow. 
"What?" Clark asked innocently. 


"It's nothing, Smallville." Lois responded with a smile. 


They were soon brought to New York at Earth Seven. 
"We're not far from the hideout." Hughie said. 
"Good." Clark said. 

"Are you certain you can do this?" Lois asked. 

"Yes, | think we can." Annie replied. 


"Besides we have Superman practically on standby." Jimmy said, 
pointing to his watch. "It's a signal watch. It lets out a high frequency 
that only Superman can hear." Jimmy explained. 


"What about Homelander?" Hughie asked. 
"He's nowhere near as fast as Superman.” Jimmy said. 


"Besides, we have all seen worse. A great value Ultraman who was 
never weaned off of breast milk is far from the worst." Lois said. 


"I've been turned into things far more disturbing than Homelander." 
Jimmy added much to the confusion of Hughie and Annie. 


"You haven't seen him in person." Annie said. 
"Yes, Clark and | did. We interviewed him." Jimmy said. 


"| could sense the facade of him, he reminded me of someone | 
know. He was well-loved by the public until Superman arrived and 
he started to show his true colors." Clark said. 


"| really hope you're right." Annie said. 
Lois looked at Hughie. 

"Your dad spoke highly of you." Lois said. 
"My dad? How did you..." Hughie asked. 


"Your father was one of the first Earth Seven civilians who ended up 
on Earth One. He appeared in Metropolis completely dazed. He 
went to our workplace, the Daily Planet, spouting all sorts of 


madness. Eventually, security came, and they brought him to a 
mental hospital. The rest of the staff thought he was crazy, but Clark 
and | did not. We interviewed him, and everything he said felt 
completely honest. Soon more strange and untraceable people 
started to show up, proving our hunch was completely right." Lois 
said. 


"Is he alright?" Hughie asked. 


"He is. We can take you where he's staying after this." Clark 
suggested. 


"Sure." Hughie said. 


With that Annie and Hughie walked to the hideout. Moments later, 
they got the pictures and documents that proved Stormfront's Nazi 
ties. 


Monica was at the bar of the Secret Lair. As always, a plethora of 
naked bodies intertwined with one another. Some pairings were 
more unique or numerous than others. While those who were still 
clothed were at the bar or just watching. Although everything 
seemed normal, the atmosphere was tense. The Justice League 
managed to one-up the Seven following that fight at the movie set. 
Job offers were starting to look scarce. She looked over the young 
patron in front of her wallowing in his misery, Velocity. 


Velocity was an attractive man and was quite attractive in her eyes. 
Not to mention, he looked young enough to be a college freshman. 
Following the death of Shockwave, Velocity was primed to go 
against A-Train in a race. Many thought he would be the new 
speedster of the Seven. However, A-Train had his shins blown out 
by the Earth One villain known as Doctor Polaris during the Seven's 
"fight" with the Legion of Doom. While the media never delved 
deeper into this, many in the Supe community already knew he was 
done. 


Not helping matters were the Leagues’ speedsters, especially The 
Flash. The Flash was a million times faster than A-Train ever was at 


the very least. She looked over to the up-and-coming speedster who 
was practically crying into this glass. He kept talking all about how 
no amount of training would ever compare to the Flash. He sobbed 
to her about all those years, of his father waking him up at sunrise to 
train. How all the sweat he poured trying to break the sound barrier. 
All the opportunities stolen from him were now hanging on a string. It 
was Starting to get tiresome. 


She could feel a gust of wind blow into the bar that gathered the 
attention of some patrons, but it only took them a second to re- 
indulge themselves. Until a blood-curdling scream echoed 
throughout the club. It was from a woman who threw off the downed 
lover on top of her. His throat was slit ear-to-ear and she was 
covered in his blood. Not a moment later she fell to the floor. She 
wanted to believe that the woman fainted, but the fact that it was 
during mid-scream contradicted that wish. It was further proven 
when looking at the woman's broken neck. 


Everyone in the bar started to panic, which only worsened when 
another patron disappeared out of thin air. Almost though he was 
blinked out of existence. Countless patrons ran towards the exit, but 
what followed was absolute carnage. Blood, guts, and other parts of 
the body burst out, showering anyone in the vicinity. Unleashing 
even more screams. 


Monica ducked down behind the bar. All this time, the screams 
started to dimmer down into gasps of pain or just silence in general, 
despite this she covered her ears. Her makeup started to run as 
tears started to pour down her eyes all while trying to process what 
was going on. 


Soon she could hear something loud. It sounded like the tables were 
getting smashed by something. As though a fight was going on and 
someone was getting thrown around the bar. Suddenly, someone 
was thrown into the bar's mirror, shattering it into many pieces. 


Monica screamed as she got up from the bar. Despite how badly 
beaten the body was she could tell it was Velocity from his costume. 
It was covered in blood, but that was the least of the damage. 
Velocity turned his head to face her, or what was left of his face, he 
reached out to her horrifying the bartender. His face was practically 


his skull at this point. As though someone ground his face against 
something. One of his eyes remained in the socket staring at her. 
Almost as though he was pleading for help. Not long Velocity's arm 
dropped to the ground lifeless. Further compounding this was that 
his breathing stopped. 


Monica looked around and saw the bar. She did not scream, but 
could only vomit from the carnage. Blood, organs, and even bone 
decorated the entire bar. Furniture was smashed and there were 
notable impact craters on the wall. Not to mention, a bloody red line 
on the bar and walls, likely from Velocity. 


Suddenly, a strange sound emitted behind her. It sounded a lot like 
a helicopter. Monica slowly turned around and saw a figure. It was 
yellow with small red lines and rapidly moving back and forth like a 
blur, with red flashes of lightning emitting from him. Monica was 
terrified as she tried to comprehend what was standing before her. 


The figure stopped and became more recognizable. He dressed 
much like the Flash, but his costume was primarily yellow instead of 
red. With the red being on the yellow parts of the Flash's costume. 
Though his costume had a different design. As the lightning bolt belt 
was singular and straight. His emblem was black with a red lightning 
bolt facing the opposite way of the Flash's. Another noticeable 
difference was the eyes. Unlike the Flash, who had lenses, she 
could see his eyes. They were red like something out of a horror 
movie, made even more apparent by the grin on his face. It wouldn't 
look out of place on someone like Freddy Krueger. Or maybe The 
Joker. He opened his mouth to speak. 


"Hello Monica." He said. 

"W... W... W..." She couldn't even finish. 

"| read your driver's license." Thawne said. 
Monica stood silent upon hearing that. 


"Tell them everything you saw." He said, his voice was raspy and 
cold. "Especially let A-Train and The Flash know what happened 
here. If you don't, | will go to your apartment and kill you. I'm 


Professor Zoom, by the way." Professor Zoom told her. 


In an instant, he was gone, and Monica sat on the floor, completely 
numb. 


Stormfront was at the top of a building in New Jersey. She had 
binoculars around her neck. Lying next to her was her bag with 
water and several phones. She picked up a phone and called 
someone as she watched through her binoculars a limo parked next 
to a barbershop. 


"I've been following Edgar all day. There's something up with him. If 
we find what it is, maybe we can have a shot." 


"Uhm, Stormfront, Stormfront, Stormfront... Learn to accept when 
the game's over." Homelander calmly told her. "Come on, it's gonna 
be fun!" He added, like an excited child about a new game. 


"We'll lose everything if you follow up with this." 
"That's what you don't get. We don't have shit anymore." 


Homelander turned off the phone. Stormfront broke the phone she 
used and threw it away. She kept watching and saw Edgar getting 
into the barber shop all alone, the limo left. She couldn't see what 
was happening inside the shop from that angle, but she caught a 
flash of yellow light inside. After waiting for a bit, she decided to 
check what was happening. 


"Look at that. It's Stormfront." A man sweeping hair on the floor said. 


"We don't get many superheroes here." A barber said. "I hate to say 
it, but we only work with men's hair." 


"I'm looking for Stan Edgar." Stormfront said. "He was here just a 
few minutes ago." 


"There's no Mr. Edgar here." 


"What was that light coming from here?" 


"| don't know what you're talking about." 


Stormfront turned her back to them, and one of the barbers pressed 
a red button hidden under a sink. Stormfront turned the open sign 
around to the closed side. She looked back at the barbers. They 
could see the electricity in her eyes. 


Amanda Waller was lying down on the bed of her medbay. It was 
dark, and she could not move. She blinked and standing before her 
was Batman. He was glaring down at her. 


"What do you want, Wayne?" Waller demanded. 
"Two things." Batman said. 

Waller grumbled. 

"Name them." She said. 


"| Know you have been working on anti-Compound V 
countermeasures. Ever since you've gotten your hands on Soldier 
Boy and his nullification powers." Batman told her. 


"He's too unstable unless you want to pocket-nuke everyone in 
sight." She said. 


"No, but I'm willing to guess that your people have been working on 
the means to replicate the radiation that Soldier Boy unleashes. 
Albeit at much safer levels." Batman said. 


Waller sighed. 


"Yes, we have. Do you want to use it on Homelander and his 
cronies?" Waller asked rhetorically. 


Batman glared at her. 


"Fine, we can share schematics. What's next on your list of 
demands, rich boy?" Waller asked. 


"Butcher and his gang, | want them to have no place on the Suicide 
Squad. You leave them alone." Batman told her. 


"They've gone AWOL." Waller said. 


"Because of Luthor, he's why you're in the hospital. The V24 you 
have, it has microscopic nanites put in there by Luthor. Campbell is 
free and with us, but the others are under Luthor's thumb." Batman 
said. 


Waller rolled her eyes. 
"It had to be Luthor, didn't it. Of course, it was." Waller said. 
"Do we have an agreement?" Batman asked. 


"Fine." Waller said. "I'm guessing you must all feel proud of 
yourselves. Saving another world run by rogue superhumans." 
Waller said. 


Batman was silent. 


"It's what we do, Waller." He replied. 


Stan Edgar was sitting on a chair next to the skull table of the Secret 
Society of Supervillains. All the members were there. They watched 
holographic screens showing business schematics and pictures of 
Vought facilities. 


"... That will provide product for a ghost company on Earth One to 
sell back for a profit. We'll have an agent inside each of your major 
subsidiaries- -" Luthor was interrupted by an alert on the screen. 


The footage switched to security cameras in the barbershop. Half of 
the employees were dead, and Stormfront held a barber by the neck 
for information. 


"We can't allow this woman to interfere!" The Brain said. 


"How much do these people know, Luthor?" Ocean Master asked. 


"Just enough.” Luthor said. "Not enough for her to be a problem." 


"Bring her here." Stan Edgar said, to their surprise. "For this 
business deal to work, we can't take half measures. I'm sure the 
members of this group have more than enough to take her down. 
With Homelander on the brink of losing his sanity, she wouldn't be a 
problem for long anyway. Bring her." 


A minute later, Stormfront saw that yellow light once again. She was 
now in front of Stan Edgar and before he could say anything, a 
yellow blur of speed struck her. Her body hit the roof and when she 
fell, her shoulder was impaled by Ocean Master's trident. Arkillo 
beat her up but he restrained her shackles constructs around her 
arms. She tried to fight against it, Arkillo simply forced it until her 
arm snapped. The constructs were starting to shatter by 
Stormfront's strength. Professor Zoom vibrated his hand through her 
back, reaching her heart, and spoke into her ear. 


"Stop fighting or I'll stop vibrating." He told her then looked at Arkillo. 
"She's not that strong, what's the matter? Did Sinestro send one of 
the weaker links of his corps?" 


"Wrong, Earthling.” Arkillo replied. "| simply need to recharge my 
ring." 


Edgar walked up to Stormfront and looked her in the eye. 


"You are done." He told her. "You're going to disappear. 
Homelander will follow with his mad plans and get killed." 


"You think the Justice League will do that for you." Stormfront said 
and laughed at him. 


"| don't need the Justice League for that. Once it's done, we're 
leaving the superhero business, might as well change the 
company's name. Everything your husband built is going to burn." 


Ashley pulled a chunk of her own hair out. Homelander looked to be 
in the midst of the breakdown, and had taken whatever remained of 
the Seven with him. To make matters worse, Stan Edgar had 


disappeared, and she could not contact him. She looked into the 
window and saw Maeve's reflection. She looked different, her skin 
was paler and her muscles had grown bigger, maybe even a little 
taller. 


"Queen Maeve?" Ashley asked, turning to the doorway. 
There she saw Maeve with Circe. 
"Can | help you?" Ashley asked. 


"Actually, | believe you may be able to help her." Circe said pointing 
to Maeve. 


"Please tell me that video you sent to that fucking maniac was not 
too bad. Homelander looked like he just snapped." Ashley pleaded. 


Maeve smirked. 


"I'm sorry to have missed that. Maybe you can tell me where he is?" 
Maeve asked, raising her sword. 


Ashley eyed the sword. 


"| didn't know the prop guys made you a new sword." Ashley said 
walking back. 


"Oh this sword is no mere prop. Show her." Circe said. 


Maeve's scars lit up and she brought the sword down, splitting 
Ashley's deck in two. Maeve grabbed a shocked Ashley by the 
throat and hoisted her in the air. 


"Where is he?" Maeve asked. 


"I... | don't know... He and S-stormfront left... H-he took A-Train, 
Deep, Blue Hawk, a-and some God-U s-students with him." Ashley 
said. 


"| grow weary of this toady's begging. Kill her." Circe demanded. 


Ashleys' eyes practically bulged out of her head. 


"Maeve, I'm sorry. I'm sorry about you and Elena and what 
Homelander made me do. I'm sorry!" She pleaded tears started to 
well in her eye. 


Maeve's glare softened, actually feeling pity for Ashley. 


"Have you gone deaf? | commanded that you kill her, she's no use." 
Circe said. 


Just before impaling Ashely, a golden rope wrapped around 
Maeve's arm. She turned and saw Wonder Woman alongside Troia, 
Wonder Girl, and Artemis. Circe rolled her eyes in annoyance. 


"Maeve, let her go." Diana said. 
Maeve released Ashley. 


"Miss Barrett, I'd recommend you run for safety." Wonder Woman 
told her. 


Ashley practically ran out of the building. 
"What? Have you come to arrest me?" Maeve asked. 
"No, | came to reason with you." Diana said. 


The other Amazons surrounded Circe. Cassie and Donna had their 
lassos on her while Artemis had her axe to the neck of the 
sorceress. 


"Do not even try anything, witch." Artemis threatened. 
"| have no intention to." Circe said with a smirk. 

"What do you want?" Maeve asked. 

"lam trying to help you." Wonder Woman said. 

"Help me? | don't need help not anymore." Maeve said. 


"Circe has deceived you into embracing your worst desires." 
Wonder Woman said. 


"If that is the case, then | feel fan-fucking-tastic!" Maeve said. 


"You are embracing cruelty. | once thought you wanted to help 
others." Wonder Woman said. 


"| did." Maeve said regretfully before glaring at Diana. "But you have 
no idea what it is like to live in a world where being an asshole gets 
you ahead." Maeve said. 


"It isn't always like this." Diana said. 


"Stop, just stop, don't you ever get tired of being perfect Twenty- 
four-seven? You should be in the Seven. You're PR's fucking wet 
dream of a marketable person." Maeve angrily told Diana. 


Diana's look turned into one of sympathy. She reached out to 
Maeve. 


"| never meant to hurt you in any way." Diana told her. 


"Really?" Maeve sarcastically asked her. "Because it sure feels like 
it, Mom ." She sarcastically said. 


"Reminding me of everything | hate about myself." She added. 


"| do not fully know what has happened to you, but | only want to 
help you." Wonder Woman told her. 


Maeve rolled her eyes at her comment. She was just like Annie. She 
honestly had no idea of what this was like. 


"Really? What has happened to me?" Maeve asked. "Tell me about 
myself." 


Diana stood firm. 


"| can tell that you have not always been like this. I've read about 
your past exploits, how you broke your arm to save a school bus. 
Something | know deep down you would do at this very moment. 
Because | know behind every cynic was an optimist." Diana told her. 
"Even Batman maintains a shred of hope after all the horrors he has 
endured, and you should be capable of that as well." She added. 


"You don't know me.” Maeve told her, trying to avoid further 
conversation. 


"You mean how you once saved a school bus full of children 
because | know even now you would risk doing so to save those 
less fortunate." Wonder Woman told her. "The person you once 
were still exists." 


Her words hit Maggie like a truck. Instead of anger, she started to 
feel tears flow out. 


"You're wrong." Maeve told her, trying to choke back tears. 


"No, I'm not." Diana told her softly. "This pain is only permanent 
because you feel like it is. | Know you're strong enough to overcome 
this." She added. 


"Drop the sword. | promise that | will help you." Diana said. 


Just when it looked like Maeve was about to drop her sword. 
Maeves' eyes started to glow purple. Maeve screamed in pain and 
punched Diana, knocking her out of the building. Maeve flew after 
Wonder Woman. Leaving the other Amazons shocked. 


"Oh, looks like her little soeech did not work." Circe taunted them. 
"What did you do?" Wonder Girl asked. 


"| might have made an extra enchantment on that sword." Circe 
said. 


"Tell us before | gut you!" Artemis threatened. 
"Wait!" Troia told the red-headed Amazon. 

"What?" Artemis asked. 

"Didn't you hear that?" Troia questioned. 

Donna glared at Circe, a knowing smile on her face. 


Just then, a horde of Beastimorphs crashed through the room and 


attacked the Amazons. 


"| sensed that Diana would bring company with her, so | went the 
extra mile to ensure you feel accommodated. Farewell!" Circe said 
after she freed herself. 


The sorceress teleported to watch the fight between Wonder 
Woman and Queen Maeve. 


Stormfront woke up beaten and hurt. She was still at the same place 
where the beating took place. This time she was tied by her arms 
and legs to a table. Her eye was swollen, but she could still see and 
saw the members of the Secret Society talking. Professor Zoom was 
the first to leave, then moved to the skull table and pressed a button, 
being teleported somewhere else. Then Ocean Master, the Brain, 
and Mallah left using the table. 


"| exhausted our options,” Luthor said. "There's no use for her with 
her name about to be dragged through the mud." 


"How about a new identity?" Dr. Sivana suggested. 


"Even if we hide her face, people will recognize her powers. Liberty 
was a nobody, but everyone on Earth Seven knows who Stormfront 
is. We'll finish her and move on with Butcher's crew." 


Stormfront tried to break her ties. Nothing. It was useless, no matter 
how much strength she used. But she noticed her broken arm. The 
bone snapped in half and could be seen bending her flesh. She bent 
more and more until she could remove her arm from the tie. 


"Put your hand down!" Luthor ordered and pointed his gun at her. 


He shot, and she threw a lighting wave at him, but a force field 
protected Luthor. Stormfront was launched against the wall with her 
table by her own power. They couldn't see her under the table. 
Ocean Master approached with his trident, and the table was hurled 
at him. Entirely freed, Stormfront ran to the skull table. Arkillo tried to 
create a constructed wall to stop her, but Stormfront broke the wall, 
and Arkillo noticed his ring's light going off. Stormfront got to the 


table and tried to press the button to teleport. 
"That won't work for you." Dr. Sivana said. 


Stormfront punched through the button of the table. At the same 
time, Arkillo shot a powerful blast towards her that went through the 
wall, but was too late. Stormfront escaped. 


"| used my entire power left for this shot." Arkillo said. 


"And still missed Earth dweller." Ocean Master said. "Look at what 
she did. How are we supposed to return to our own domains?" 


"I can easily fix that." Luthor said. "But one thing bothers me, 
Stormfront used Sivana's side of the table. Where did it send her?" 


Stormfront hit the hard rock floor. She did not know where she was, 
except it was a cave. She was beaten, hurt, and bruised from her 
fight against the Secret Society, and she needed to leave. She ran 
to the light and was ready to fly away, but she stopped, she realized 
where she was: A giant flying rock in the middle of space, and she 
didn't know if she'd be able to find Earth if she left. So Stormfront 
walked into the cave. 


The Rock of Eternity was illuminated by torches, it was an odd place 
for all accounts. Stormfront walked past the giant statues of the 
‘Seven Deadly Enemies of Man’, each one a different color, they 
were: Pride, Envy, Greed, Hatred, Selfishness, Laziness, and... 
Injustice? Stormfront expected Lust. She laughed at the soft nature 
of that world. 


She found a gravestone with a gold bolt-shaped staff next to it, the 
gravestone had engraved 'Here lies the Wizard Shazam’, it was 
written in German such as everything else there, at least it looked 
like German to her, when she felt the stone, she could tell what was 
actually engraved didn't match what her eye perceived, it was 
actually an ancient language. 


Stormfront looked at the staff. She could see her reflection on the 
bolt. She lost her eyepatch during the fight, and all she could focus 


on was the hole in her face where her eyeball used to be. She 
grabbed the staff, but it wouldn't leave the place where it was. She 
pulled as strong as she could, and it didn't move an inch. She then 
reread the gravestone. ‘Here lies the Wizard Shazam' she knew that 
name. She read about him in the Justice League files. That was how 
the Marvel Family got their powers. Stormfront couldn't take the 
staff, but she kept her hand on it, and said the name. 


"Shazam." She spoke and was hit by a lightning bolt. 


She unheld the staff and felt the power. All the bruises were gone. 
She felt stronger, faster, invulnerable, braver and wiser. Her eye 
was still gone, but there was a new eyepatch made of golden metal 
in place. Her whole suit changed. Except for her cape and gloves, all 
the black colors were gone. It was all the dark red it was before. The 
zipper down her neck was gone, covered with the same golden bolt 
the Marvels wore on their chests. Her belt and bracelets were 
golden as her armbands. She looked at the armbands. They each 
had a bolt in them. She craved a second bolt with her finger like SS 
symbols and flew away from the Rock of Eternity. 


In Front of the Storm 


In Fawcett City, three teenagers were walking down the street. A 
boy and a girl with a family resemblance, and another boy, with 
crutches. They met a blonde girl, and one of the boys kissed her on 
the cheek. 


"Hey, Courtney." Billy Batson said. 


"Hey." Courtney Whitmore said. "I can still see the movie with you, 
but | have to be back to patrol with Pat." 


As they left, the three felt a strange disturbance regarding the Rock 
of Eternity. 


"Billy, did you feel that?" Mary asked her brother. 


Billy was a sixteen-year-old wearing a red and yellow long-sleeved t- 
shirt. 


"I did, and I'm guessing Freddie did too?" Billy Batson asked his 
friend, who was standing on his crutches. 


"Yeah." Freddie said. 
"What's wrong?" Courtney asked 


"Something happened to the Rock of Eternity. It has to be.” Billy 
said. 


"Something really bad." Mary said. 

"Something from here or the other Earth?" Freddie asked. 
"| don't know.” Billy said. 

"Do you think you know who also felt it?" Freddie asked. 


Mary and Billy sighed. 


"Yes, he definitely did." They said in tandem. 

"Then we'll need to get there soon." Freddie said. 

"Sorry, Courtney." Billy said. "We have to check this." 
"SHAZAM!" They shouted, transforming into their powered forms. 


Mary, of course, was Mary Marvel. Freddy was Freddy Marvel, 
formerly Captain Marvel Jr. While Billy was now Captain Marvel. The 
World's Mightiest Mortal. Courtney raised her arm, and a golden 
staff flew to her hand. She followed them as he young champions 
flew off to the Rock of Eternity. 


This disturbance was also felt in the Middle Eastern nation of 
Kahndagq, specifically by the nation's ruler, Black Adam. The former 
champion of Shazam sat on his throne frowning. 


"Your Majesty?" A servant asked, clearly nervous. 
Adam's glare softened in front of the servant. 


"It is not your fault." Adam said before his features harshened once 
more. "There is a great disturbance at the Rock of Eternity." He said. 


"Something hateful." Black Adam said, rising from his chair. 


The dictator took off to the Rock of Eternity to investigate the 
disturbance. 


Hughie and Annie were dropped off at the house where Becca and 
Ryan stayed. The League agreed to allow them to live off of the 
Watchtower so long as they agree to be placed under house arrest. 
Although "house arrest" was probably not the right sentence, they 
were allowed to leave the house, but they could not leave the 
neighborhood. Both wore bracelets around their wrists that tracked 
their movements, with the being worn by Annie as a power 
dampener. They were also given carry-ons that contained spare 
clothes and hygiene products. Becca opened the door for them. 


"Come in!" She said. 


Hughie and Annie walked into the house. They looked around the 
living room and sat on the couch. 


"You'll be sleeping in the guest room. There are two beds in there 
just so you know." Becca told them. 


Hughie and Annie blushed in embarrassment. 

"We're sorry about that. We both went through a lot." Hughie said. 
Becca chuckled. 

"| Know." She said. 

"Where's Ryan?" Annie asked. 

"He's in the basement making his Lego videos." Becca said. 

Annie grinned. 

"Does he know that we are staying?" Annie asked. 

"Yes." Becca said. 

"How much of the context about us does he know?" Hughie asked. 
Becca sighed. 

"Let's take this outside." Becca said. 

They walked to the backyard. 

"What does he think of Homelander and Stormfront?" Annie asked. 
"Doesn't like them, but it's recent." Becca said. 

"Did Stormfront- -? Like, get into his head?" Hughie asked. 

"No! God no!" Becca said. 


"Okay, but did she try to?" Hughie asked. 


"She tried to make him believe in that white genocide conspiracy 
theory." Becca said. "I told him it was bullshit." She added. 


"Okay, that's good." Annie said. 
"Last thing we need is another supe Nazi." Hughie added. 


"Ryan told me that even Homelander thinks she's full of shit." Becca 
added. 


"Well, at least even Homelander has his limits." Hughie said. 


"Probably because Homelander is a Homelander supremacist first 
and foremost. I'm honestly surprised they're still together at this 
point. | thought they would fall out by now.” Annie remarked. 


Hughie was looking through his phone. 
"Oh shit!" Hughie said. 

"What?!" Annie asked. 

"Is it Homelander?!" Becca asked. 


"No, the Reverse Flash, he massacred the Secret Lair. He's calling 
out The Flash and A-Train." Hughie said. 


"Secret Lair?" Becca asked. 


"It's a bar supes go to, the kind with sex, drugs, and alcohol. Butcher 
brought me there after we met. | saw A-Train there. He was laughing 
after... Nevermind." Hughie said, stopping himself from trailing off. "I 
need to change." He added to distract himself. 


"We can't find Stormfront. We're sorry sir." One of the God-U 
students told Homelander. 


Homelander let out an annoyed sigh, to the surprise of everyone 
else in the room. 


"Of course she did. Why am | not surprised? Still clinging onto that 


stupid master race bullshit from a hundred fucking years ago. Well, 
I'm not going out like her oh-so-precious fuhrer. I'm not going to blow 
my brains out in some bunker. No, I'm going out on my two feet, like 
a fucking man." Homelander said. 


"Yeah, you're so much better than Hitler, sir." The Deep said. 


"We have a problem." Blue Hawk said as showed his phone to 
Homelander. 


Homelander looked at the news brought to him by Blue Hawk. 
"This guy could alert the Justice League to us." Blue Hawk said. 


"Could he? | mean, he's called the Reverse Flash. Maybe his 
superpowers are based on slowness." The Deep said. 


Homelander just glared at The Deep. 


Wonder Woman and Maeve battled in the sky over the city. The fight 
was recorded by practically everyone below. Diana grabbed Maeve 
from behind and constricted her. 


"|... Can't... Stop..." Maeve told Diana, her voice straining from the 
effort. 


"Don't worry, I'm trying to help." Wonder Woman said. 
"It... hurts..." Maeve said. 


Maeve eventually freed herself by elbowing Diana in the stomach. 
She knocked Diana onto the skyscraper's roof and tried to cut her 
with the sword, only for Diana to counter by punching her far away. 


"Having difficulty?" Circe asked. 
Wonder Woman angrily glared at the sorceress. 
"Why have you done this, Circe?" The Amazon princess asked. 


"Why? It's a matter of revenge and spite." Circe said. 


"That's it?" Diana asked incredulously. 


"Yes, have you not forgotten that you stole my daughter?!" Circe 
stated. 


"Lyta should never have been in your influence if this is the level of 
cruelty you would sink to. Especially someone who has done 
nothing to have wronged you. What does Maeve have to do with 
this?" Wonder Woman said. 


"Simple, really. | knew you would simply try to help this broken 
reflection of yourself. | wanted you to relive your biggest regret too." 
Circe said. 


"No! | won't kill!" Wonder Woman declared. 


"Oh, | don't doubt that. However, if you don't, Maeve will die either 
way. The curse is slowly killing her as we speak. I'd say you have 
about an hour until she dies." Circe told Wonder Woman. 


Diana grabbed Circe by the throat. 
"Release her!" Diana demanded. 


Only for her to get tackled by Maeve. 


A-Train went up to his brother's home. His heart swelled even 
though the forced injection of Compound V did not kill him 
miraculously. He could not find anyone at the hideout. Stormfront 
went missing first, so Homelander and the others told him to find 
her. However, A-Train did not care about that and half-heartedly 
looked for her. When he returned, everyone else was gone. He saw 
this as an opportunity to get his family out of this mess. A-Train 
tripped as though someone pushed him. He looked around and saw 
no one there. At first, he thought the culprit would be Homelander, 
but if it were Homelander, he'd probably be missing his legs. 


"Who did that? Do you know who | am?" A-Train demanded. 


His only response was silence. Until he heard the sound of wind 


rushing behind him, only for there to be nothing. A-Train rushed to 
the door and knocked incessantly. 


"Nathan! We need to go now!" A-Train yelled, pounding on the door. 


Just as the door opened, he felt something punch him in the face 
knocking him into a nearby car. A-Train got up and saw the 
assailant: Professor Zoom. 


"Flash?" A-Train asked. 


"No." Thawne replied, a smug and sadistic grin on his face. "You're 
pretty tough, not just fast... For your standards. You're still bound to 
the laws of physics. | suppose you need a superhumanly strong 
body to survive your speed." 


Seconds later A-Train felt pain as though he was getting punched 
hundreds of times in one second. Just as he loomed over a downed 
A-Train, Professor Zoom was knocked back by someone else: The 
Flash. 


"Thawne." Flash said. 


"Kid Flash." Thawne replied as he got up, teasing Wally by still 
calling him his sidekick alias as if he wasn't the real Flash. 


The two speedsters circled one another. 

"What's wrong, missing Barry?" Thawne taunted. 

"You don't get to say his name." Wally said. 

"What about Iris?" Thawne added. 

Wally rushed at Thawne, only for the Reverse Flash to dodge. 


"Honestly, I'm amazed you actually came all the way out here to 
defend this murderous drug addict. Not even his teammate would 
bother." Professor Zoom said. 


"If you're shocked by that, Eobard, small wonder Barry rejected you 
as the Flash." Wally said. 


This time Eobard lunged at Wally, with the latter throwing the former 
into another car. 


"A-Train, you need to go now. " Flash told A-Train. 
A-Train got up. 
"Run now and let you take more from me, fuck no!" A-Train said. 


Thawne rushed at A-Train, only for the Flash to intercept, punching 
Thawne in the chest and sending him back a few miles. 


"Reggie, please listen to him!" Nathan cried out, his family in tow. 
They looked horrified by something. 


"Why?! What's wrong with you?!" A-Train asked. 


Nathan didn't answer A-Train and noticed that his brother's family 
refused to look at him. 


"| told them everything you did." Thawne said. 
"What?" A-Train asked. 


"| started by telling them about you killing your girlfriend Popclaw." 
Thawne said. 


"What? How could... | don't know..." A-Train was about to ask 
before catching himself. 


"Then | showed them you killing that girl. What was her name? Oh, 
that's right Robin Ward." Thawne said. 


Flash knew what Thawne was about to do: trying to goad A-Train 
into rushing him. Naturally, he ran towards Thawne, only for Thawne 
to disappear and appear behind Flash. He kicked Wally in the legs, 
breaking them, but only temporarily. 


"Then | told them about how Homelander would kill them all. | told 
him to take his temper tantrum elsewhere." Thawne said. 


"Where?" Flash asked. 


Thawne ignored him, instead keeping his focus on A-Train. 


"So now your family knows you're a murderer and a coward, but 
look on the bright side. They'll have a new hero to look up to after 
you're gone." Thawne said, gesturing to The Flash. 


A-Train angrily ran towards Thawne, who remained perfectly still. 
Just as A-Train's fist was about to collide with the Reverse Flash, 
Thawne vibrated his molecules, making himself phase through the 
punch. A-Train turned to Thawne, a look of horror on his face that 
said it all: he was going to die. 


"Nate, I'm..." A-Train was cut off when Thawne rushed at him. 


To everyone else watching the events unfold, whether live or from 
any device, it was instantaneous. However, the Flash saw all of the 
carnage in utter detail. 


"Your body is tough." Professor Zoom whispered in A-Train's ear. 
"But not tough enough to survive going this fast." 


The Flash followed Professor Zoom as he ran at maximum speed, 
fast, too fast for A-Train's body to handle. He saw A-Train's skin, 
bones, and organs get torn apart by the friction. The streets ran red 
with A-Train's blood, the only physical piece of his existence being 
the burnt plastic goggles he wore being held by his murderer. Ina 
second, they ran around the entire planet and returned to where 
they started. The Flash turned to the remaining members of the 
Franklin family, who looked horrified. Nathan collapsed, Arana 
screamed, and fell to her knees while their children stood still, 
absolutely gun shocked. This incident would follow them for the rest 
of their lives. The Flash knew that. With his legs freshly healed, 
Wally tackled Thawne at super speeds. 


"Murderer!" Wally shouted, punching Thawne across the jaw. 


They began fighting and racing again until their bodies fell against 
each other, now somewhere in East Asia. 


"A-Train's dead." One of the God-U students told Homelander. 


They were at his apartment, surrounded by other younger supes, 
former Vought big hitters and others. Homelander signed, slightly 
annoyed by what he just heard. 


"Fine, | Knew there was a risk the V shot would give him a heart 
attack." 


"He was... Murdered, actually." 
"What?" 
"By Professor Zoom, one of Flash's enemies." 


"That's the same asshole who killed a third of our guys at the Secret 
Lair. You think that's a coincidence?" 


"Maybe..." The Deep said. "Maybe, you're part of the plan? They 
know what you're planning, so they want to diminish the damage 
and just have you so..." 


"Shut the fuck up." Homelander said. He was listening to something. 
He could hear it coming and left the room at super speed. 


Hughie had just gotten changed and walked over to the living room, 
where he saw Annie sitting down on the couch with a horrified look 
on her face. Hughie rushed over to her. 


"What happened?" He asked. 


Annie's expression turned to one of concern upon looking at Hughie, 
worried about his possible reaction. 


"Professor Zoom just killed A-Train." Annie told him. 


Hughie stood still, unable to process what he just heard. He looked 
over to the TV, which confirmed Annie's statement. As well as giving 
him more details on how A-Train died. 


"Are you alright?” Annie asked. 


"I... [don't know..." Hughie stammered. 
He sat down next to her trying to process the information. 


"| mean... | want... | wanted him to pay for killing Robin, but not like 
that ." Hughie told her. 


"| know. A-Train was not a good person, but he did not deserve to 
die like that. Especially in front of his family." Annie said. 


A thought occurred to her. 
"Vought signed off on it." Annie realized. 
"What?" Hughie asked. 


"Damaged goods or not, Vought would not allow someone as high 
profile as A-Train to die. Especially if Edgar is working with Luthor 
and Thawne." She said. 


"You're right." Hughie said, remembering Thawne's earlier massacre 
of the Secret Lair. 


"Edgar and Vought are liquidating their supes." Annie said, horrified 
at the prospect. "I really was a product to them." She added. 


Hughie hugged her in an effort to comfort them. 
"You're still a human being to me." He whispered in her ear. 


Annie watched the TV showing footage of Wonder Woman's fight 
with Queen Maeve. The couple were surprised to see Maeve's new 
look. 


"Is that Maeve?" Hughie asked. 


Diana blocked another of Maeve's attacks with her gauntlets, sparks 
flying. Wonder Woman figured that she needed to disarm her. 


"Maeve, I'm sorry." Wonder Woman said. 


Diana twisted Maeve's arm, eliciting a scream. She dropped the 
sword, only for her to grab it with the other as the broken one 
healed. Maeve knocked Diana down to the ground creating a crater. 
Maeve walked up to the downed Amazon and prepared to finish her 
off. Only for Wonder Woman to open her eyes and kick Maeve in the 
stomach, then sweep her leg. Diana began to wrap her lasso around 
Maeve, hogtying her. 


"Well done, Diana, you managed to delay the inevitable." Circe 
announced. 


Diana was then blasted from behind by Circe. She fired another 
blast at Diana, who blocked it with her gaunitlets. 


"Freeze!" Two cops announced, pointing their guns at Circe. Circe 
smiled at this. 


"No, stay away from her!" Diana warned them. 


Using her magic, she transformed the cops into a pair of wild boar 
beastiamorphs. 


"Now, boys, protect and serve me." She ordered the beasts to attack 
Wonder Woman. 


The beastiamorphs attacked Wonder Woman, who managed to 
knock them out with only a few blows. Diana looked at Maeve, who 
appeared to be resisting the spell. She smiled upon seeing this. 


"Well done you've managed to buy yourself some time." Maeve said. 
"If that is the case, why are you so desperate?" Diana asked. 
"Silence! Kill her!" Circe ordered her minions. 

Just then, the other Amazons arrived. 

"Sorry, we're late." Cassie apologized. 


A massive brawl ensued, and beastiamorphs were thrown around in 
various directions. Circe kept up her mystical onslaught on Diana, 
she started to panic upon seeing the Princess of the Amazons get 


up to her face. Diana punched the sorceress in the face breaking 
her nose as blood dripped. 


"YOU! DARE!" She yelled. 
"| do." Wonder Woman said. 


Circe was about to unleash her spell when suddenly, her magic was 
disrupted. 


"What?" Circe asked until she realized something. 

"Hey Donna!" A newly freed Maeve said. 

Circe turned around and was punched in the face by Maeve. 
"You're free, how?" Circe asked. 


"With this." Maeve said, showing she had a piece of molly in her 
hand. 


"Compliments of Harley Quinn, believe it or not." Diana said, placing 
a hand on Circe's shoulder. 


Circe stood still like a statue surrounded by the Amazons. 
"| will concede defeat." She said. 


Wonder Woman punched her across the face knocking out the 
sorceress. 


"Great, Themyscira will gladly like to hear it." Donna Troy said, 
wrapping up the sorceress in her lasso. 


Maeve went up to Diana. 

"Thank you... I'm sorry for everything.” Maeve said. 

"It's alright you've been granted a second chance." Diana told her. 
Maeve realized something. 


"You saw the video, didn't you?" Maeve asked. 


"We did. If you come forward about Homelander and Vought, we will 
do our best to help you." Wonder Woman said. 


Maeve hesitated to answer. 

"You'll Keep Elena safe, right?" Maeve asked. 

"We will. She's with us right now." Diana said. 

"She was at Vought Tower before we arrived." Troia said. 


"I'll go. Homelander is about to rampage, but | expect you already 
know that." Maeve said. 


"We do." Wonder Woman said. 
"Make it hurt." Maeve told them. 
"Trust us, we will." Artemis said. 


They all were brought to the Watchtower. 


The champions of Shazam arrived at the Rock of Eternity. They 
entered and looked around. Everything appeared normal until they 
saw who was sitting on Shazam's old throne. 


"Mary, great to see you! | see you brought the whole family with 
you." Stormfront said. 


It didn't take the Wisdom of Solomon to clue them in on what 
happened to Stormfront. 


"Oh boy..." Captain Marvel said. 
"You stole the power of the wizard." Mary said. 


"| didn't steal anything. What? Is no one from Earth Seven allowed 
to be on your playing field." Stormfront said. 


"Not when they're Nazis." Freddy said. 


His statement took Stormfront aback momentarily. 
"What? You don't like the name too?" She sarcastically asked. 


"The Justice League knows. We know that your real name is Klara 
Vought." Mary said. 


Stormfront glared at Mary. 


"People appreciate what | have to say. They just don't like the word 
Nazi." Stormfront said. 


"Lady, | don't know which people you speak for, but not us." Captain 
Marvel said. 


Stormfront was about to attack when someone managed to tackle 
her. It was Black Adam. 


"You're the defiler, | presume?" He asked, pinning her against the 
wall. 


"Get your filthy hands off me!" She yelled 
Stormfront punched Adam in the face before kicking him off of her. 
"There are four of us and only one of you. Give up." Mary said. 


A flash of lightning, and Stormfront was gone, much to the dread of 
the three champions and the annoyance of the former. 


At the Vought Tower's entrance, crowds gathered, and reporters 
were ready to hear a statement. Ashley was preparing her talking 
points when she was surprised by Homelander suddenly appearing 
in front of her. 


"Why wasn't | notified?" Homelander asked her. 


"I-It was an emergency. We thought we had to speak as soon as 
possible, or else the Justice League would." 


"Give me that." Homelander said, and Ashley gave him her talking 


points. "We're very sorry for A-Train, blablabla; Vought is doing 
everything possible to deal with the threats... Drug abuse of 
Compound-V?" 


"Some are saying A-Train used it to heal his legs. The crowds are 
here to protest. They think we're putting more people in danger." 


"Ok, stay here. I'll talk to them." 


Homelander dropped the papers on the ground and went to face the 
crowd. Ashley picked up the papers and left. One of the assistants 
went to talk to her. 


"Homelander is going to answer about Stormfront?" She asked. 
"No, A-Train. Shit, did they kill Stormfront now?" 
"No, they didn't." 


The assistant turned on the TV in the hallway, channeling in the 
report of Stormfront's nazi past going public. 


Homelander took the mic and presented himself in front of the 
crowd. The protestors were angry, and the reporters were eager. 


"Folks, | Know why you're here." Homelander said. "I'm hurt beyond 
measure, A-Train, my brother, didn't deserve that. That's what I've 
been talking about this whole time! All that comes from Earth One is 
a threat, and now they took one of ours!" 


"What about Stormfront!? Doesn't her Nazi alignments make you 
sound hypocritical? 


"What...? W-What are you talking about?" 


"Why wasn't Frederick Vought's Nazi history common knowledge 
already?" 


Homelander was swarmed by questions of this nature, all coming 
too quickly for him to answer any, he was cornered. 


"Hey, guys, please. You know Stormfront. | know Stormfront- -" 


"You knew it!?" 
Somebody shouted. 


"| did not say that. What | am saying is that when you let yourself be 
driven by emotion, you can act irrationally." 


"It's not emotion. It's a fact." Another person shouted. "Vought's a 
Nazi." 


"You're a fucking Nazi!" Another one shouted. 


Homelander was speechless. He just stared at the crowd with dead 
eyes as they kept shouting names, showing middle fingers and the 
reporters on the front desperately trying to get a word from him. He 
was tired. His dead eyes lit up red. 


He lasered a protester who kept shouting at him. The laser went 
through his body and also killed those behind him. The crowds ran, 
but at no moment Homelander stopped his laser. He just kept 
passing it around the crowd. The Bodies were cut in half, and there 
was blood and fire all over the ground. The sound of screens was 
very particular, screens of desperation getting louder and suddenly 
interrupted by the noise of Homelander's laser vision. 


Once they were all dead, Homelander stopped. He sighed in relief 
and smiled momentarily, then saw what he did. There wasn't a plan 
anymore. It happened, it was there, right in front of him, and that 
scared him. The supes he was gathering left Vought Tower and saw 
what he did, one of them asked. 


"Is it now? Has it started?" 


Homelander was panicking. They could see the confusion in his 
eyes. 


"Homelander?" Another asked. 


Homelander simply flew away. 


Brightest Night 


The news of Homelander's massacre spread like wildfire around 
both Earths. Within moments, Homelander was the most wanted 
man on the face of the earth. 


Hughie, Annie, and Becca watched on in horror as Homelander 
showed who he was so soon. 


"| thought... that..." Annie stuttered. 
"He... Actually... Did it..." Hughie said. 


Becca went to the basement to check on Ryan who was still playing 
with his legos. He stopped what he was doing when he noticed his 
mother's obvious distress. 


"Mom? What's wrong?" Ryan asked. 


"We need to talk about your... father and what he just did." Becca 
said letting her horror and disgust evident on the word father. 


The Justice League watched on in anger as Maeve looked on in 
horror. 


"You didn't release the footage?" Batman asked Superman. 
"No, it was Luthor. It had to be him." Superman remarked. 
"Luthor?" Maeve asked. 

"A story for a different time." Diana told her. 

"What about Flash?" Aquaman asked. 

"He's still fighting Thawne." Martian Manhunter said. 


"Guy and | will head over to Earth Seven, he's been wanting a crack 
at Homelander since he first learned." Green Lantern said. 


"I'll try and find Luthor. | might have a pretty good idea where he'll 
strike next." Superman said. 


Mallory looked at the carnage that had happened. Robert Singer 
turned to her. 


"How is the V24 coming along?" He asked. 
"It's just about ready." Mallory said. 


"You're sure? Some of the brass is a little nervous considering it was 
field tested by a fugitive." Singer said. 


"A fugitive that fought our current fugitive." Mallory said. 


"A minority in the Defense Department wants the Justice League 
involved." Singer said. 


"Minority?" Mallory said. 


"The brass isn't fond of them because they have no boundaries and 
that whole 'No Killing Rule’ of theirs, to put it bluntly. Since they 
arrived, we had to stop the drone program for as long as they are 
here." Singer said. 


Mallory sighed. 


"Of course they did. Look, they're not needed. A few Marines on this 
stuff will be more than enough for Homelander." Mallory said. 


Homelander was inside an abandoned Vought facility. He was sitting 
on the floor of an old lab, staring at the human shaped target 
branded with marks from his laser vision. He looked at the door, 
where he remembered Dr. Vogelbaum making faces to entertain 
him, but there was no one there. Only cold and dark loneliness. 
Homelander heard people talking with his super hearing, even from 
that far, he could hear them. 


"... my husband was in that crowd... !" 


"... he was my hero..." 
"... I'm afraid..." 
"... Everyone's afraid!" 


You knew they would react like that. His own voice echoed in his 
mind. But when it actually happened, you couldn't take it. Could 
you? It was me who did it, the God, you? So weak, so human. Once 
a scared boy, now... A scared man! Homelander lasered the glass 
in front of him where was his only reflection. He left the room and 
walked through the dark hallways by himself. Unbeknown to him 
was the small robots following him with cameras. 


Professor Zoom and The Flash raced all over the globe. They traded 
blows in Mexico, the middle of the Indian Ocean, both of the Arctic 
Poles, and more. Wally noticed Eobard was doing something. He 
was vibrating, trying to enter a new universe. Wally matched 
Thawne's frequency. 


It was a post-apocalyptic wasteland in the middle of the US. Wally 
noticed a gigantic corpse in a red and blue ant costume lying on the 
plateaus. All of its skin was gone leaving a giant skeleton. Wally felt 
that he recognized the costume from somewhere but couldn't put a 
pin on it. There was a t-rex running around with a spider on its chest, 
he was covered in some living black goo. 


They traveled to another universe, which appeared similar to Earth 
Seven. Although it differed medium-wise as he noticed the patrons 
inside a Vought-A-Burger. 


It was a chase across the multiverse. 


Dr. Sivana fixed the teleporting table of the Secret Society by 
himself. Arkillo sat beside the wall, tapping his fingers on the desk 
beside him. His yellow power ring was completely drained of its 
power, causing him to impatiently wait for Luthor's robot to retrieve 
his power lantern back from Earth One. 


"Can you bring the invader back, now?" He asked Sivana. 


"| can, but | will not before setting up a trap to assure her capture. 
Magic is quite unpredictable and lurks all around the Rock of 
Eternity." 


"I've seen magic before, Earthling. It exists on many planets. But not 
on Earth Seven. She wouldn't know what to do with it. Bring her 
back. She's still bloodied and bruised still, I'll finish her myself." 


"From what | recall, you were the least useful against." 


"You don't know what you speak of!" Arkillo shouted and broke the 
desk with a punch. "It's this universe, my ring derives power from 
those who fear me but no one fears me here. I'm left with its energy 
and it ran out." 


"Understandable, yet, this matter requires preparation." 
"This matter requires initiative." 


Arkillo rose from his chair and grabbed Dr. Sivana by the back of his 
coat. Sivana shot Arkillo with a laser gun. Arkillo dropped him but 
pressed the button in the teleportation table, bringing Stormfront. 
She punched Arkillo against the wall, cracking the shape of his 
body. Sivana saw her suit and immediately realized what had 
happened so he promptly used teleportation to escape from the 
room. 


Seconds later, a green and purple robot was teleported coming from 
Lex Luthor's side of the table. He carried a yellow lantern with him. 
Upon seeing Stormfront, the robot's arm turned into a massive gun. 


"Alert. Intruder. Alert. Intruder." Said the robot and shot Stormfront. 
But its blast was barely a push against her new powerful body. 


As Stormfront tore Luthor's robot apart with her hands, Arkillo 
attacked her from behind and pushed her away. He grabbed his 
lantern from the robot's remains and put his ring against it. 


"In blackest day," Arkillo began, sputtering. "In brightest night..." He 
was interrupted by Stormfront grabbing his finger with the ring and 


breaking it. "Beware your fears made into light!" Stormfront turned 
Arkillo's body around and stomped his ribs, but he didn't stop. "Let 
those who try to stop what's right!" Stormfront proceeded to burn his 
body with lightning. "Burn like his power, Sinestro's..." Arkillo was hit 
on the jaw with his own lantern, "Mi..." He tried to finish, but 
Stormfront hit him again and again, and again until the yellow 
lantern was painted with his blood. 


She flew away, breaking through the roof and taking the lantern. 
Arkillo lay on the ground, badly hurt but still breathing. Suddenly, his 
ring lit up in yellow light. Arkillo could still hear the sound it was 
making, and heard: 


" Use improper to operate the power ring. Seek a new user." 


His ring flew away from his finger through the hole made by 
Stormfront. 


Hughie and Annie looked at Ryan who had just learned the horrible 
crime his father had committed. 


"He's really a bad guy?" Ryan asked. 
"Yes." Becca told him. 


Ryan silently digested the information, when all of a sudden, the 
house's electronics turned off. Ryans’ eyes started to nervously glow 
red. The adults had no idea what had happened until the door broke 
down. It was Butcher; Becca looked on in horror as the cold and 
blank look on his face confirmed Hughie's testimony. 


"Billy?" She asked, trying to appeal to him. 

The others entered the room as well followed by Lex Luthor. 
"Mr. Campbell, a pleasure to see you once more.” Luthor said. 
Hughie nearly charged at Lex only for Annie to hold him back. 


"| see that the League has allowed you to reunite with Miss 


January." He remarked before looking at Becca. 


"Mrs. Butcher, it's nice to meet you. | am Lex Luthor." Luthor said. 
"I'm terribly sorry to have heard what happened to you." He added. 


"What happened?" Ryan asked his mother. 
Becca and Ryan stepped back. 
"What do you want?" Becca asked. 


"| came here to tie up loose ends, but it is rather regretful to see the 
League drag you into this. So please hand over the boy." Luthor 
said. 


Becca refused. 
"Go fuck yourself." She told him. 
Luthor was taken aback by this. 


"If | might ask, why? Especially regarding certain circumstances." 
Luthor said. 


"You don't have the right. You turned my husband into a fucking 
puppet ! | am not handing over my son!" Becca told him. 


Luthor glared at her. 
"Fine, kill them." He ordered. 
Just then, a gust of wind entered the room. 


"Not on my watch." Superman said, showing up in the doorway. He 
had managed to tie up the Boys with a lamp post, much to the 
delight of the would-be victims. 


"Superman!" Ryan said smiling. 
Luthor scornfully rolled his eyes at the boy's comment. 


"Here to stop me, Superman? Even after | already did the work for 
you and the rest of your cohorts." Luthor said. 


"Leaking that story caused innocent people to die." Superman said. 


"Sacrifices must be made for the greater good. Though | assume 
that's a lesson you and your childish dogma would never accept." 
Luthor said. 


"You say that like it's shameful Luthor. Not to mention what you 
have done to your new ‘cronies’. You've stooped to a new low one 
on par with Brainiac, Mongul, and Darkseid." Superman said. 


Luthor scoffed. 


"They'll be thankful for what | have done. Do you really think they 
would be grateful to you?! They would spit in your face rather than 
thank you! Besides, Homelander's reputation has been sullied, and 
Vought's existence will soon come to an end. | did what they 
dreamed of in days, what they sought out for years.” Luthor said. 


"What's this about Vought? | thought you and Edgar were partners?" 
Superman asked. 


"Hardly. | think their world could do without any of their products. 
Wouldn't you agree?" Lex asked. 


"The V24, they'll send it out to the military, and after Homelander, 
you'll use them to kill Edgar." Hughie realized. 


"As well as other people at Vought to make them look dangerous." 
Annie stated. 


"If they get in the way of the soldiers." Luthor added. 
"Enough." Superman said, grabbing Luthor by the collar. 


Superman seemed surprised that Lex had no counter to this. All he 
heard was a beep. However, he noticed Luthor's arrogant grin. 


"You forced me to do this to him, just so you know. What happens 
next is all in you ." Luthor told him. 


"Who?" Superman asked. 


Until all of a sudden, Superman started to feel weak, and a green 
glow emanated from the back door room. Superman turned around 
and saw a now-freed Billy Butcher. Only now, his veins were 
glowing green. 


"You... You... Didn't..." Superman told Lex. 

"Infused him with kryptonite? Why yes, | did." Luthor said. 
Superman released his grip. 

"Now, Butcher, you have a new priority target." He ordered. 


Butchers' eyes fired two kryptonite blasts at Superman, sending him 
out of the house. 


Back at the Watchtower, Batman, Martian Manhunter, and Aquaman 
looked at the Compound V cure developed by Mister Terrific and the 
Atom. 


"Are you sure it will work?" Batman asked. 


"I'm positive, I've managed to concentrate enough to minimize the 
damage output." Terrific said. 


Just then, the door opened, the Marvels and Stargirl rushed in. 
"Captain, what's wrong?" Aquaman asked 

"We got a problem!" Captain Marvel said. 

"What's wrong, Captain?" J'onn asked. 

"Stormfront got an upgrade!" Stargirl said. 

This caught the attention of the Leaguers. 

"Upgrade?" Batman asked. 


"Stormfront somehow ended up at the Rock of Eternity, and now 
she has our powers." Mary said. 


The three most reserved members of the Leagues' eyes widened 
upon hearing that statement. 


"Put every magic user on alert. Even those in the reserve." Batman 
said. 


"I'll notify John and Guy." Martian Manhunter said. 


"Is there a way you can disconnect her from her newfound power?" 
Aquaman asked. 


"Maybe." Freddy said. 


"See if you can." Batman said. 


Flash and Professor Zoom continued their chase across the 
multiverse, until, for some reason, they stopped. The Earth they 
were on had no life on it. Wally prepared to perform an infinite mass 
punch only for Thawne to phase through it. The punch obliterated a 
mountain turning it into nothing more than fragments. Thawne 
punched Wally in the gut and delivered an uppercut. 


"Having trouble?" Thawne taunted. 
"No, in fact, | think | figured out why we're stuck here." Flash said. 


Wally began to siphon energy from the speed force. As Thawne did 
so with the Negative Speed Force. Thawne attempted to punch 
Wally, only for him to dodge it now on a different part of the planet. 


"What?" Thawne asked. 


"Want to know the difference between me and Barry, Eobard?" 
Flash asked. 


His voice was coming from different locations, circling the 
sociopathic speedster. Thawne's dread started to grow. 


"As fast as Barry was, I'm faster than he ever was." Wally said. 


Soon Flash started to blitz Professor Zoom from all directions. 
"So | guess that means I'm faster than you." He added. 


Thawne was tackled by The Flash, who punched him millions of 
times in under a second. They were now back on Earth One. 
Specifically Keystone City. 


"Home sweet home." Wally said. 


"You were siphoning off on the Negative Speed Force to keep me 
there. Guess you overestimated yourself." The Flash said. 


Thawne angrily lunged at The Flash only for Wally to grab him. They 
were now traveling in time. 


Thawne looked around and recognized it. 
"The 31st Century." He remarked. 


Soon enough, Thawne was captured in a containment field set up by 
the Legion of Super Heroes. 


"Thanks for the help, guys! I'll be sure to let Superman know you 
said "Hi"." Flash said. 


"How did you set this up?!" Thawne demanded. 


"When | first heard you were on the scene, | figured the future would 
have a better way to contain you. You're from the 25th Century, so | 
had Bart go there to help set this up." Wally said. 


"Yet you still didn't save A-Train." Thawne taunted. 
Flash solemnly looked down at the ground. 


"Yeah, | couldn't. You deserve worse, but we all know you would just 
pop back. Living time paradox and all that. But for now, time to stop 
Luthor and the rest of your criminal buddies." Wally said before 
running back to the 21st Century. 


In the CIA office, Colonel Grace Mallory watched Homelander's 
beating on the screens, being filmed by different military drones. 
Stand Edgar stood next to Mallory, accompanied by other Vought 
executives. 


"Colonel," Stan said. "Despite previous bad blood, the alignment of 
our interest has certainly created a terrific opportunity.” 


"Eat a dick, Edgar." Mallory answered. "Homelander has been a 
liability for years and you're going to make more money out of this 
V24 shit than you ever made from him. What's he doing there?" 


"| don't think even he knows it. Matter of fact, the Justice League not 
being able to find this location probably didn't even come to his 
mind." 


That was true. When Homelander was born, there was no digital 
trace and all the documents had been destroyed for over 20 years. 
Legally, that lab didn't exist. It was nothing but a place Homelander 
could call familiar and all his. 


"Alright, boys." Mallory said to the microphone. "Time to start." 


Butcher proceeded to punch and kick Superman, knocking him into 
a car. Superman pushed Butcher back with his heat vision, using all 
his will to fight the kryptonite poisoning. He'd been in this situation 
before he would get out of it. Butcher threw a car at Superman 
which he caught only for Butcher to use his eye lasers to strike the 
fuel tank. Fire engulfed where the Man of Steel had stood before. 
Using his arctic breath, Superman froze Butcher in a block of ice, 
only for Luthor to shatter it with a laser blast. 


"This will end as it always does, Luthor." Superman declared. 
"| look forward to disapproving that hypothesis." Lex stated. 


Lex, now donned his war suit, blasted Superman. The blast 
managed to launch the Last Son of Krypton further away. 


"I've been looking forward to this moment for a long time, alien!" 


Luthor said, punching Superman across the face. This punch 
launched Superman into the atmosphere 


"Butcher, kill the rest alongside the others!" Luthor said. 


Back inside, Annie's bracelet had fallen off, and her eyes started to 
glow. 


"Get behind me!" She told the others, and they obliged. 


A flash of light emanated from the room, blinding Kimiko, MM, 
Frenchie, and Butcher. The mind-controlled vigilantes covered their 
eyes. Meanwhile, the hostages ran out of the backyard. 


"Did you blind them permanently?" Hughie asked, concerned. 
"| hope | didn't." Annie told him grimly. 


Hughie and Becca looked at each other. They didn't like it, but knew 
she was right. Kimiko burst through the fence. Annie absorbed the 
energy of a nearby generator and sent the female Supe back. 
Kimiko got up and spoke: 


"There is no escape. We will kill you." Kimiko said. 


Hearing Kimiko say those words, let alone speak, disturbed Annie 
and Hughie. 


Ryans' eyes started to glow. 

"No!" Hughie warned. 

"Why?" Ryan asked. 

"You could kill her!" He told the boy. 


MM burst through the fence causing Annie to fire a blast at him. 
However, MM apparently absorbed the energy. His skin started to 
glow yellow before shooting it back at Annie, knocking her down. 


"Annie!" Hughie shouted, rushing towards her. 


MM approached them, only for someone to turn him around and 


punch him. It was Queen Maeve. 
"Maeve?" Annie asked. 


Maeve struggled with MM. She kneed him in the gut and threw him 
into another yard. 


"| already know what's going on. Now on your feet! We're leaving 
right fucking now!" Maeve said, pulling her up. 


"| thought you were..." Annie was about to ask. 


"| was, and I'm sorry for it. I'm sorry about what | said to you. Now 
let's go." Maeve said. 


A baseball was thrown at Maeve. She caught it, only for it to 
explode. The explosion launched Maeve back causing only slight 
burns. Frenchie threw a football at her, causing a somewhat larger 
explosion that pushed them all back. The three mind-controlled 
supes approached their prey. Ryan stood up, his eyes glowing. 


"Stay away." He said his eye lasers struck their targets. 
"No!" Becca shouted. 


A horrified Hughie and Annie ran up to their mind-controlled friends 
only to find out they appeared unharmed. The only damage they had 
looked to be some burns, but nothing painful. 


"They're not dead." Hughie said, astonished. 


"Mom, Superboy and the others taught me how to control my 
powers." Ryan told his Mom. 


Becca was about to hug her son when he was struck by Butchers' 
laser vision. 


"No!" She cried out in horror. 


Maeve tackled Butcher away from the others. 


Superman and Luthor continued their brawl in the sky. 

" Superman, we have a problem." Martian Manhunter said. 
" What is it, J'onn?" Superman asked. 

J'onn telepathically relayed the information to Superman. 
"What's wrong?" Luthor asked. 


"Your plan is starting to go off the rails." Superman told his arch- 
enemy. 


"What?" Luthor asked. 
"Stormfront now has the power of Shazam." Superman told him. 
Luthors' eyes widened. 


"Luthor, we have a problem. Stormfront has gotten an upgrade and 
has taken Arkillo's ring." Ocean Master told him. 


Luthor's fears were concerned. 


"Lex we can end this and stop her before she can help 
Homelander." Superman said. 


"There won't be a we." Luthor said. 
"You're just like him." Superman said. 
"What?" Luthor said. 


"You know who I'm talking about. The need for validation because 
you believe that you're better than anyone else. You are smart 
enough to know who I'm talking about." Superman said. 


Luthor angrily roared and flew at Superman. He tackled the Man of 
Steel. 


"| will make you regret making that asinine comparison! Do you hear 
me?!" Luthor asked, punching Superman across the face 
repeatedly. 


Superman slugged Luthor across the face. 


"Loud and clear." Superman said, wiping off the blood that ran down 
his cheek. 


He charged at Luthor only for Lex to create an energy barrier that 
electrocuted Superman. Lex was prepared to finish off Superman 
when he noticed something. 


"No!" Luthor shouted before going down to the ground. 


Only for Superman to break free and repeatedly punch Luthor up 
into space. Luthor looked up in dread as he saw Superman prepare 
a punch that knocked him back down to the Earth. Luthor crashed 
on an island somewhere in the middle of the South Pacific. His 
armor was now heavily damaged. 


Spitefully, Luthor tried to stand up and continue the fight, only for 
Superman to pick him up. The armor's shielding was gone, so 
Superman tore it to pieces and ripped him out of the armor. Luthor 
snarled as Superman looked at Lex in disappointment. Entirely out 
of options, Luthor spat in Superman's face. 


Homelander just wandered aimlessly throughout the old labs. Same 
thing he has done since he lasered the crowd. But he knew 
something was about to happen, he listened to it. A missile came 
through the wall and hit him, exploding the entire facility. He got up 
in a second and casually put the fire out from his uniform. The walls 
were down, he was surrounded by fire, but his super senses still 
worked, he could see the drones watching him. 


"Shit." Homelander said and took flight. 


Maeve and Butcher brawled around the neighborhood. Annie 
watched in horror, as Butcher was slamming her face onto the hood 
of a nearby car. All the while, MM, Frenchie, and Kimiko had gotten 
up, Causing them to split up. 


Kimiko and Frenchie were chasing after Hughie and Kimiko. Only for 
them to get cornered. Hughie reluctantly looked at Annie, giving her 
his blessing. 


"Frenchie, Kimiko, I'm sorry." Annie said. 


However, three metallic pellets to get dropped in front of the mind- 
controlled supes. They detonated, causing a bright shine of light to 
envelope them. Kimiko and Frenchie collapsed onto the ground, 
smoke emanating around them. They looked around at their 
surroundings in confusion. 


"Petit Hughie? Annie? What the fuck happened?" Frenchie asked. 
"You're free." Batman said before jumping off the rooftop. 


Frenchie tried to grab his gun, only to find he had no weapons. 
Kimiko threw a punch at Batman which was caught by Batman, 
much to her surprise. 


"You got rid of her superpowers.” Annie realized. 


"Luthor's nanites only work when the host has V24 or Compound V 
in their blood. With the latter, she would have been under Luthor's 
control indefinitely." Batman said. 


Kimiko seemed conflicted upon hearing this. 


"Butcher was injected with something that weakened Superman. It 
was Called Kryptonite." Hughie said. 


Batman's stoic expression faltered upon hearing that. 
"What?" He asked. 
"Why, what's wrong?" Annie asked. 


"| read about it. It's a mineral that came from his home planet. It 
weakens and slowly poisons him when close." Frenchie said. 


"Why didn't you tell Butcher about it?" Hughie asked. 


Hughie nervously looked at Batman. 
"Because it's radioactive." Frenchie explained. 
MM grabbed Ryan and threw him into a different house. 


"No!" Becca yelled, only to get blasted to the ground by an energy 
blast from MM. Her ribs were bruised as she crawled away. Only for 
Aquaman to rush behind MM and put him in a full nelson. He 
attached something to his chest that enveloped him in light. MM 
collapsed onto the ground now showing emotion. 


"What the fuck?" MM asked. 


He looked over and saw Aquaman, his instincts kicking in. He hit the 
King of Atlantis with a baseball bat that shattered into splinters upon 
contact. 


"Easy, he's not here to hurt us." Becca said as Arthur helped her up. 


Aquaman went to the house where Ryan was thrown and carried 
him out. 


"Is that?" MM asked. 
"Yes." Becca said. 


"That bald egomaniacal prick injected Billy with something else 
called kryptonite." Becca told him. 


"He was injected with kryptonite?" Aquaman asked, sounding 
concerned. 


"What's that?" MM asked. 


"J'onn, Luthor injected Butcher with Kryptonite. We need Captain 
Atom or Firestorm now." Arthur told the Martian from his com. 


"They're on the way.” J'onn said. 
"What the fuck's wrong with Butcher?" MM asked. 


"Your friend has highly radioactive material in his bloodstream. 


Compound V or not, he might not make it. I'm sorry." Aquaman 
solemnly told them. 


Butcher proceeded to strangle Maeve, his eye lasers slowly 
approaching her head. Maeve kneed Butcher in the groin, causing 
him to release her. Then all of a sudden, it looked like the kryptonite 
radiation emanating from Butcher was getting drained away from 
him. Captain Atom flew up in the air draining it. Maeve took the 
chance to grab one of the weaponized cures and attached it to 
Butcher. The others joined shortly afterward. 


"Becca?" Billy asked upon seeing his wife. 


"Billy!" Becca said, running up to him, eliciting an uncharacteristically 
soft smile from Butcher. 


That moment soon passed as Butcher started to have a seizure, 
much to the horror of everyone watching. 


Homelander flew the fastest and the highest he could. He didn't 
know where he was going. There was no plan. The only thought in 
his head was to leave. Suddenly, both his arms were held by two 
men in military uniforms, no costumes, both able to fly and 
managing to hold Homelander. He was pulled down and crashed 
into an abandoned building like a meteor until he landed in the 
basement. The soldiers held his face up so he couldn't laser them. 
Another soldier appeared, his fist glowing green energy, and he 
used to punch Homelander's face so powerfully that blood was spat 
out of his mouth. Several other soldiers entered the basement and 
started brutally beating Homelander, couldn't be less than 10 of 
them, quickly drawing blood from the toughest man in their world. 


Homelander kept getting beat and kicked on the ground. His eyes 
glowed red, even through all the noise, the soldiers could hear 
Homelander's loudly breathing like an angry beast. That scared 
them. Homelander lasered one of the soldiers precisely in his eyes 
and blinded him. He got up and threw another of them on the ground 
and broke his leg. Homelander tried to fly away but a soldier held his 
leg and pulled him down. Homelander pulled the soldier down along 


and broke his neck. He grabbed one of the soldiers and hurled him 
against the others, knocking them down. Homelander broke through 
a wall and left the building. 


"Keep him there!" Mallory ordered. "We can't risk civilians." 


A soldier came down flying before Homelander and tried to punch 
him. Homelander ducked and returned with a punch to the soldier's 
stomach. The glowing fist soldier joined the fight but Homelander hit 
him first and exchanged blows with both of them. 


"He knows how to fight?" Mallory said. "How the fuck does he know 
how to fight?" She asked Stan Edgar. 


"We provided training in his early childhood when he could still be 
challenged." Edgar explained. 


Homelander got knocked down by two soldiers from behind. As he 
fell, he pulled the soldier with the glowing fist down and broke his 
neck. 


"My God, he killed Captain Myers!" The CIA office heard a soldier 
Say. 


"This is it, I'm calling the Justice League." Mallory announced. 
“They are a twelve men unit. Only two are dead." Edgar replied. 


The soldiers desperately pulled Homelander off one of them as he 
held the man by his arms. Homelander pushed his body with his leg 
and lasered the man inside the mouth, pushing away and ripping off 
his arms in the process. 


"Make it three." Mallory said and pulled out a small electronic device 
with the symbol of a bat. 


"Wait." Edgar cautioned. 


Homelander had his thumb in a soldier's skull through his eyeball 
and punched another, breaking his teeth. The one who lost an eye 
kicked Homelander, who fell on his back. The squad held 
Homelander on the ground by his limbs and kicked his head until it 


started sinking into the ground. He heard the soldiers speaking. 
"Fucking traitor." 

"Piece of shit." 

"Fake ass hero." 

"You're not scary, asshole." 


Still, Homelander could tell, as embolden as they were, they were 
still afraid of him. This fear was what was leading them to hit him so 
powerfully. Homelander's vision was going black, his neck could 
break at any moment. But something happened. A flash of yellow 
light appeared and threw all the soldiers away from him. 


"What the hell is happening?" Mallory asked. The screens were 
static. "We have eyes?" 


"The drones are down, ma'am." An agent on the computer 
explained. "Hold on, one of them is still working, | just have to re- 
initiate." 


The footage was back but the drone was on the floor. As it flew back 
up, they could see Homelander was still on the ground but all the 
soldiers were also down and far away from him. Slightly above 
Homelander, a yellow ring floated before his eyes, shining bright 
with a light of its same color. 


"Is that a fucking Green Lantern Ring?" Mallory asked. 
"It's not green, ma'am." The agent said. 


Homelander opened his eyes, he could see the ring in front of him, 
similar but different from Gardner's and Stewart's. A loud voice 
made an announcement and both Homelander and the people at the 
CIA could hear it as well. 


" John, the Homelander. You have the ability to instill great fear, 
welcome to the Sinestro Corps." 


Mallory pressed the button on the device Batman gave her as the 


ring entered Homelander's finger. They couldn't see anything 
through the yellow flash of light, but once it went off, they saw 
Homelander standing up in a new suit. What was blue and red 
became black. What was white or golden became an intense yellow 
of the same color of the ring Homelander wore. His belt was gone, 
there instead, a symbol similar to Green Lanterns’ but more 
fearsome. Homelander touched his bruised face and then looked at 
the soldier who kicked him. He made a construct of a chain around 
the man's neck and pulled him to his hands. 


"Eat it." Homelander ordered and forced a big construct of an egg 
down his throat. 


The soldier's belly glowed yellow and his entire body shook. The 
man exploded as a giant eagle of yellow rose from inside him, still 
covered in his blood and guts. The eagle attacked another soldier 
and ripped him to pieces. One more of them tried to punch 
Homelander, who defended himself by creating a copy of Soldier 
Boy's shield and proceeded to use it to decapitate the man. 


"Boys, retreat! Now!" Mallory ordered from their earpieces. 


The soldiers ran and the four who could fly, flew away. Homelander 
made a giant magnifying glass and lasered his eyes through it, 
creating a huge laser that fried all the soldiers on the ground. 
Thunder was heard, and four lightning bolts came down from the 
sky, with them, the four soldiers who could fly fell, completely burned 
and smoke coming from their eyes and mouth. Stormfront appeared 
in the clouds and Homelander flew up to meet her. Standing in front 
of her, he could see she carried a yellow lantern. 


"Marvel's power." Homelander remarked, surprised. "How?" 


"The Secret Society are idiots to begin with. | didn't think I'd actually 
use this.". She said, showing the lantern. "But | should've known the 
ring would've found you. The freak | killed who was wearing this ring 
couldn't do half of what you did. You deserve this power." 


"They're coming." Homelander said, seeing from afar that the heroes 
from Earth-One were flying toward them. 


"Let them come," Stormfront answered. "They're not that special 
anymore." 


Homelander smiled widely, a sadistic satisfaction before a darker 
future shone brightly for him. 


"America is ours." He said. 


The Only Thing to Fear 


The Boys sat in a waiting room outside the Medbay where Butcher 
was being examined, Becca beside him. The room was silent due to 
recent events. MM and Frenchie had told the League that Doctor 
Sivanna, Ocean Master, Arkillo, The Brain, and Mallah were a part 
of the Secret Society of Supervillains. 


"How are you feeling?" Hughie asked MM. 
MM looked at Hughie. 

"Not well." MM confessed. 

"Do you want to talk about it?" Hughie asked. 


"There's nothing to talk about, Hughie. | have no fucking idea what 
that bald son of a bitch made us do, and honestly, | don't think we 
wanna know." MM tensely told Hughie. 


Hughie backed off. 

"Alright." Hughie said. 

MM sighed. 

"What happened while we were out?" MM asked. 
"A-Train's dead." Hughie told MM. 


This news got the attention of the Boys. MM, Kimiko, and Frenchie 
noted how Hughie apparently took no joy in sharing that tidbit of 
information. 


"Who did him in? Homelander? Stormfront?" MM asked. 
"Professor Zoom." Hughie told them. 


The Boys had a look of disgust upon hearing that. 


"That guy was a psycho. He was the only one who realized they 
were pieces of shit and enjoyed it." MM remarked. 


"That suceur de bite tortured Butcher and | for a bit." Frenchie said. 
"He killed A-Train in front of his family." Annie added somberly. 
"Fuck that's just..." MM remarked, remembering his childhood. 

"| Know." Hughie said. 

"What does an asshole have to do to get killed here?" MM asked. 
"There is no limit." Frenchie said. 


"To be fair, | read from the museum Professor Zoom has died a lot. 
He just comes back every time, time travel stuff." Hughie said. 


MM, Frenchie, and Kimiko seemingly disregarded Hughie's 
comment. 


"| mean, for fuck's sake! They could have just let Homelander and 
Stormfront die back at the movie lot, and now | hear that they got 
upgrades!" MM said. 


"Upgrades? | thought it was just Stormfront." Annie said. 


"Homelander apparently got a yellow lantern ring from the Alien that 
worked with Luthor." MM said. 


"Sinestro Corps." Frenchie corrected. 


"| don't give a pair of extraterrestrial balls what they're called." MM 
said. 


Hughie and Annie decided to let them vent. 


Homelander got hit in the head by a wrecking ball made of green 
light. He was thrown away and dived through the ground. When he 
opened his eyes, he saw Green Lantern, Guy Gardner, flying over 
him, swinging the wrecking ball chain. 


"| waited a long time for this." Green Lantern said. 


A giant arm made of yellow light emerged from the ground behind 
Guy and grabbed him. Homelander willed his construct from the 
ground. He got up as Guy broke from the hand and flew towards 
him. Homelander and Green Lantern flew towards each other. 
Homelander surrounded himself by a giant arm with a palm facing 
Green Lantern. Guy surrounded himself with a giant drill digging 
through the hand. The drill went through slowly as yellow and green 
light shocked. When he was halfway through, Guy created an ax 
twice the size of Homelander and hit his body, breaking the arm 
construct. Homelander stabilized his flight before he hit the land. As 
Gardner launched toward him, Homelander shot a blast of energy. 
Guy protected himself with a shield, and Homelander tried to slash 
him from the other side with a sword. Guy counter-attacked with 
another sword. 


"A sword? Really, asshole?" Guy questioned. "That, a giant hand, 
and an energy blast? Where's your creativity?" 


Green Lantern moved his sword further, revealing the hilt to be the 
barrel of a gun and shot Homelander. In response, he created a 
baseball bat that grew bigger with each strike. Guy made a baseball 
and threw it at Homelander. Still, when he went for the home run, 
the baseball broke in half, the bat swung between the halves, and 
Homelander found himself secluded inside the baseball. Guy 
created a link of light with the baseball and shrunk it more and more, 
closing on Homelander, who was getting squashed. 


"| have years of experience with this ring and a lot of will." Green 
Lantern said. "What do you have?" 


Homelander broke the sphere of light with the construct of a giant 
eagle around his body. A wave of yellow energy hit Guy and spread 
further, causing quakes and breaking windows of several 
skyscrapers. People in the city felt that they could see the deadly 
yellow light of providence fighting the Green Lantern from afar. That 
scared them. And this fear only made Homelander stronger. 


Green Lantern was surrounded by six yellow constructs of military 
jets charging towards him. Guy dived, and the constructs crashed 


against themselves. Guy created a pickaxe and let it grow longer 
and bigger towards Homelander's head. Homelander ducked, and 
with that, Guy pulled the construct back, hoping to hit Homelander 
from behind. In response, Homelander broke the pickaxe in half and 
created another bat. He struck Guy, and this time, Green Lantern 
was the one who dived into the ground. Homelander saw him down 
and created a giant leg with his ring. It wore his boot, and, with all its 
strength, stepped on Guy like an insect. 


Homelander looked down and saw a giant nail through his foot. Guy 
laid protected by the base of the nail under Homelander's construct. 
With his bruised face, Guy presented a bloody smirk to Homelander 
and showed him his middle finger. 


Stormfront charged at John, only for the Green Lantern to knock her 
back by creating a shield before her. Stormfront crashed into it, 
staggering her. Stormfront glared at him. 


"Go on, we both know what you are. You no longer need to hold 
back. We both know you want to." John goaded. 


"| will hang you with your own intestines, boy ." She threatened a 
smirk on her face. 


John dismissively rolled his eyes at her threat, only for her to get 
blasted by a tank construct. Stormfront looked at the tank and 
recognized its design. 


"A Sherman?! What are you trying to be fucking funny?!" Stormfront 
demanded. 


Just then, an entire battalion of soldiers was constructed from the 
ring. They appeared to be American, British, French, Canadian, and 
Soviet troops from around World War II. The Soldiers fired on 
Stormfront, who shielded herself from the onslaught. Until an 
American, Soviet, British, Canadian, French, and Soviet trooper 
proceeded to kick and stomp Stormfront. 


"And the others say | don't have a sense of humor." John said to 


himself, a grin on his face. 


With an angry roar, Stormfront destroyed the constructs and 
charged at John, knocking him into space. She proceeded to punch 
the Green Lantern across the face until John punched her off of him. 
Stormfront shot lightning, knocking the Lantern back to Earth, only 
for John to construct a chain around the supe Nazi. Stormfront 
crashed into the Earth as Green Lantern sat up. 


"You don't even know what the hell you gave him, did you?" Green 
Lantern asked. 


"What am | supposed to care?" Stormfront mocked. 
"If you were smart, you would.” John said. 
Stormfront lunged at John only for John to phase through it. 


"That ring feeds off of fear, not will. Guy is not scared of him. None 
of us are." John said. 


"Yeah, but everyone from here is." Stormfront said. 


"That's true, but there is a slight problem with that. Even if by some 
impossible chance he wins, your boyfriend will serve someone else. 
So no Fourth Reich for you, I'm afraid." John said. 


"Then he'll kill them. He is everything we have worked for." 
Stormfront said. 


John chuckled at her first part. 


"Kill Sinestro? You really have no idea of what you are talking about. 
Hell, he won't be happy when he finds out you incapacitated Arkillo, 
one of his best. We found him on the way over." John remarked. 


For a moment, Stormfront seemed worried, until falling back to her 
arrogant demeanor. 


"It doesn't matter because you'll die before it happens.” Stormfront 
said. 


Stormfront was then blasted back by two lightning bolts. John looked 
and Saw Captain and Mary Marvel. 


"Green Lantern." Captain Marvel acknowledged. 
"Captain." John nodded. 
"We can take over from here." Mary said. 


"Right." John said, flying towards where Homelander and Guy were 
fighting. 


Butcher sat on the table, not even looking at Doctor Midnite, while 
Becca looked almost relieved to hear the news. 


"Can you repeat that again?" Butcher asked. 


"You'll need to stay here, so we can clean out any traces of the 
kryptonite in your blood steam." Midnite told Butcher. 


Butcher sat there silently, digesting the information. 
"I'll leave you two alone for the time being.” Midnite said. 
"Fucking better." Butcher quietly said under his breath. 


Midnite walked out of the room somberly. Becca regained her 
composure, though there were still tears in her eyes, and Billy could 
clearly tell she had a lump in her throat. 


"You can stay with us." Becca told him. 
Butcher looked at her with a look of hesitation in his eyes. 


"Billy, please! Ryan agreed to let the League remove his powers. He 
won't be Homelander's son." She told him. 


"He still is." Butcher said. 


"Don't you do this. | know what you are going to do. You'll say 
something to hurt me so | don't feel bad when you die, but it won't 


work." Becca said. 


"Powers or not, you and | agreed that raising a kid was off the table. 
After all, | told you about my old man." Butcher said. 


"| Know, but please. Stay with us." Becca pleaded. 
"I'll think about it." Butcher said as he got off the bed. 
"Where are you going?" Becca asked. 


"To speak to the man in charge." Billy told her. 


Homelander was blasted back by one of John's energy blasts, 
followed by a kick from a giant football player, courtesy of Guy. 
Homelander crashed into a mountain, and their fight brought them to 
the Rockies. 


With an angry roar, Homelander created a swarm of construct guns 
that fired at the Green Lanterns. 


"Die! Die! Fuckin’ Die!" Homelander angrily muttered as the bullets 
encompassed where the Green Lanterns were. 


He stopped until a second later, a construct of a hand giving him the 
middle finger popped up in front of his face. To no surprise, it was 
from Guy Gardner. Homelander was only further angered 
Homelander. 


"Hey, John, it looks like he's about to cry." Guy called. 
"Guy..." John warned his colleague. 


"Oh, come on, John! Don't give me that taking the high road bullshit 
with this prick." Guy complained. 


"lam not going to cry!" Homelander yelled. 
"You sure because it looks like it to me." Guy said. 


"| don't cry!" Homelander yelled. 


"Why? Worried you're Daddy will disown you even more. We 
already know about Soldier Boy." Guy said. 


Homelander fired a laser at Guy, who dodged it. 
"Face it, jackass you've lost! Big time!" Guy said. 


Homelander created a hammer construct for Guy to create a shield 
over his head, preventing it from crushing him. Homelander was 
then punched in the jaw by John. Once the pain ceded, Homelander 
tasted blood in his mouth. 


"FUCK YOU! ALL OF YOU! YOU TOOK AWAY EVERYTHING 
FROM ME!" Homelander yelled, unleashing a multitude of 
Americana-themed constructs at the Green Lanterns. From jets, 
planes, tanks, eagles, and guns. 


"WHAT DID | EVEN DO TO YOU ANY OF YOU IN THE FIRST 
PLACE?!" He yelled. 


"What did you do?" John asked rhetorically. "Forget there is not 
enough time in the day for me to explain it to you." 


"| think | can, that reason: is that you're an asshole." Guy said. 


Stormfront flew to where Homelander was and saw that he was 
getting double-teamed by both Green Lanterns. Just as she 
was about to reach them, she was knocked to the ground by 
someone. Stormfront looked up and saw Captain and Mary 
Marvel. She gritted her teeth in anger upon seeing them. 


"So much for your little Fourth Reich, grandma." Guy taunted her. 
Homelander was dropped down beside her. 


"You haven't stopped anything. People love what | say because 
they..." She was cut off when John formed a tape-like construct 
around her mouth. 


"Hopefully, they like your muffles too." Mary said. 


Homelander got up and unleashed a large yellow light, blinding the 
four. When their vision came to, they were gone. 


"Goddamnit!" Guy said. 
"Where do you think they went?" John asked the Marvels. 


"Not far. | don't think they could escape far after how injured they 
looked." Billy said. 


Homelander dropped his old followers from a giant construct hand 
somewhere in a deep cave underground. His ring and costume 
illuminated the dark. Stormfront landed next to him, they faced the 
God-U students and supes such as Blue Hawk, the Deep and 
others. Homelander smiled and approached. 


"We are back!" He excitedly announced. "This time, with a real shot 
against the Justice League." 


"We thought you abandoned us." One of the God-U students said. 


"| would never do such a thing. | left, because | needed to get this." 
Homelander said and showed them his yellow ring. "Took me a little 
while, but | got it, because | knew that you deserved a capable 
leader." 


"What is he doing here?" Stormfront said, looking at the Deep. He 
stepped back. "I told you to bring only the right ones." 


Homelander stepped between Stormfront and the Deep. 


"He's here, because he's going to help us kill one of the members of 
the Justice League." Homelander said and called the Deep to come 
closer. He whispered something in his ear. 


"Sir, this is sort of terrorism." 


"What do you think you're here for? When we got these new powers, 
the Lanterns got us dumbfounded. Now we're getting one of theirs 
dumbfounded." 


"Anybody want to say something to me?" Stormfront asked, 
wondering if anybody had something to say about Nazi alignments. 
To everyone's surprise, Blue Hawk stepped up. 


"In school, we learn that Germany was all fucked up after World War 
One, but Hitler came to power and it got better. | always wonder why 
focus on the Holocaust only and not talk about that? Kinda biased, | 
mean. Even their ideas, why do people get so pissed that might 
have some real science behind it? The guy who fucking created 
Compound-V believes it so maybe it's not so crazy." Blue Hawk said 
smiling before sighing in relief. "| always wanted to say that. | just 
never could." 


"Shocking." Homelander sarcastically said. He then put his hand on 
Deep's shoulder, where his arm used to be. "Let's get shit done." 


A cruise ship was nearly knocked over on the sea as a giant whale 
hit its body against it. People inside the ship witnessed with horror 
the windows cracking, they were ready to jump off. However, the 
water was infested with sharks just waiting for them. One man was 
stupid enough to steal an escape boat. The sharks sinked it and 
ripped him to shreds. These beings were being controlled by the 
Deep, who was on the water, giving them instructions. He floated 
with his head out as he addressed the giant whale. 


"That's it, Shelly, you're doing great." He told her. The whale 
suddenly stopped. "Come on, we're not done yet." 


The whale submerged and rapidly reemerged, hitting against the 
Deep, who was thrown in the air. He fell on top of the whale and saw 
Aquaman's boots when he opened his eyes. He grabbed the Deep 
by the neck and lifted him. 


"Shelly...?" Deep mouthed. "Him!? Really?" 


"What are you doing?" Aquaman asked. "There are over six 
thousand people on that ship." 


The Deep punched Aquaman in the face, who had no reaction. 


"Fuck!" Deep shouted, realizing he had broken his knuckles. 
"You still have 3 limbs left. Do you want to keep them?" 


"Your majesty, they made me do it! Homelander and Stormfront, 
they asked me to do this, | was just following orders." 


"That's a tourist ship. It has no military or political purpose. Why 
would they give you this order?" 


"They just did. | don't know what they were thinking." 


"We were thinking..." Stormfront said, flying above them, with a 
wicked smile. "... That water conducts electricity." 


With the power of Zeus, Stormfront threw a lightning bolt at the 
Deep and Aquaman. They fell profoundly into the water. Stormfront 
kept her bolt-on, illuminating the ocean with her hand and boiling the 
whale and sharks alive. After a few seconds, she stopped. With that, 
Deep's bones emerged from the water, colored red from his blood. 
She was still waiting for Aquaman's body to wash up. 


Arthur was down under the water. His skin was burned, and the fish 
around him were dead, but he was still alive. Everything hurt, but he 
opened his eyes and saw Stormfront waiting above the water for 
him. He closed his fist and gave her just what she wanted. 


Aquaman jumped out with the power of waves racing towards 
Stormfront. His harpoon pointed at her. She threw another lightning 
bolt. This time, the blast was attracted to the harpoon's metal, 
leaving Aquaman unharmed. He put his harpoon through her 
shoulder and pushed Stormfront down as he fell on top of her on the 
floating dead body of Shelly. He punched Stormfront's face 
repeatedly as she sank into the hot flesh of the whale. He only 
stopped to touch his earpiece. 


"Aquaman to Watchtower, | need back up... No!" Aquaman realized 
that his earpiece was fried. 


Stormfront punched Aquaman away. He flew up in the air above the 
clouds, and she followed him. Stormfront attacked, expecting him to 
be helpless in the air, but Aquaman fought back. He punched and 


kicked her and made a large cut on her back with his harpoon. 


They both fell back into the ocean and created a wave that shook 
the cruise ship. On the water, Stormfront tried the same trick again, 
to use it to conduct electricity and tried to burn Aquaman. He was 
burned, but he didn't care fighting through the pain. He held her 
neck and choked her, pushing her further down the ocean. She 
could see his skin burning, and the fish dying from the electric 
discharge, but Aquaman didn't give up. He kept pushing and 
pressing her throat harder. She didn't know if that was Solomon's 
wisdom or whoever was kicking in. Still, she knew the greater the 
sea pressure was, the greater Aquaman's advantage. She kicked 
Aquaman's arm away and flew out of the sea. 


Once her head was out, she coughed and caught air. She couldn't 
go as fast as she could. That was enough for Aquaman to follow 
her. His harpoon went through her calf. Stormfront screamed in pain 
and tried to shake him away. She grabbed Aquaman and hurled him 
like a cannonball through the cruise ship. 


Aquaman fell back into the ocean, and Stormfront attacked. She 
held his arm so his harpoon wouldn't reach her, and they struggled, 
but something bad happened. The cruise ship started sinking. 


"No!" Aquaman shouted and headbutted Stormfront away. 


He dived into the sea and lifted the ship back up. Stormfront threw a 
lightning bolt and killed some of the people. Aquaman had no 
choice. He swam at high speed away, carrying the entire ship on his 
back to escape Stormfront. She could've chased him, but she saw 
her wounds. Suddenly, that same wisdom kicked in, and she flew 
away. 


Butcher walked into the waiting room and found the Boys waiting for 
him. 


"How are you?" Hughie asked. 


"I'm fine." Butcher lied. 


Hughie seemed unconvinced but didn't speak up. 

"So, lads, any news?" Butcher asked. 

"Homelander and Stormfront got upgrades." MM told him. 
Butcher scowled upon hearing that. 


"| think | might want to speak with them." Butcher said though he did 
not raise his voice, it was apparent he was livid upon hearing that. 


Butcher headed towards the door, leaving the waiting room. Hughie 
followed him. 


"Maybe you should get some rest." Hughie suggested. 
"Maybe you should shut the fuck up." Butcher tensely said. 
Butcher walked up to one of the technicians and grabbed him. 
"| want to speak to Big Blue in private." Butcher said. 

"I'm here, let's talk." Superman said. 


Butcher turned and saw Superman standing with Batman, Wonder 
Woman, Flash, and Martian Manhunter. 


"Good, just you and me. Not the rest." Butcher told him. 
"| understand." Superman said. 
They went to the League's meeting room. 


"You should have let that cunt and all the others die, so give me 
your reason for letting them live." Butcher said. 


"So he and the rest could face justice and possibly have the chance 
to change for the better." Superman said. 


Butcher scoffed at that. 


"He's not going to change." Butcher said. 


"Homelander, no, I'm certain he never will." Superman admitted. 
"Maeve, did she help rescue 


you and your friends from Luthor's control." He added. 
"Good for her." Butcher sarcastically stated. 

"I'm sorry." Superman said. 

"For what?" Butcher said. 


"We should not have targeted you. We should have tried to help 
you. We could have worked together." Superman said. 


Butcher glared at Superman. 
"We don't need any of your help." Butcher said. 
Superman looked unconvinced, but he did not voice his opinion. 


"| bet you think you can make our world better like yours. Well, news 
flash, your world is not much better." Butcher told him. 


"I'm aware of that. No world is perfect, but everyone must try to 
improve their world in any way they can." Superman admitted. 


Butcher's anger started to grow. However, he started to feel woozy. 
He grabbed onto a chair to support himself. 


"You can shove your platitudes up your ass, space cunt." Butcher 
said. 


"They're not platitudes. I'm sorry about everything you've gone 
through, but this isn't healthy. You have a chance to live a happier 
life now. Homelander will have his powers removed and spend the 
rest of his days in a jail cell. Something that you know he would find 
worse than death." Superman told him. 


Butcher had to admit the idea of Homelander losing his powers and 
stuck in a jail cell would be immensely satisfying. However, he knew 
of a way Homelander would do to get out of that fate. 


"That cunt will kill himself the moment he's out of someone's sight if 
that happens.” Butcher said. 


"Maybe, but he'll die as something he despises. Would that be 
enough, even for you?" Superman said. 


Butcher glared. 


"We'll see." He lied. 


Back at the same cave, an irate Homelander paced. His ring and 
costume illuminated the dark. 


"You couldn't kill the fish guy?!" He asked angrily. 


"It wasn't my fault! He got lucky!" Stormfront argued, defending 
herself. 


Homelander scoffed at her. 


"You're telling me that several cuts, bruises, and stab wounds are 
luck?" Homelander questioned her. 


"Would have loved to see you take him on with the ring | handed 
you!" Stormfront said. 


Homelander's ring angrily glowed as sparks started to emit from 
Stormfront. After a minute they knew it would be a bad idea to fight 
when both believed they could still defeat the League. Instead, 
Stormfront opted to move to a new talking point. 


"We need a new strategy." Stormfront told him. 


"No, this time, we follow the same plan as before. We just need to 
wait and heal." Homelander said. 


"Wait for what? To lose in a hopeless massacre?" Stormfront asked. 


"Yes, we are. | want to hurt them like they hurt us." Homelander told 
her. 


Just then, Homelander's ring blinked, and a likely life-sized 
hologram of an alien appeared before him. He had a mustache and 
pointy ears. 


"Homelander, | presume." The alien said. 
"Who are you?" Homelander asked. 
"Thaal Sinestro, your new commander." Sinestro said. 


"Commander?" Homelander asked indignantly until an idea came to 
him. 


"I'm on Earth Seven. | think that's beyond your jurisdiction." 
Homelander said. 


"Yes, |am aware of that. | sent Arkillo to work with Lex Luthor to find 
my corps any newfound advantage." Sinestro said. With that, an 
idea popped on Homelander's mind. 


"Well, you have a newfound advantage, me." Homelander said. 


Sinestro looked unconvinced, which Homelander seemed to take 
note of. 


"| can give you my Earth." Homelander said. 


"Why would | want a backward copy of Earth? I've been told about 
what was happening in your world from Arkillo. | am well aware of 
your vast inadequacies compared to the likes of Superman let alone 
any surviving Kryptonian." Sinestro said. 


Homelander glared at him. 


"| don't quite appreciate your tone." Homelander said, trying to 
intimidate Sinestro. 


Sinestro let out an amused grin before glaring at him dismissively 
once more. 


"And / don't appreciate losing one of my best soldiers to a man-child 
who offers me no real benefits. So | would highly suggest you try to 


think of any in your empty cranium." Sinestro told Homelander. 


Homelander angrily glared at Sinestro, only for Stormfront to speak 
up. 

"Then let Homelander prove his worth. The Justice League is after 
him, and | take it you don't want to lose his ring, right?" Stormfront 

said. 


"Finally, an intelligent conversation. | would like to keep it away from 
any Green Lanterns or their allies. The League in particular." 
Sinestro said. 


"Exactly, so how about you provide us with some assistance?" 
Stormfront said. 


Sinestro silently contemplated it. 


"Very well. | shall assist you." Sinestro said. 
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Crisis on Earth Seven 


Sinestro opened a wormhole and entered the cave, with some of his 
top enforcers and a couple manhunters following him. The leader of 
his own Corps looked around at their surroundings before turning to 
the couple. 


"Impressive dwellings you have here." Sinestro remarked 
sarcastically fashion. 


"Are you going to help me or not?" Homelander angrily asked. 


"Which Earth Lanterns did you face off against?" Sinestro 
questioned. 


" Guy Gardner and John Stewart." Homelander told him. 


"| noticed the understandable contempt in your voice at mentioning 
Gardner. You have been facing difficulty with Guy Gardner the 
most?" Sinestro asked. 


"No." Homelander said. 


"He almost made him cry." Stormfront spoke up, angering 
Homelander. 


"He got lucky." Homelander angrily told Sinestro. 

"How many times did he get lucky?" Stormfront asked. 

"| see you have powers from the Rock of Eternity." Sinestro told her. 
"How do you know about the rock?" Stormfront asked. 


"One of my Earthly allies is also powered by it. | doubt he would 
appreciate a rival." Sinestro stated. 


Stormfront realized he was referring to Black Adam and could tell he 
knew she had encountered him somehow. 


"| don't know what you're talking about." Stormfront lied. 
Sinestro let out a sigh, all while pinching his temples. 


"Arkillo, despite his defeat, was one of my best men. Widely 
respected amongst the lower and higher ranks. He was my answer 
to Kilowog and his superior at that. A valued member of my cause of 
bringing order to the Universe that its incompetent Guardians and 
feckless enforcers have failed to do for eons. Now | face his 
successor: an incompetent man-child who has little to no idea of the 
true potential of the weapon he carries and someone who cannot 
even control his own lover. As for you, I've been told about you 
through Arkillo. Still pining over the dreams of the blusterous 
xenophobic orator who led your home to defeat. You both represent 
the many foibles of the human race: arrogant, short-sighted, and 
delusional. You are hardly what many would call a master race." 
Sinestro told both of them. 


Homelander and Stormfront turned to Sinestro. 
"| don't appreciate your tone." Homelander said. 


"Likely because you were supposed to. However, even as a Green 
Lantern, | have learned that even the faintest bit of potential is still 
potential. So | suppose you should prove to me your worth." 
Sinestro told Homelander. 


Batman and Green Arrow entered Mr. Terrific's lab. He was setting 
his new invention on the table, tiny discs small enough to fit in one's 
palm. 


"Waller's models were amateur stuff." Mr. Terrific said. "Big, clunky, 
lost most of the radiation during the explosion." 


"| suppose yours don't." Batman said. 


"Correct. Soldier Boy's radiation wasn't different from the one we 
find in a reactor. Still, the Compound-V he had in his body made it 
different. It literally burns the V out of their system but usually kills 
them. That's why | had to be careful with the anti-V bombs." 


Mr. Terrific grabbed one of the discs and threw it on the corner of his 
lab once it hit the ground, creating a small light yellow explosion. 


"Are you sure these things work?" Green Arrow asked. 


Mr. Terrific tossed a blood tube at Green Arrow. He read the name 
on it. 


"Reginald Franklin? That's A-Train's blood." Ollie said. 


"It's also completely clean of Compound-V. We got it after the Seven 
faced the Legion of Doom; | burned the V from it using the same 
technique Waller's goons used to replicate Soldier Boy's powers." 


"So, are we supposed to just throw these tiny things at the supes?" 
Green Arrow asked. 


"It's activated by kinetic force." Batman observed. 


"So if | just have to put it on the tip of an arrow, it will work the 
moment | shoot them." 


"Way ahead of you.” Mr. Terrific said. 


A compartment opened on the wall, revealing a quiver full of anti-V 
exploding arrows and batarangs with the anti-V bombs in the middle. 


"Just use them. It explodes. They're powerless." Mr. Terrific said. 
Oliver picked one of the arrows and smiled, looking at it. 


“Tonight's dinner: fried pork." 


Crimson Countess hid in an old lake house. Big mistake: that was 
the same lake house Soldier Boy bought her and the first place he 
looked for her after she disappeared. 


"How much did the Russians pay you?" Soldier Boy asked Crimson 
Countess. 


"They didn't." Crimson Countess told him. 


Ben's heart cracked upon hearing that. 


"What? They didn't pay you anything?" Soldier Boy questioned 
trying to make sense of what she had just told him. 


Crimson Countess' look of fear was starting to change into 
resentment, the kind hidden deep inside for decades. 


"| loved you. All those years that they burned me and that they 
pumped me full of poison. | held on to the hope you would come and 
save me because | still loved you." Soldier Boy said. 


Crimson Countess glared at him defiantly. 
"| never loved you. | hated you. We all did." She declared. 


Soldier Boy fought back the tears as he charged his weapon when, 
suddenly, the phone went off. Soldier Boy stopped and sighed, 
knowing who he was talking to. He went over to the phone and 
answered it. 


"We need you back, immediately." Waller told him. 
"Alright, I'll be quick." He said. 


Soldier Boy hung up the phone. He grabbed Crimson Countess on 
both sides of her head and snapped her neck. Her face still bore the 
determined look of hatred, much to Soldier Boy's chagrin. 


Homelander's followers entered where Homelander, Stormfront, and 
Sinestro were waiting for them. 


"Who's the alien?" Blue Hawk asked. 
"He's here to give us the edge we need." Homelander told them. 


He was about to speak when Sinestro cut him off, much to his 
irritation. 


"lam Thaal Sinestro, leader of the Sinestro Corps. You have all 


been tasked with a mission to bring about a new order for both of 
our home universes by killing the Justice League." Sinestro said. 


Blue Hawk scoffed at that. 
"How are you going to do that?" Blue Hawk asked. 


"By bringing in my own Lantern Corps. You all stand no chance as 
an army, let alone as any form of military unit. A good number of you 
are woefully weak." He said, looking at the group of supes before 
turning to Stormfront. 


"Inexperienced." He told her. 
"And inept." He told Homelander. 


"You want to say that again you pink fuck?" One of the students 
said, trying to intimidate him. 


"Yes actually, try your best. | can assure you that it will not go as 
well as you think." Sinestro said. 


Homelander pointed the ring at Sinestro and prepared to fire at him. 
Only for the beam to curve and blast Stormfront much to his 
confusion. 


"What the fuck?!" Stormfront yelled at him. 
"It wasn't me!" Homelander defended himself. 


He tried to fire his ring only this time a strange alien-looking drill 
came out and immediately attacked Stormfront who tried to pull it 
away from him. Homelander tried to get it to stop only for him to 
return back to normal, much to his horror. 


"There is a reason why the official name of my corps is the Sinestro 
Corps." Sinestro said not even looking at Homelander. 


Sinestro turned to Homelander, his breath hitched as Sinestro 
towered above him. The yellow light adding only to his aura of 
intimidation. 


"Have | made myself clear?" Sinestro said. 
"Yes!" Blue Hawk said. 


"Good." Sinestro said. The drill construct stopped as Stormfront fell 
to her knees. 


"Your task is simple." Sinestro said. 
Using his ring he formed three pieces of equipment. 


"Your job is to install these three pieces of equipment. It will create a 
portal that will allow more of my men to enter your universe in large 
numbers, one by one is simple, but this portal will allow a massive 
attack." He said. 


"Got it!" Blue Hawk said. 


"I'm afraid you're mistaken. They are going to install the equipment. 
You will provide a distraction for the League." Sinestro said pointing 
to Homelander and Stormfront. 


"What?" One of the students asked. 
"You can't be fucking serious!" Blue Hawk questioned. 


"lam extraordinarily serious. If we triumph, | will make sure you are 
reimbursed in any way possible." Sinestro told them. "Unless of 
course you would like to challenge me once more?" He asked. 


Everyone was silent, the supes all unwilling to challenge Sinestro. 
Homelander spoke up. 


"Where do you want us to put it?" Homelander asked. 


Without their leader, Homelanders' followers were going ona 
rampage. Attacking anything on site. Batman watched as two God-U 
students held a crowd hostage in a restaurant. One threw a table at 
the cops stationed outside while the other manipulated the earth to 
throw rocks at them. The police were pinned down. 


"| say we just kill them and get it over with." One student said, he 
was more portly built than his comrade. 


"What about Homelander?" Another asked. 


"Fuck him. We all saw how he and Stormfront did against them." 
The student said. 


The other thought it over for a moment before saying. 
"You're right." He said. 


Upon hearing this, Batman shut down the lights inside of the 
building. He threw two of the batarangs at the blind and confused 
students. They exploded and fell down onto the ground. Batman 
landed in front of them. 


"It's Batman!" One yelled. 


He tried to punch Batman's face, only for the Dark Knight to catch 
the fist. Batman clenched on the fist, slowly exerting more force into 
his grip as the student fell down to their knees. Their face winced in 
pain as Batman started to crush their fist before letting go. The 
student walked back, clutching their hand in pain. The other student 
grabbed a chair and prepared to smash it against Batman while his 
back was turned, only for his target to turn around and respond with 
a punch to the ribs. The student fell down onto his knees, clutching 
his broken ribs. Batman heard footsteps and saw the first student 
lunge at him with a knife in an attempt to stab him. Batman caught 
him by the wrist and disarmed the student. The other one attacked 
Batman from behind and grabbed him. The student squeezed 
Batman, likely hoping it would kill him, but found that it was not 
working much, to both his horror. Batman used the back of his own 
head to headbuit the student, causing him to let go. The other 
student threw a series of punches at the Caped Crusader. Only for 
Batman to effortlessly dodge and counter them. The other one soon 
attempted to join in, only for Batman to grab both of them by the 
head and slam their heads into one another. 


"They're gone." Batman told them. 


"The fuck did you say?" The student who suggested killing the 
hostages said. 


"Your powers, they're gone." Batman told them. 
The students looked at one another in disbelief. 
"You're lying!" The portly one said. 

"Do you really want to try me?" Batman threatened. 
"Yeah!" The student yelled. 

"Matt, stand down." His compatriot warned him. 
"No fucking way!" Matt yelled, running at Batman. 


Batman punched him in the nose, completely breaking it and 
knocking out a few teeth. He was stunned. Batman flipped the man 
onto the ground and broke his leg, eliciting a pained yell from the 
student. Batman glared at the student, who was already on his 
knees, and appeared to have soiled himself judging by the stain on 
his pants. Batman cuffed the would-be murderers. The one who was 
still conscious sobbed as the reality of their situation was made 
clear. Batman watched on, feeling very little pity for the man's plight. 
As pitiful as it all was, the fact they were willing to kill innocents just 
to spite the League said it all. Vought may have helped make them 
this way, but ultimately, it was their choice. 


One month away from Earth, Green Lantern Kyle Rayner was used 
to flying in space for long periods by this point. He wasn't lonely. He 
had Kilowog with him. The Bolovaxian Green Lantern watched 
through his ring footage the Justice League sent of Arkillo beat up in 
the hospital. Kilowog laughed seeing Arkillo in that state. 


"Don't you get tired of watching this?" Kyle asked. 


"There are not a lot of ways to get entertainment in here, kid." 
Kilowog argued. 


"| just don't think it's that funny. His ring went to that Homelander 
psycho. John and Guy actually struggled to deal with him and his 
girlfriend. | should be on Earth-Seven helping." Kyle explained. 


"You're helping out here. Think about it: why was Arkillo in the 
Secret Society instead of Sinestro?" 


"Because Sinestro is busy with something important and sent Arkillo 
in his space." 


"You're learning." Kilowog teased and flew upwards as Kyle tried to 
keep pace with him. 


"| already learned | was Green Lantern for a while before you came 
back from the dead." 


"No need to get defensive, poozer. We're here to crush Yellow 
Lanterns. Hal fought Sinestro just before this multiversal mess on 
Earth, here, in this Sector, if the Sinestro Corps have business here, 
we'll find them." Kilowog stated. 


Kyle flew faster and surpassed Kilowog; he cast green light over a 
cloud of cosmic dust, revealing blurred patterns in a specific 
direction. 


"Look at this. It's like something came through here several times, 
too big for meteorites, too small for ships, bodies." 


"Yellow Lanterns. Coming to this planet... It's supposed to be 
uninhabited. Something's not right." 


"You're learning." Kyle teased. 
The two Green Lanterns landed on this planet. 


To their surprise, the planet was very habited by many different alien 
species. So much so that Kyle and Kilowog could blend in the 
crowds simply by hiding their Green Lantern uniforms. They walked 
around a fair, surrounded by aliens selling and buying food in the 
center of a city made of freshly built buildings. On the biggest 
building, a familiar face, Sinestro's likeness, was displayed in graffiti 
above the words 'YOUR LEADER’. Kyle and Kilowog heard people 


talking about their time on that planet, which they called 'Sinestria’. 
Kilowog secretly scanned the crowds with his ring. 


"Look at this." He told Kyle. "Half of these powers have a history of 
committing crimes across the galaxy. | guess they fit just right in 
Sinestro's private planet.” 


"No wonder he didn't have time for Luthor's games." Kyle said. 
"Something like this probably took a lot of work." 


"Yeah, I'm already notifying the Guardians. His party's over." 
Kilowog said. 


"How long do you think until more lanterns get here?" Kyle asked. 
"Probably a while." 


"You really wanna wait?" 


Martian Manhunter and Queen Mera stood before the teleporter. 


"Mera, | want to say that Arthur..." J'onn was about to say until the 
Queen of Atlantis cut him off. 


"J'onn, save it. | Know Arthur is alive. | can feel it." Mera said. 


Soon enough, Arthur appeared before them, carrying the skeletal 
remains of The Deep. He was still burned but appeared to be mostly 
unharmed. 


"Arthur, who was that?" J'onn asked. 


"The Deep, see to it that his remains are properly taken care of. 
Pervert or not, he might have a family who will want to bury or 
cremate him." Aquaman said. 


"What happened?" Mera asked. 


"Stormfront and Homelander told him to try and tip over a cruise 
ship. | confronted him, and Stormfront threw a lightning bolt into the 


ocean. | survived. He didn't." Aquaman told them. 


"| see we should probably provide an update to Annie. She's not 
far." J'onn told him. 


"I'll do it." Arthur said. 

"Do you expect her to react the same as Campbell?" J'onn asked. 
"No." Aquaman bluntly told his friend. 

"You are certain?" J'onn asked. 


"Yes." Arthur bluntly replied. 


Yellow Lanterns Scivor and Braach watched over Sinestro's palace. 
Scivor was a faceless alien covered with spikes, and Braach was a 
red shark-humanoid. To their surprise, three children covered in old 
cloth threw rocks at them. They flew towards them in rage. 


"What's wrong with you children?!" Braach yelled. 
"Don't you respect your protectors?" Scivor asked. 


Suddenly, they were hit in the back so powerfully they were both 
knocked out. Kilowog stood behind them carrying a large construct 
of ahammer. 


"No, they don't." Kilowog said. 


The ‘children’ fell on the ground as pieces of cloth. They were only 
constructs created by Kyle to distract them. 


The Green Lanterns easily entered Sinestro's palace with their only 
security down. They saw the palace was only halfway done, and the 
construction was still happening, all the security system was a 
bunch of pieces yet to be built. They followed the path of what was 
already constructed. 


Sinestro's private room had holographic screens presenting footage 


of Homelander and Stormfront both before and after upgrading their 
powers. Sinestro watched it and shook his head in disapproval. He 
communicated to someone through his ring. 


"They're untrained and sloppy, but at least they're eager." Sinestro 
said. "Most importantly, they got the full attention of the Justice 
League, including Gardner and Stewart... Yes, it's worth the risk. 
Earth Green Lanterns have been a particular headache for years, 
and the Justice League as well. We'll strike when their guard is 
down and fully concentrated on the two. They won't have a chance. 
An attack from the entire Sinestro Corp? At least half of the Justice 
League will be dead." 


Kyle and Kilowog heard it all, hidden behind the walls beside the 
door. Kyle lit up his ring like a blow torch and showed it to Kilowog. 


"Wanna end this now?" He asked. 
"Thought you'd never ask." Kilowog replied, showing his own ring. 


They were ready to attack Sinestro, when Braach and Scivor joined 
him, along with Amon Sur, Lyssa Drak, Moose, Enfakus, Maash, 
and Feena Sik. Too many Yellow Lanterns for only two Green 
Lanterns to fight. Enfakus had his ring pointed to his mouth. He was 
the one talking to Sinestro. 


"Very well." Enfakus said. "These two said we may have invaders." 
"Scivor and | were attacked from behind." 
"Check the palace." Sinestro ordered. 


Kyle created a barrel construct, an emulation of Donkey Kong's 
weapon. He hurled it far away, causing the Yellow Lanterns to hear 
a loud noise. 


"That came from the east area." Feena Sik said. 


As the Yellow Lanterns went to check the noise, Kyle and Kilowog 
escaped from the opposite direction and flew off the planet. 


Hughie and Annie sat in the courtyard of the Watchtower, her head 
leaning into his neck. 


"I'm worried about Butcher." Hughie told her. 
"You don't think he'll comply?" Annie said. 


"| don't. He doesn't trust the League to stop Homelander. You know 
Butcher." Hughie said. 


"They'll stop him before he does something too rash." Annie said. 


"| hope you're right, but | am not sure. | mean, this is the guy who 
rammed through a whale just to spite a supe. | really hope he won't 
get himself killed just to get Homelander and spite the League." 
Hughie said. 


"| don't think he'd ever let himself get killed, not with Becca around. | 
mean she's like his reason for living, right?" Annie asked. 


Although the couple knew about the elephant in the room muddled 
Annie's logic. Hughie still felt uneasy about all of this talk about 
Butcher potentially dying. So he decided to veer the conversation 
towards somewhere else. 


"I've heard recently that some people are moving to different 
Earths." Hughie said. 


"Really?" Annie asked, sounding genuinely curious. 
"Yeah, | read about it online." Hughie said. 

"Do you want to?" She asked. 

"| don't know." Hughie said. 

Annie could tell that Hughie was seriously considering it. 
"How's your father?" Annie asked. 


"He's doing well. Kent and Lane managed to get him a place to 
stay." Hughie told her. 


"Annie." Aquaman said. 


Hughie and Annie turned to Aquaman, with Mera not far from him. 
Annie seemed hesitant to talk to her rapist's counterpart and 
clutched Hughie's hand. Arthur sighed upon seeing this. 


"He's dead." He blunily told her. 

"Homelander?" Annie asked, looking hopeful. 

Arthur and Mera grimaced. 

"No, The Deep. Stormfront killed him." The King of Atlantis told her. 
Annie was silent for a moment, processing the information. 

"Was it painful?" Annie asked. 

"No." Mera told her, appearing to sympathize with her response. 
"How did he die?" She asked. 


"They told him to knock down a cruise liner. | stopped him, but it was 
only a distraction. Stormfront electrocuted the water, frying him and 
the sea creatures he brought to help him." Aquaman said. 


"He died as he lived." Mera told her. 


"| also wanted to apologize for what he did to you. | just never had 
the chance." Aquaman said. 


Annie registered his words. 


"Thank you, but you don't need to apologize. You're not The Deep." 
Annie told him. 


Aquaman smiled and nodded. 
"| Know. | just wanted to tell you." Aquaman said. "The man was an 


idiotic, disgusting pervert. My only regret was that he did not see 
real justice." He added. 


Soldier Boy walked up to Waller. 


"She's dead, but you still owe me Noir. What's so important?" 
Soldier Boy said. 


"He can wait. Right now, we have a problem with your successor 
and ex ." Waller told him. 


"That pussy?" Soldier Boy asked. 


Waller showed images of the newly empowered Homelander and 
Stormfront. Soldier Boy scoffed at seeing this. 


"So he had to take a shortcut, big deal." Soldier Boy said. 
Waller seemed intrigued by this. 


"Funny Strange told me your father said the same thing about you. 
Tell me something, you wouldn't happen to be hiding anything 
regarding any relation Homelander." Waller added. 


Soldier Boy simply rolled his eyes. 


"Alright, because your ties to Stormfront are quite troubling, to say 
the least. Some of the other inmates might not be comfortable 
following you, considering your past with her." Waller said. 


This caught Soldier Boy's attention. 
"What about her?" He asked. 


"Her history as Klara Vought has been leaked. Specifically her past 
with the Nazi Party." Waller said. 


Soldier Boys' eyes widened upon hearing that. 


"She was a Nazi?" He asked, sounding genuinely horrified and 
disgusted. 


"Yes, it was all over the news. In my opinion, Operation Paperclip 
has run its course, so it might be in our best interest to cut you out 
effective immediately unless you tell us what you know." Waller 


explained. 
Soldier Boy winced upon hearing that. 


"Fine, Homelander's my son. | only recently learned about it. That 
said, | made it clear to that pussy, that he is not my son. My son 
would never be drinking titty milk from a baby bottle as a grown 
man. As for Stormfront or Liberty, | had no idea she was a Nazi all 
those times we fucked. Hell, | never even knew she was Klara 
Vought in the first place. Still cucking a Nazi has to be worth 
something, right?" Soldier Boy told her. 


Waller pinched her temples upon hearing that. 


"You're good, thank you." She added. 


The Justice League proceeded to combat Homelanders' followers. 
Blue Hawk tried to land a hit on Black Canary, but she caught his 
arm and, using his own momentum against him, tossed him away. 
Blue Hawk crashed into a car. 


"Having problems, tough guy?" Canary sarcastically asked. 


"I'll bash your fucking face in you, stupid bitch!" Blue Hawk shouted 
at her. 


Canary unleashed a canary cry, deafening the Supe and knocking 
him back further. 


"Hey, porky, heads up." Green Arrow said from afar. 


He fired an arrow at the supe that detonated on impact, knocking 
him off his feet and hitting his body against the wall. Blue Hawk got 
up from the ground with his helmet, having flown off his head and 
feeling disoriented as Canary and Arrow approached him. Blue 
Hawk wasn't in that much pain and was ready to return to the fight. 


"I'll fucking tear you apart." He said. 


Blue Hawk punched the Green Arrow, but to his surprise, Green 


Arrow easily caught his fist and held it too tightly for him to let go. 
Green Arrow punched Blue Hawk's face with such strength that it 
broke his jaw like Green Lantern did. Blue Hawk lay on the ground 
with his mouth leaking blood, jaw out of place, and teeth falling off. 


"That arrow wiped out all of the Compound V in your bloodstream. 
Your superpowers are gone, pork rind. Compliments of Mister 
Terrific, you remember him, right? He was the guy who helped you 
get fired." Green Arrow said. 


Blue Hawks' eyes widened in horror. 


As Black Canary approached, Blue Hawk fearfully looked Dinah in 
the eye. 


"P... p... please d... d... don't!" He pleaded, struggling to speak. 


"You've probably heard that a lot from other people, haven't you?" 
Canary said, glaring at him. 


With all of her might, she kicked the former supe in the crotch, 
eliciting a high-pitched squeal from Blue Hawk. Blue Hawk collapsed 
onto the ground, clutching his crotch with his remaining arm. 


Green Arrow chuckled. 
"What?" Dinah asked him. 


"He actually squealed like a pig." Green Arrow told her, a sly grin on 
his face. 


Homelander and Stormfront flew above Times Square. Wonder 
Woman captured Stormfront's neck with her lasso and used her to 
hit Homelander. John Stewart created a giant construct of a 
megaphone and addressed the crowds. 


"Attention, this is going to get dangerous." He warned them. "Leave 
these premises immediately. And if you realize you already did, be 
calm. It's just the Flash." 


John announced as The Flash removed the citizens from the battle 
at super speed. Homelander created two wall constructs to crush 
Wonder Woman. Diana held them but let go of her lasso, releasing 
Stormfront. She flew to punch Diana, but Superman raced at her 
before she could and punched Stormfront away. Homelander shot a 
blast of energy at Superman, only for Wonder Woman jumped in 
front of him and defended from the blast with her bracelets as 
Superman flew towards Homelander and pushed him down to the 
ground. 


As they cracked the pavement, Homelander tried to point his ring at 
Superman, but John Stewart created a shackle and pulled his arm 
with a chain. Guy Gardner arrived, and he created the same 
construct for Homelander's other arm. 


"Stormfront!" Homelander shouted. 


Stormfront was on the ground, Wonder Woman on top of her, 
holding her arm behind her back. 


"She can't help you now." Wonder Woman said. 
"You got her?" Flash asked. 
"Yes, she can't move from here." 


Homelander's entire body started shining yellow as his eyes glowed 
red. John and Guy's constructs began to crack. 


"Take his ring!" John Stewart shouted. 


Superman attempted to remove Homelander's yellow ring. Still, he 
pushed Superman away with a light explosion from his body that 
shattered the green constructs. Homelander created a sword 
construct. Superman's punch broke through the construct and hit 
Homelander's jaw, knocking him to the ground. 


"Homelander, it's over." Superman said sternly. "Surrender yourself, 
you have nothing to gain." 


"No, it's not over." Homelander affirmed with a wicked smile as 
blood dripped from his mouth. "It has just begun." 


The portal tech finally worked. Two beams of light were sent to the 
sky from the middle of Times Square. The beans of light united into 
one, forming a portal behind Homelander, a red flaring portal slowly 
becoming thinner and clearer until the Justice League could see 
what was behind it: Earth One Times Square. The portal covered 
half of both universes' Time Square, divided like it was sewed right 
in the middle. On one side Vought advertisement, images of the 
Seven, the other side was a Times Square with images of Big Belly 
Burger, Sundollar Coffee, and Cale Pharmaceuticals. 


And descending from Earth One's sky into Earth Seven Times 
Square was Sinestro and his entire Corps waiting for the Justice 
League. 


Soldier-boys die but Superman still flie 


The Justice League watched as the Sinestro Corps gathered above 
Times Square with Homelander and Stormfront. A collective of 
confident smirks appeared on all of their faces. 


"| take it none of you will surrender?" Sinestro asked. 
"No." Superman defiantly told the Korugarian. 


The whole Sinestro Corps launched an attack on the Justice 
something protected them from the yellow blast... Something green 
. Sinestro looked up and recognized them: Green Lantern Hal 
Jordan descended from the sky and joined his team. 


"Jesus, guys, you really can't live without me." He said. 


"Hal!" John Stewart joyfully shouted as he and Guy Gardner joined 
their friend with a hug. 


"You didn't make a construct strong enough to stop the Sinestro 
Corps all by yourself." Guy pointed out. 


"No." Hal said. Sinestro tried to attack Hal with a giant ax but he was 
protected by other Green Lanterns. "| was with the rookies when 
Kyle and Kilowog said you guys needed help." 


Hal referred to Simon Baz and Jessica Cruz, as they prepared for 
the battle alongside Kyle Rayner, and Kilowog. The final two were 
the most concerning, seeing how they had deep space duty. Until he 
realized what that meant. His eyes widened as a much bigger green 
light encompassed the sky. Soon, an army of Green Lanterns 
arrived. Tomar Tu, C'hip, Katma-Tui, and Arisia Rrab. Sinestro 
glared at Homelander. 


"Don't look at me, | don't know how these assholes got here." 
Homelander told him. 


"Kyle and Kilowog tracked your men to your new planet. Eventually 


we figured out it would involve your new recruit." Hal told him. 


"How remarkably perceptive, Jordan. Tell me, who helped you piece 
that together?" Sinestro asked. 


"Maybe if you give up, I'll tell you.” Hal said. 


There was silence until Homelander attacked Superman. Soon, the 
Sinestro Corps fought against the Justice League and the Green 
Lantern Corps. Sinestro charged at Superman only to get punched 
across the face by the Man of Steel. Homelander hatefully stared at 
the Man of Steel, who looked down at him with disappointment. 
Homelander smirked. 


"You know what, I'm really glad that | can get the chance to kill you. 
I've been dreaming about this." Homelander told Superman. 


"I'm not one to crush other peoples’ dreams, but that will never 
happen.” Superman said. 


Butcher was in the Watchtower infirmary, sitting on a chair and 
having medicine pumped into his veins. Mother's Milk, Frenchie, and 
Kimiko watched him. Butcher's face was pale, his pupils shook in his 
eyes and his breathing was loud. His veins were still greenish. They 
were surprised by Mr. Terrific's announcement echoing through the 
satellite: 


"Attention, all Justice League Unlimited members, this is not a drill, 
Earth One and Seven are being invaded by the Sinestro Corps. All 
available members must present to help." 


"Turn on the TV." Butcher said. 


Kimiko turned it on, and they saw news covering the battle on two 
Earths. The Sinestro Corps battling the Justice League and the 
Green Lanterns. Homelander on the frontlines, giving heat with the 
help of other Yellow Lanterns. MM peaked through the door, heroes 
who were supposed to keep an eye on them were leaving to help in 
the battle. 


"This space can is about to get empty." Butcher said, removed the 
needle from his arm, and got up. 


"Where do you think you're going?" MM asked. 


"You saw what those bombs can do. Homelander is getting one of 
those, and the Boy Scouts will take his pretty little ring. When that 
happens, he'll be just a normal cunt, and I'm going to be down there 
to kill him." 


"What's your plan? Go out there, wait for a chance to get a 
powerless Homelander, and pray the League doesn't stop you." 


"Pretty much. | guess they'll be busy saving civilians." 
"That's bullshit, and you know it." 


"He's right." Frenchie said. "Even if you could, you're full of poison. 
You look like merde and can't be walking around like this." 


"Frenchie is right. You heard what Midnite said: you need to get this 
cleaned off your body. This Kryptonite shit put Superman in the ICU. 
Imagine what it does to a normal motherfucker." 


"Move." Butcher threatened. 
"Sit yo ass back on that chair." 


Butcher punched MM and knocked him to the ground. Kimiko 
stepped in. 


"Want to try that again!?" Frenchie asked. 


"Maybe | do. That's my life. If | want to throw it away, it's not your 
bloody business. Now, Luthor's little green rocks can't stop me... 
Ah!" Butcher screamed. 


All the veins in his body dilated and swallowed. They were no longer 
greenish, they were bright green, like neon shining. Butcher fell to 
his knees, yelling in pain for 10 seconds until his veins turned off the 
light, and his breath heaved. MM got up, wiped the blood from his 
mouth, and looked at Butcher contemptuously. 


"You were saying?” MM said. "Sit yo ass back on that chair. If not for 
yourself, for Becca. How many years did you miss out on when you 
could be with her? You don't wanna throw away anymore..." 


"| can't be with Becca!" Butcher shouted. "She has her son, he'll 
grow to be Homelander 2.0 if he has a cunt like me around him. 
There's one thing | can do that the Justice League won't, | may not 
even make it that far, but I'll fucking try even if it kills me! Now 
movel" 


Butcher got up, ready to put up a fight even against Kimiko. None of 
the others were ready to fight back, just sad, Butcher could tell. He 
put his fists down and walked right past them like nothing. They 
followed him to the door. 


"So you won't go alone." Frenchie said. 

"He's right. We stick together." MM added. 

"It's personal, and | only have a ticket to go." 

"After everything, the least you can do is let us be there with you 
when you die. We're going. It's not like you'll make it out there 


without us." 


"We have to get Petit Hughie." Frenchie said. Kimiko nodded her 
head in response. 


"You wanna drag Hughie into this?" Butcher said as he looked at 
MM, expecting him to agree. But instead, MM was considering it. 


"Hughie's one of us. It's up to him if comes or not." 


"So he'll come, wonderful." Butcher said as he left the infirmary. "A 
lovely day to die." 


Soldier Boy stood alongside Amanda Waller, and the team gathered 
before them. It consisted of Captain Boomerang, King Shark, 
Manchester Black, The Enchantress, Killer Frost, and Atomic Skull. 


"Listen up. The Sinestro Corp has a device that has created a world 
between Earth One and Earth Seven. Our mission is to shut it down 
and take any valuable hardware, so that we can harness its 
technology.” Waller said. 


Killer Frost rolled her eyes. 
"Don't we already have one?" Killer Frost asked. 


"We do. This one is much more advanced." Waller explained. "| 
don't think we need to remind you of the accidents, do I?" She asked 
rhetorically. 


"So we're supposed to be runnin’ around trying to find this device 
while the Sinestro Corps are just flying about?" Captain Boomerang 
asked. 


"Yeah why do we need the Aussie anyway?" Soldier Boy asked. 
"Exactly why am | being called out again ?" Boomerang asked. 


"Harkness is a natural when it comes to stealing technology. As for 
the Sinestro Corps, they'll be too busy with the Justice League. 
They've called in all available heavy hitters from their own, the 
Justice Society, and Teen Titans. Besides, | brought our heaviest 
hitters to assist you in this mission." She explained. 


Captain Boomerang smugly smiled and leaned back. 

"Hear that everyone, I'm important." He told them. 

The rest of the Squad derisively rolled their eyes at his comment. 
Soldier Boy moved up. 


"Alright, assholes, listen up, you'll be following my instructions on the 
field. Don't, and | will leave you to die. I'm certain that you all know 
about what happened to my last team, right? Well | hope you're all 
fucking smart enough to know not to repeat their mistake." Soldier 
Boy said. 


The Squad blankly stared back at Soldier Boy much to his irritation. 


"| said, any questions?" He brought up. 


"No, we're good." Killer Frost told him. 


Hughie was walking down a corridor when someone pulled him into 
a room. It was Butcher, he looked horrible. His veins looked swollen 
and glowing green. He was with the others. 


"Hughie." Butcher said, Hughie saw his eyes, tired and reddish, 
sweat dripping from his forehead. 


"Butcher, what is this about?" Hughie asked despite having a 
growing suspicion. 


"Homelander, we're going to kill him." Butcher said. 


Hughie looked at the others expecting skepticism but all he got was 
eye rolling and indifference. They all had a solemn look on their 
faces, as though they knew whatever Butcher did. The only road 
ahead of Butcher led to death, they knew that, and they knew they 
couldn't stop him. Hughie felt a lump forming in his throat but fought 
against it. His eyes started to sting too. He knew it was wrong but 
did not want Butcher to die like this. 


"O-Okay. What's the plan?" Hughie asked. 


"Frenchie and | gathered some materials, chemicals from the 
custodial staff, and medicine from their med bay." Butcher 
explained. 


"I'll trigger a distraction. Their best are away dealing with 
Homelander and the Corps. Their more magical heroes are trying to 
sever Stormfront's connection." Frenchie said. 


"What about Homelander and the Corps? What if they win?" Hughie 
asked. 


"They won't, statistically soeaking the League is going to win." MM 
said. 


"Plus, that cunt proved even with that little ring of his is still a joke 
compared to them. Kimiko managed to swipe one of their anti- 
Compound V weapons." Butcher told him. 


"Are you in or out, kid?" MM asked. 
Hughie thought about it for a minute and let out a sigh. 
"I'll help." He said. 


"Good, one more dance." Butcher said. 


Superman and Homelander fought in the sky. The two engaged in a 
slugfest, as the two traded punches with one another. Of the two, 
Superman managed to land more hits, all due to experience. 
Homelander caught Superman's fists and tried to push him away. 


"You just had to show me up, didn't you?!" Homelander asked. 


"Show you up?! Is that what you think this is all about?!" Superman 
questioned. 


"Of course it is! What's so good about helping a cat out of a fucking 
tree for some stupid kid? Or talking some crybaby out of killing 
themselves! You must have thought you were so much better than 
me ! Well, I'm better, and you drove me to this!" Homelander yelled. 


He punched Superman across the face. Superman glared at 
Homelander. 


"You don't know the first thing about me. Why am | not surprised? 
You've hurt countless people for years before we came to your 
world. This is just you showing everyone who you really are. | know 
Vought helped turn you into this, I've heard about how you were 
raised. No child should be raised like that ever." Superman said. 


Homelander laughed at this. 


"What, you're actually fucking apologizing?" Homelander asked. 


"No, right now, it's too late. Maybe you'll change one day, but today 
is not that day." Clark told him. 


"Well good, | don't need your fucking pitty." Homelander said. 


"| Know, after what Becca Butcher told us. My sympathy for you had 
taken a nosedive." Superman told him and his look of sympathy 
turned into a frown. 


"That bitch, | guess that explains everything. | take it you're also 
helping out Starlight, her boy toy, and the rest of Butcher's little 
friends. You're working alongside a group of murderers, you know 
that right?" Homelander said. 


"Annie and Hughie came to us. We rescued the others, but even 
Butcher is nowhere near as dangerous as you are. He even knows 
to leave Ryan alone." Superman said. 


Homelander's arrogant smile disappeared. 


"What did you fucking say?" Homelander asked upon hearing the 
name of his son. 


"Ryan is staying with her. He wants nothing to do with you now." 
Superman told him. 


Upon hearing that remark, Homelander's expression was one of 
hatred and anger. 


"Give. Him. Back ." He said, his fury barely restrained. 
"No." Superman told him. 


"Fine, you know what? You take my family, I'll take yours . After | kill 
you, I'll kill your entire fucking family. I'll start with your parents, your 
"brother", your cousin, and then your little shit-stain son. Now that | 
think of it, you probably have a wife too..." Homelander told him. 


An angered Superman tackled Homelander and proceeded to pound 
him. Homelander went flying into a mountain. Homelander freed 
himself by using his ring to create a cop car that crashed into the 
angered Man of Steel. Both of their eyes were glowing red. 


"Let's. go." Superman said. 


Stormfront was busy beating a Green Lantern to near death when 
she was tackled from behind. It was Mary Marvel with the Captain 
and Junior following her. She scowled upon seeing them. 


"Let go of me, you little bitch!" She yelled. 


Only for her to get punched in the face by Captain Marvel Junior, 
causing the Nazi to get sent flying back. 


"Again, three of us and just one of you." Captain Marvel told her. 


"What, still just the three of you? Is the cab driver too busy?" 
Stormfront questioned. 


"You should consider yourself lucky he isn't here." Billy told her. 
Stormfront rolled her eyes. 
"You and your boyfriend are done." Mary told her. 


"Yeah, because you two suck at everything. You suck at being 
superheroes, and now you suck at being supervillains." Freddy told 
her. 


Stormfront lunged at Captain Marvel Junior, who blasted her back 
with a lightning bolt. Stormfront was then punched into the air by 
Mary Marvel. When Stormfront opened her eyes she found herself in 
space. Only to be brought crashing down to the planet by Captain 
Marvel with a supercharged axehandle punch. Stormfront got up 
now separated from the rest of the action, with the other three 
waiting for her. She was bruised, her nose was bleeding, and she 
had a gash on her cheek. 


"You all don't get it! This is my world! You and your filth do not 
belong in my fucking world!" She yelled, her eyes glowing. 


"You're right it's not our world, but that doesn't mean we have the 
right to not help it." Billy said. 


"And save it from people like you." Mary said. 


"Even if you stop me, it won't stop what | have started." Stormfront 
said. 


"True, but at least you won't benefit from it. You're not the first 
superpowered Nazi we've fought. You just happen to be the most 
incompetent." Freddy told her. 


Stormfront glared at Captain Marvel Junior. She was about to tackle 
Captain Marvel Junior when someone else tackled her: Black Adam. 
The fallen Champion proceeded to drag Stormfront's face against 
several miles of rock. With a well-placed elbow to the rib, she 
managed to free herself. Stormfront now had more gashes on her 
face from his attack. Before she could retaliate Black Adam kneed 
her in the face completely breaking her nose. Adam grabbed 
Stormfront from behind, his arms wrapped tightly around her neck 
trying to turn it. 


"What are you doing?!" Stormfront gasped out. 
"Putting an end to your wretched life." Adam bluntly told her. 
Stormfront collapsed on her knees. 


"But you're..." She was about to say until she remembered her 
interactions with the Marvel family and Black Adam at the Rock of 
Eternity. As well as, what Captain Marvel had previously told her. He 
was not a member of the Justice League or a part of the Marvel 
family, which meant he was going to kill her . 


Stormfronts' eye bulged, and her breathing increased as she tried to 
free herself. She managed to free herself by making them crash into 
a plateau. Stormfront flew away as Black Adam chased her. 


"We're almost there, ladies." Soldier Boy told the others as they 
hiked past the debris. 


"Thank bloody god!" Boomerang cried out. 


"Slag off with your whining con." Manchester Black told him. 


"You want to repeat that again, POM. No wait, don't otherwise, 
Superman might hear you and you'll start pissing yourself again." 
Boomerang said. 


This elicited a couple of chuckles from the other members of the 
Suicide Squad, even Soldier Boy. 


"Enough! Get to your objective and keep silent." Waller called out. 
"Fine you heard the lady." Soldier Boy called out. 


All of a sudden a Sinestro Corps member crashed in front of them. 
The alien got up and noticed who was in front of them. 


"Die in the name of Sinestro!" It shouted. 
"Oh fuck me rotten." Boomerang silently muttered. 


Atomic Skull blasted a stream of fire from his mouth at the alien. 
Killer Frost got involved firing a stream of ice at the Sinestro Corps 
member who was shielding himself with a bubble. Manchester Black 
focused on the alien's mind with his telepathy and it's brain with his 
telekinesis. Eventually the alien's bubble shield disappeared and it 
got washed over by both elemental attacks, screaming from the 
burning sensation he felt. 


"He wasn't so tough.” Soldier Boy said. 
"You didn't do jack shit." Killer Frost told him. 


"Watch your tone cooze!" Soldier Boy told Louise, who rolled her 
eyes. 


"That one was a grunt, not a heavy hitter. We got lucky." Black said. 
Unbeknown to the Squad, a television camera was filming them. 
"Are you getting this?" The lady reporter asked her cameraman. 


"Yeah | am, is that Soldier Boy?" The cameraman said. 


Buster Beaver's Pizza Restaurant was an image of decay. 
Abandoned for decades, surrounded by unattended plant life and its 
only sign of human presence was a Vought 'For lease' sign. 
However, there was someone inside the building, Black Noir. That 
became his home since he found out about Soldier Boy's return. He 
was cooking food straight out of the can, as he did so, the animal 
mascots came to life to speak to him. That was a collateral effect of 
Soldier Boy's bashing, Black Noir, or Earving as they called him, 
found himself surrounded by cartoon animals trying to comfort him. 


"E-E-E-Earving, you know we're here for you." Buster Beaver said. 
"But hasn't this gone for too long? You knew Soldier Boy would 
come back." 


Earving turned his back to Buster Beaver and was ready to remove 
his mask to eat, but something happened. A noise, a blast, several 
blasts coming from a distance. Earving looked out the window and 
saw a light in the sky coming from Times Square. Flashes of green 
and yellow light flickering from the location. Earving became curious, 
curious enough to do something he hadn't done since he ran away, 
he checked his phone. 


Live footage of the battle of the Times Squares. The Justice League 
and the Green Lantern Corps fought Homelander and the Sinestro 
Corps. But something else was happening, a rogue group had 
intervened in the battle and was fighting both sides to get to the 
portal technology. Leading the group was none other than Soldier 
Boy. Earving dropped his phone. 


"That's the chan-chan-chan-chance you were waiting for!" Buster 
Beaver said and the other cartoon animals agreed. Earving refused 
to look at them. "Earving, when you p-p-paralyzed Lewis Frankel, 
we got you through it, when you got that erection in seventh grade, 
we got you through it! This is just the same. Earving, bravery is not 
having no fear, is having fear and carrying on anyway." 


Earving grabbed his phone. The live was paused on a clear shot of 
Soldier Boy, he could still hear the battle happening. Earving 
smashed the screen with his thumb and looked outside, he finally 
knew what to do. Earving picked up his blade and left the 


abandoned restaurant. His loyal imaginary friends standing shoulder 
to shoulder with him. 


"Let's fuck up Soldier Boy!" His birds sang as Earving approached 
the battle. 


The chemical explosion by Frenchie went off and the Boys 
immediately went to the teleporter. 


"Clear out lads, we're going home." Butcher told the teleporter 
operators. He felt woozy and had to hold onto one of the terminals to 
support him. Frenchie went over to the terminal with Kimiko. 


"Well?" MM asked him. 
"| don't know how to operate this." Frenchie said. 
"Flick some buttons and switches." Butcher told him. 


"Are you fou? What if | do that and we end up all fused together as 
some horrible blobby flesh creature in constant pain?" Frenchie 
brought up. 


"| don't feel like going out like that." MM muttered to himself. 
"Do it!" Butcher ordered. 


Frenchie hesitated looking completely baffled by the controls on the 
terminal. Hughie, meanwhile, silently wrestled with his thoughts of 
the past and the future. Before his thoughts on the future came to 
him. 


"Look Butcher, I'm sorry, but it's over. Homelander lose no matter 
how you look at things. None of us know how to operate this. 
We'll..." Hughie said before the screen started making noises and 
the teleportation started. The control screen changed into a face 
made of pixels, the face smiled at them and winked before they 
were teleported to Metropolis/New York City where the battle for two 
worlds was taking place. 


"What were you going to tell me?" Butcher asked Hughie with a 
smug smile on his face. 


"Frenchie, what the fuck did you do?" MM asked his friend. 


"Nothing, | pressed no buttons or flicked any switches." Frenchie 
said. 


A number of similar coincidences were on everyones’ minds from 
ending up on Earth One to the bombs suddenly not working. 


"Why the fuck does this shit keep happening to us?" MM asked. 


Hughie, Frenchie, and Kimiko looked at one another. None of them 
had any idea as to why fate was on their side. 


"Maybe it's because of God. | mean you're the Christian, you tell us." 
Hughie brought up. 


"Hughie, | haven't been to church in a long ass while, but this shit 
doesn't feel like anything from God or anything from the Bible." 
Mother's Milk told the others. 


Butcher meanwhile limped on ahead to his quest. The Boys took 
notice of this and followed him. 


Soldier Boy hid behind a car and touched his earpiece to speak to 
Waller. The rest of the Suicide Squad was fighting both the Sinestro 
Corps and the Justice League. 


"This operation is over, take us the fuck out of here!" Soldier Boy 
said. 


"| can't." Waller answered. "The portal between the worlds is 
causing an interference in your bracelets, it thinks you're already on 
Earth One. You all have to get further away from it for me to bring 
you back." 


The Atom Smasher was in his giant form and lifted the car Soldier 
Boy was hiding behind. Soldier Boy hit his shield against Atom 


Smasher's balls and rolled between his legs. He waved for his team 
and yelled. 


"Retreat, fuckers! You heard Waller, alway from the big gate." 


"How am | supposed to be running and using my powers like this!?" 
Manchester questioned, he was using his full powers on the Yellow 
Lanterns’ brains to keep them away as Atomic Skull blasted them. 
Manchester let it go for a moment, giving the Lanterns the chance to 
pin down Atomic Skull. Soldier Boy stepped in, his chest lit up as he 
faced the yellow lanterns. 


"Heads up, cutie!" Soldier Boy warned Killer Frost. 


Soldier Boy blasted through Times Square, exploding through two 
worlds. Killer Frost protected herself and the rest of the team from 
the heat with a cold wave created by her power. Atomic Skull 
survived the explosion, as expected, but the Yellow Lanterns weren't 
there anymore. Either dead or pushed far away enough not to be a 
problem. 


"Fucking move." Soldier Boy ordered. "Where's Boomerang?" 


"| got it." Harkness told them through their earpieces. "Look at this 
fucking beauty. Must be worth millions in the black market." 


"Check your screen." Waller said. "| already gave you Harkness' 
bomb's current location." 


"No trust, love?" 
"None." 


The rest of the Squad ran away the further they could from the portal 
but Soldier Boy met Captain Boomerang's location. The location 
was the basement of one of the Earth Seven Times Square 
buildings. There was a large cylinder attached from the floor to the 
all, the white light from the portal shone from the hole the cylinder 
was piercing. Harkness opened it and photographed every single 
inch of the Sinestro Corps machine. He removed several of the main 
pieces. The portal started failing. 


"How until this thing stops working?" Soldier Boy asked. 
"I'm a thief, mate, not a scientist." 


They left the basement. They watched the battle still going, the plan 
was to leave Times Square and move from the center of the battle. 
They watched carefully in the sky as they expected a clear moment 
to move. As they ran, something surprised them, a black blur tackled 
Soldier Boy. Captain Boomerang expected it to be Batman but no, it 
was Black Noir. Soldier Boy pushed him far away and Black Noir 
landed on his hands and feet. 


"You!?" Soldier Boy shouted. Harkness pulled out one of his 
boomerangs. "Keep going, Boomer, | got business with this fuck." 


"No need to say twice." Harkness grabbed his bag and left. 
"Forget Noir." Waller said. "You don't have time for games..." 


Soldier Boy removed his earpiece and smashed it between his 
fingers. He placed his shield on his hand and stared defiantly at 
Black Noir, who put out his blades. Black Noir looked on his left, 
where his friends were. 


"F-F-Fuck him up, Earving." Buster Beaver said. 


Soldier Boy and Black Noir charged at each other. 


The sky started to turn red much to the confusion (and fear) of those 
from Earth Seven, and the concern of those from Earth One. 


"We have a problem." Mister Terrific said. "The portal has gone 
unstable. We need to keep this fight on one Earth." 


" It will have to be ours." Martian Manhunter said changing the 
conversation from a vocal one to a telepathic one. 


" Agreed.” Superman said all while still wrestling with Homelander. 


Superman tackled Homelander through the portal taking them to his 


native universe. 


"You said | humiliated you on your world, why don't you try 
humiliating me here? If you're even able to, John ." Superman 
goaded. 


An angered Homelander took the bait and started to attack the Man 
of Steel all while verbally launching a stream of verbal obscenities. 


Superman saw that the Marvel siblings managed to force Stormfront 
to their world as well. He also noticed, Black Adam and frowned. 
Adam was going to make things difficult. Although he was relieved 
to see that the Green Lanterns managed to push Sinestro to Earth 
One as well. 


It didn't matter how sharp Black Noir's blades were, they couldn't go 
through Soldier Boy's. However, Soldier Boy couldn't hurt Black Noir 
either, he quickly realized he wasn't the same one he fought back in 
84, Noir was faster and stronger than ever. Soldier Boy launched his 
shield towards Black Noir and made it heavier the second he 
grabbed it. It didn't make a difference, Black Noir simply threw it 
back and Soldier Boy attached it back to his. 


This fight happened under the heat of the battle against the Sinestro 
Corps. Black Noir was surprised when S.T.R.1.P.E, an enormous 
robotic hero, was knocked towards his direction. Black Noir flipped 
jump to avoid the impact, that was Soldier Boy's chance. He 
charged towards Noir and tackled him, hitting his body against a 
truck. Soldier Boy held him down, Noir tried to fight but Soldier Boy 
was too strong, he kept him in place. 


"This time I'll take your whole head off!" Soldier Boy yelled as he 
lifted his shield. 


"Come on, Earving!" Black Noir heard. "Not this time!" 


Black Noir put his arm through the truck and pulled out its engine. 
He hit the engine against Soldier Boy's head, and pushed him away. 
Black Noir kept hitting him with the engine, but Soldier Boy hit back 


with his shield, shattering the engine to pieces and hitting Black 
Noir's mouth so powerfully he was pushed through the portal to 
Earth One. Black Noir laid on the ground, he tried to get up but 
Soldier Boy pushed his foot against Noir's chest. 


"You're done... ! Argh!" Soldier Boy yelled when something hit him 
in the back. It was the portal. The side where Boomerang stole the 
technology was starting to flicker, the portal was closing. As the 
portal got smaller, it hit Soldier Boy's back like a blade and drew 
blood from him. 


"| got you." Black Noir thought. 


He pulled Soldier Boy's leg down and started pushing him towards 
the closing portal. Soldier Boy was stronger, he pushed back, 
struggling but managing to run away from the portal. Still, Black Noir 
didn't let him go as the portal approached. 


"What the fuck are you doing!?" Soldier Boy yelled. "We're both 
gonna die, you retard!" 


Soldier Boy punched him left and right and pushed him away. 
Earving's bones broke, he couldn't fight back, but he could hold him 
just for long enough. He pushed his fingers up Soldier Boy's nose 
and flipped him, hitting pavement right between the two worlds. He 
held Soldier Boy on the ground, Earving's arm pushing his throat as 
the portal closed. The energy got closer and closer like a knife 
cutting its path. The energy destroyed piece's his mask, Soldier Boy 
got to look him in the eye as death approached. 


Finally, the portal was closed with Black Noir and Soldier Boy right in 
the between. Earving fell on the ground, he was on Earth One, 
however, from belly down, the rest of his body was left on Earth 
Seven. He looked at what he did, Soldier Boy, dead, his body split in 
a single half. And at his final moment, his friends came back to see 
him. 


"You did it, Earving." Buster Beaver said. "We're so proud of you, 
you killed Soldier Boy. M-M-Maybe it didn't go as you wish, but 
mission accomplished. You did amazing. Now you can go to rest." 


Real Justice is Made of Steel 


Sinestro battled the Green Lanterns. 


"Have to say pinky, you really put your eggs in the wrong basket." 
Gardner told him. 


"Silence!" Sinestro demanded he swatted Gardner away with a 
mace construct. 


He was blasted by an attack from John Stewart. 


"If they managed to kill Arkillo theremight be some reward in this." 
Sinestro said. 


"Arkillo's alive jackass, we have him." Gardner told him. 


Sinestro smugly looked at Gardner, who realized that he'd been 
baited. He ignored the glares from his fellow Lanterns. 


"Then | suppose | will have to retrieve him. Thank you, Gardner." 
Sinestro said. 


"Your prison break will have to be put on hold." Hal said. 


Hal tackled Sinestro before Sinestro unleashed an explosive wave 
of light to knock him back. Sinestro fired a beam at his former 
protege before finding himself in a beam struggle with Hal. Sinestro 
noticed Baz and created a wall to block his attack. 


"Honestly, Jordan, that? | expected better." Sinestro stated. 


"I've never been much of a planner, you know that. | always prefer to 
face my problems head on." Hal said. 


Kyle created a giant robot that landed on Sinestro. Sinestor landed 
on the ground hurt, but still not out. He looked around the battlefield 
and realized things were going poorly. His eyes caught wind of 
Homelander who was presently blasted away from Superman's heat 
vision. Then to Stormfront who was fleeing from the Marvel family, 


and to his surprise, Black Adam. However, an idea soon formed. 
The other Earth Lanterns flew down and surrounded him. 


"You could make things easier for yourself if you surrender, you 
know that, right?" Hal asked. 


Only for some of his troops to provide support. He recognized one of 
his commanders. 


"This battle is nearing an end, an unfavorable one at that. We will 
have to retreat." Sinestro told them. 


"What of the Homelander?" The soldier asked. 
Sinestro glared. 


"| would not worry about him." Sinestro stated. 


As Stormfront flew away from the Marvel family and their more 
ruthless rival. She found herself getting blasted by energy beams, 
however, they were not from the Green Lanterns. 


"Are you sure this will work?" Wonder Woman asked Mister Terrific. 


"It won't take away her current powers, but it will get rid of her 
Compound V based abilities." He said. 


"What about Black Adam?" Aquaman asked. 
"I'll go." Diana replied. 


In an instant she flew in front of Black Adam. Mary Marvel 
proceeded to battle Stormfront in the sky. 


"Hold, Black Adam." Diana warned. 
Black Adam glared at the Amazon. 


"The usurper will face my justice not yours." Black Adam said. 


"Then you'll have to go through all of us." Captain Marvel said flying 
up to his corrupted predecessor. 


"| will not indulge in your childish whims, Billy." Black Adam 
responded. 


"Really alright so you fight us, what happens to Khandag then? You 
really want to cause an international incident over her." Billy asked. 


Black Adam silently pondered Billy's proposal. 


"You have already found a way to defeat her, haven't you?" Black 
Adam asked. 


"| just need your permission to change her word of power." Captain 
Marvel said. 


"What is the word?" Black Adam asked. 


"It's not so much of a word, but rather a tongue twister in spanish." 
Billy said. 


Adam rolled his eyes, but it aopeared to agree with him. 
"| concede... for now." Adam said. 


They all felt a change emanating from the Rock of Eternity. 
Stormfront struggled trying to free herself from Mary's hold on her. 


"What was that?" Stormfront demanded. 
"Let's just say, you've been kicked out, grandma." Freddy said. 
"SHAZAM!" Mary yelled out a bolt of lightning. 


It struck both Mary and Stormfront who started to fall to the ground. 
Stormfront got a good look at Mary and to her humiliation she 
discovered that she lost to a teenager. 


"SHAZAM!" Mary yelled out as the same lightning bolt struck her, 
returning the teenager to her empowered form. 


"SHAZAM!" Stormfront yelled only for nothing to happen. 


Fearing for her life she tried to use her original powers, but nothing 
happened. Much to her shock, she was soon caught by Mary 
Marvel. She gently placed Stormfront onto the ground where she 
was surrounded by Wonder Woman, Aquaman, Mister Terrific, 
Stargirl, and the other two Marvels. 


"What did you do to me?" Stormfront demanded. 


"Your powers are gone, both of them. | figured that even in your 
empowered form you would still have magic. I've managed to 
develop a cure for Compound V, now all but one remains." Mister 
Terrific told her in a satisfied tone. 


Stormfront angrily glared at him. 


"You fucking c..." She was cut off by Mister Terrific punching her in 
the face. She fell down to the floor and was binded by Aquaman. 
Stormfront angrily glared at the King of Atlantis, but stopped after 
seeing the angered look in his eyes. 


"Don't worry grandma, you can start the first Aryan Sisterhood in 
jail." Stargirl told her. 


"Shut your fucking mouth you little trollop!" Stormfront yelled at her. 
Stargirl did not appear to be bothered by her comment. 


"One hundred one years of life and yet you still clung to hatred. Is 
that all you have in your heart?" Diana asked her. 


Stormfront spitefully glared at Diana. 


"Your boyfriend is next, you'll both stand trial for all the lives you 
have ended and ruined over the years. Something tells me the jury's 
ruling might be worse for you." Aquaman told her. 


"You won't stop him! He is everything we've dreamed about. Our 
vision of the future will never..." Stormfront was about to say. 


When something fell out of her mouth, it was one of her teeth. 
Although now it looked yellow, completely dirty. A couple more of 
her teeth fell out of mouth. Stormfront's vision started to blur, her last 


coherent vision being the confused and shocked faces of the 
League. Fear started to go through her mind. 


"Vat ist..." She was about to ask, but could not remember what she 
was about to say. 


The Justice Leaguers watched on as Stormfront gradually 
transformed before their eyes. Her black hair turned white and 
brittle. The skin on her face turned wrinkled and developed liver 
spots. Her muscles started to go through dystrophy. This caused her 
to fall to the ground as she could no longer support herself. 
Stormfront now looked her age. 


"How did..." Mister Terrific asked. 


"She was way too evil for the power of the Wizard. This is her 
punishment, she wanted power, and now with it gone she is 
nothing.” Billy said, realizing it. 


"But what about Black Adam?" Stargirl asked. 


"Adam's not a saint, but even he doesn't want to purge other races, 
sexualities, and the disabled." Mary said. 


"Yeah, so who's moving her because I'm not." Freddy brought up. 
"Not me.” Billy said. 

"No." Mary said. 

"Gross." Courtney said. 

"| don't think we have to worry about that, she's dead." Diana said. 
"How?" Stargirl asked. 

"She's gone completely limp." Mister Terrific said. 


Diana checked her pulse, she was dead. The Leaguers all felt 
disappointed knowing she would not end up in a jail cell. At the very 
least she died knowing her lifes' goals have been shattered and as 
something she hated: a powerless individual. 


The Justice Leaguers flew away leaving her corpse for the police 
unaware of a party of witnesses. Kimiko went up to Stormfront. She 
felt Frenchie touch on her shoulder. 


"She's gone, I'm sorry you did not get the chance." Frenchie said. 


Kimiko glared at Stormfront's corpse, but soon felt a feeling of relief. 
She had been exposed as the monster her brother had seen before 
dying. She could no longer hurt anyone ever again. That said she 
hacked up a loogie and spat on her corpse. She and Frenchie 
returned to the others as they carried around an ailing Butcher. 


Superman and Homelander continued their fight, their struggle 
taking them up high until they reached outer space. Homelander 
threw a series of missile constructs at Superman who dodged them 
all before flying into Homelander's gut. Homelander coughed up 
blood from the impact. He spitefully glared at Superman who 
continued to frown at him. Just as Homelander recovered, Clark 
immediately punched Homelander across the face numerous times. 
Before knocking Homelander back down to Earth. Homelander got 
up from the crater, slowly and still in pain. As he looked around for 
Superman, his mind was dominated by two emotions: anger and 
fear. He utilized his super hearing, but was still unable to hear him. 
Until he heard something behind him. He turned around, but found 
no one. 


"Where the fuck are you?! You goddamn alien fuck?!" Homelander 
demanded. 


"Behind you." Superman replied. 


Homelander tried to punch Superman, but the Man of Steel caught 
Homelander's wrist. He started to tighten his grip causing 
Homelander to let out a groan of pain as his fist opened up. 
Homelanders' eyes widened as he saw Superman's other hand go 
to his ring. Slowly he started to pull it off as Homelander snarled like 
a wild animal. He shot his laser vision at Superman's face who used 
his heat vision to counter it. Superman struggled as the ring was 
lifted off of Homelander's finger. Until the ring was pulled off and 


Homelander's uniform transformed into his original costume. 
"No!" Homelander yelled. 


The Green Arrow saw this moment. Now, Homelander was 
defenseless, so he pointed his arrow at him and shot it. 


"Gotcha." Green Arrow said, delighted. 


The arrow's explosion hit Homelander's face like a punch. His body 
was covered with a burning radiation and all of the sudden, his 
powers were gone. Homelander fell to the ground unable to fly. 


The ring began to float towards Homelander. Superman caught the 
ring in his hands, but was slowly pulled towards Homelander. 


Watching from the Watchtower were Annie, Becca, Maeve, and 
Ryan. Annie took notice of Maeve's expression and posture. 


"He lost his powers.." Maeve said in disbelief and joy. She started 
laughing. "Holy shit, he fucking lost his powers!" 


"| think we just won." Annie told her. 
"Fuck yeah, we did." 


Maeve looked at Homelander from the monitor. He looked pathetic, 
his face was covered in bruises and appeared to be bleeding from 
his nose and mouth. At that moment, any fear she had left subsided 
and she smiled upon seeing Superman not struggling. 


Homelander reached for the yellow ring, flying towards him. But 
suddenly, it stopped, no longer following Homelander anymore. The 
ring flew elsewhere. 


"No." Homelander weakly let out, as it dawned upon him. 


"It's over, Homelander." Superman told him. 


"What did you do to me?" Homelander asked. 


"Your powers are gone, you won't be using them to harm anyone 
else ever again." Superman told him. 


"NO!" Homelander yelled out throwing a punch at Superman. 


To Homelander's surprise, he saw Superman turn with the punch, 
only to feel a great pain in his hand. He fell down onto his knees and 
clutched his hand. Superman turned to face him and Homelander 
crawled away. 


"Please, don't!" He pleaded. 
"Don't worry, he's not you.” Black Canary told him. 


Homelander felt something metallic attach to his wrists. He had 
been handcuffed by Batman who looked down at him. 


"On your feet, John." Batman ordered him before grabbing 
Homelander's costume to force him on his feet despite all his 
struggles. 


"How are things going?" Green Arrow asked. 


"Stormfront is dead. She lost both her powers and had undergone 
advanced aging. Captain Marvel suspects it was punishment for 
stealing the powers of Shazam with such an evil heart, might've 
been a collateral effect of her powers keeping her young. | also 
found the bisected corpses of Soldier Boy and Black Noir. All your 
followers already lost their powers, Blue Hawk, Rufus, Smith, all of 
them." Batman explained. 


Homelander looked like he had emotionally shut down collapsing on 
the ground. 


"It's almost over, now we can focus on Sinestro. As well as, focus on 
civilian efforts." Superman said. 


"Good, the sooner Super dick goes to jail the better I'll sleep." Green 
Arrow said. 


"You think I'm done. I'll get them back and you'll all fucking pay for 
this! All of you!" Homelander said, rising from the ground. 


Homelander heard his handcuffs click once more and found he was 
now cuffed to a car door. 


" Sure you will." Ollie said walking away. 


Homelander struggled to free himself as the real heroes walked 
away. Leaving him to impotently struggle. 


Sinestro and his corps flew up in the air as they entered the portal. 
Soon enough once every member had entered it, the wormhole 
closed. Much to the delight of the Green Lantern Corps and those 
watching. 


"| think it's over now." Superman said a confident smile. 
"Don't jinx it." Flash said. 


"Homelander and Stormfront are defeated. Vought will likely be in 
ruin after all that has happened.” Martian Manhunter said. 


"Good, | want to taunt that breast milk drinking asshole one last 
time." Guy said. 


Hal and Kyle looked perplexed upon hearing that. 
"Sounds like we missed a lot." Hal said. 
"You have no idea." John told him. 


"As much as we'd like to stay and chat, but thanks to Kyle and 
Kilowog we now know where Sinestro's base is." Hal said. 


"You can give us the rundown when we're allowed to stay on Earth." 
Kyle said. 


"Looking forward to it. Be sure to punch him in that giant pink 
forehead." Guy said. 


With that the Green Lanterns save for John, Guy, Jessica, and 
Simon flew off into space. 


"There's still more work to be done regarding the dimensional rift. | 
think | have an idea as to who the culprit might be." Batman said. 


"Why am | not surprised?" Superman asked sarcastically. 


Homelander pulled his handcuff as hard as he could, his wrist 
ached. Still, nothing, his hand hadn't loosen up at all. Then he saw 
them: Butcher, MM, Frenchie, Kimiko and Hughie standing and 
watching him in disbelief. He stared back at them. 


"Holy shit...." Hughie said. 


"Well, well, well..." Butcher said and glared at MM. "What were you 
saying about my plan?" 


"What?" Homelander said. "You want to taunt me? Do any of you 
want to say something? Because | have a feeling you all know 
what's going to happen." As Homelander spoke, Hughie walked 
towards him. "You know I'm going to escape whatever prison the 
League puts me in, you know I'm going to get a new shot of 
Compound-V and get my powers back! And when | do, I'm coming 
for you last! Because now I'm Captain Fucking Ahab with a huge 
blue and red whale to kill and | won't waste more of my time with a 
bunch of dipshits from my Ear..." 


Just then, Hughie punched Homelander's face so hard he drew 
blood from his mouth. Homelander fell against the car door he was 
handcuffed to. His eyes popped in fear seeing his own blood. 
Frenchie charged at him and kicked Homelander's ribs, breaking the 
car's door and him falling over it on the ground. Kimiko ripped the 
handcuff off and broke Homelander's arm in the process. 


"Oh, it's on." MM said. He pulled Homelander from Kimiko and 
punched his face several times, breaking his teeth and cutting his 
face all over. They started throwing Homelander around taking turns 
in the beating, until Butcher shouted. 


"Boys! Enough!" They all stopped and looked at Butcher. He walked 
over to the destruction, there was a bunch of tools on the ground, 
conveniently, a crowbar among them. Butcher grabbed it and 
walked over to Homelander. "The cunt is mine." 


He stared down at Homelander, bleeding on the ground, his teeth 
broken, his face swollen. Homelander laughed in his pain. 


"You think they'll forgive you?" Homelander asked. "The Justice 
League won't let this go, they just won't. They'll throw in the same 
hole they were going to throw me." 


"You think | give a shit?" Upon hearing this, Homelander's smile 
vanished. 


Butcher swung his crowbar with all his strength, displacing 
Homelander's jaw off his face. Butcher hit Homelander's whole body 
with the crowbar, raw blows strong enough to cut through his body 
as if the crowbar was a blunt blade. Eventually, Butcher dropped it 
on the ground and pulled Homelander by the collar, there was still 
life in his eyes. Butcher punched him, again and again until his own 
fists were bleeding and he felt Homelander' skull cracking. 


Once again, Butcher's veins popped up and shined like green neon. 
The pain was tangible throughout his screams but he didn't care. He 
kept punching and sweating thicker and thicker as his eyes started 
bleeding. Somewhen during this, Homelander had died. No one 
noticed exactly when he died but Butcher kept going, kept punching 
his corpse. 


"H-Hey, | think it's done." Hughie said. 
"Let him have this." MM said. 


Butcher kept punching. He stopped and put Homelander's corpse 
sitting with his back against the car. He grabbed his crowbar, put it 
through Homelander's eyehole and opened the top of his broken 
skull like a soda bottle. Butcher put his hand inside the smashed 
brains and pulled out a handful of gray matter. He stared at 
Homelander's dead eyes but spoke as if he could still hear him. 


"This is the night you done what you done to my Becca." Butcher 
crushed the brains between his fingers. 


Finally, he let it go. Turned his back to the corpse and caught his 
breath, he coughed and watched his own blood drip mixed with 
green spots. He passed out on the ground and had to be lifted back 


up. 


The Flash, Hawkgirl and Red Tornado found Homelander's body. 
The bat-handcuffs were shattered on the ground and Homelander's 
jaw was at least four feet away from his face. The Flash took a 
closer look. 


"Batman is going to have your head if you touch anything." Hawkgirl 
warned. 


"|'m just analyzing the crime scene. They really did a number on 
him, whoever took off his handcuff had super strength and small 
hands." 


"It might be a trick." Red Tornado said. "There's no way to tell this is 
really Homelander, it could be anyone." 


"No, it's him. Billy Butcher killed him and went in the East direction. 
The blood spilled there is full of green spots, it's his." 


A microsecond later, the Flash was standing in front of the Boys 
carrying Butcher's passed out body. MM gently put Butcher down 
and the others followed his lead. 


"No way to run." He said, looking at the Flash. Kimiko tried to step 
up, until Hawkgirl, Red Tornado, Metamorpho and Vixen joined in. 
"No way to fight." 


"Flash to Watchtower, how are these guys even here?" 


"I'm sorry, sir." A Watchtower worker spoke through his earpiece. 
"Everybody was busy with the Sinestro invasion and they managed 
to get to the station and... We don't know how they even knew how 
to operate it." 


"Alright, fellas. You're under arrest for murder." 
"For that connard!?" Frenchie questioned. 
"Murder is murder." 


They heard a laughter, a weak struggling laughter. It was Butcher on 
the ground, bleeding from his eyes and gums as he laughed at the 
situation. 


"So this is how it ends?" Butcher asked. He had another crisis, his 
veins popped up again like neon and he bled more. Flash quickly 
approached and got a hold of him. 


"We got a very sick man, we need to be beam tu- -" Flash spoke but 
was interrupted by Butcher's eyeball popping up blood with green 
dots against his face. 


"Listen..." Butcher said. 
"We don't have time- -" 


"Listen to me you cunt in red tights! | did it all myself, the boys just 
stood by and watched it. Maybe they had a little fun with him 
beforehand but it was me who killed him. | killed Homelander. | killed 
Homelander..." 


"Okay, okay. Watchtower. Beam us up!" 


They found themselves back in the Watchtower, the Flash rushed 
Butcher to their ER. The doctors surrounded him and started 
working. The Boys ran to see the results, but after a couple 
seconds, the doctors stopped. 


"Come on, guys. Why aren't you helping him?!" Hughie asked. 


"We can't do anything." A doctor said. "He was already dead when 
the Flash brought him here." 


The boys all looked at his heart monitor, nothing but a straight line. It 


was as though the world crumbled around them. No one said a word 
as they processed what they heard. 


"Someone should call Becca." MM spoke up. 


They looked at his corpse, it was still glowing green, but despite that 
Butcher had a peaceful look on his face. It was almost as though he 
died at peace with himself. The irony of the situation was not lost on 
them. 


Flash rushed back to the League. 


"Homelander and William Butcher are dead. Butcher confessed to 
killing Homelander. Also, Soldier Boy and Black Noir are dead too." 
Flash told the League. 


The Justice League looked at the destruction from the battle, it 
weighed heavily upon them all. Superman let out an exasperated 
sigh. 


"So who is responsible for all of this?” Superman asked, turning to 
Batman. 


"I'm certain he'll show up about now." Batman said. 


It appeared in a puff of smoke. It looked like a small man wearing a 
goofy-looking Batman costume. 


"Bat-Mite." Batman said. 
The Justice League were caught off guard by this reveal. 


"How did you know it was me?" Bat-Mite asked, his tone indicating 
wonder. 


"| examined everything we knew about this universe. There was 
nothing of use that someone like Darkseid would want. It was also 
far too chaotic for our enemies. However, despite this everything felt 
orchestrated. Especially when it came to Butcher's team. Something 
would always save them despite how close to death they were. And 


even though they all ended up in different places, their path led them 
to Gotham, my city." Batman said. 


"That's why you're the greatest detective." Bat-Mite said in awe. 
Batman continued to scowl. 
"Why did you do all of this?" Batman asked. 


"Why? It's simple, while | was languishing away in comic book limbo. 
| started to look at other universes, that was when | found 'The 
Boys’, and got this idea for a crossover. The idea of the Justice 
League humiliating the Seven felt too good of an idea to waste. So | 
decided to think of a way to get you over there. As for the Boys, | 
thought it would be interesting to see how they would do with a more 
traditional superhero environment. So | made fake accounts for 
them and pulled them out of trouble when it looked like they might 
die. Which was a lot really. So now you know, was it fun?" Bat-Mite 
said. 


"People died." Aquaman told the imp. 


"People would have died anyway, | just made sure there was more 
narrative cohesion. Besides, at least it wasn't the comic version. 
That was way too grotesque." Bat-Mite said. 


"But people still died." Flash sternly added. 
"Just put an end to it soon." Batman told the imp. 


"What, but | was already brainstorming ways to bring in more 
characters." Bat-Mite said. 


"You're. Done." Batman tensely told the imp. 
Bat-Mite let out a sigh. 


"Fine. | guess everything is wrapping up anyway." Bat-Mite said 
before disappearing. 


The Justice League all let out sighs. 


"Of all the stupidity." Green Lantern said. 


"Man, I'm so glad that | don't have to deal with those imps. How do 
you do it, Clark?" Flash said and asked, turning to Superman. 


"Well a ninety-day break gives me plenty of time to think." Superman 
said. 


"So now what?" Flash asked. 
"We help those who want to move to our Earth." Batman said. 


"What about the rest of the team? Butcher said he killed 
Homelander.” Flash said. 


"He said that likely to spare them from any consequences.” Batman 
said. 


"They've been through enough. Maybe with most of them gone they 
will find peace." Wonder Woman said. 


"Ruthless criminal or not, I'm willing to honor his last wish." 
Superman said. 


"We have a bigger quarry." Aquaman said. 


"After all this will likely be the last time they see each other again." 
Martian Manhunter said. 


"J'onn's right. As long as we're here we should help with rebuilding 
efforts." Superman added. 


The Boys watched as Becca mourned her husband with Ryan by 
her side. 


"We're sorry..." Hughie tried to say. 
Becca stopped crying and turned to face them. 


"It's okay... There was no stopping Billy." She told Hughie. 


"He was a hell of a guy." MM told her. 
"He died the way he wanted to. Killing Homelander." Frenchie said. 


"| guess you're right about that. | understand he could be difficult, 
but | appreciate that you stood by him for so long." Becca said. 


The door opened up revealing Annie and Mallory with her. Both of 
them looked shocked upon seeing Butcher's corpse. 


"Took him longer than | expected. Still..." Mallory spoke up in shock. 
Annie went over to Hughie to try and comfort him. 

"Colonel." MM said, his voice still tense. 

"What are you doing here?" Frenchie asked. 

"| think we should discuss this away from here." Mallory said. 


They walked out of the room, sans Hughie and Annie. It was there 
MM recognized somethings getting carted away. He went over to 
the stretcher and recognized that it was Soldier Boy who got 
bisected vertically. The other was Black Noir who had been cut in 
half horizontally. 


"Soldier Boy... What happened?" MM asked. 


"He and Noir apparently got into a struggle. It ended with Soldier 
Boy and Noir getting bisected." Batman said. 


A startled MM turned around and saw Batman alongside Superman. 
"Jesus!" MM said, surprised by their sudden appearance. 
"I'm sorry for startling you." Superman said. 


"So he's gone for real now. All those years and | don't get any 
goddamn catharsis." MM said. 


"There is a catharsis, you can walk away and rebuild your life." 
Superman told him. 


"You think it can be that easy?" MM asked Superman, mildly 
irritated. 


"| did not say it would be easy." Superman said. 


"| Know what you're going through, Marvin. | still live with the pain 
everyday, but you have a family and friends. So you're not alone. 
Batman said. 


MM was shocked to hear that from Batman. 


"Soldier Boy died with nothing. You can live better than he ever 
could." Superman said. 


MM processed the words of the World's Finest. Frenchie touched 
him on his shoulder. 


"They're right. Don't go out live like Butcher, mon ami." Frenchie 
said. 


Kimiko pulled out her phone and showed him her message. 
"They're gone now." She said referring to Stormfront as well. 
MM sighed. 

"You're right, thanks." MM said. 


They walked out of the hall. As Superman headed into the room 
where Becca was. 


Superman saw Becca holding onto Butcher's lifeless body. 
"I'm sorry." Superman apologized with a look of regret on his face. 
"It's not your fault. | blame that bald egomaniac for this." Becca said. 


"| Know, but | meant before. Maybe if | had reached out to him 
earlier he would still be alive." Superman said. 


"He wouldn't have listened. Especially from you." Becca told him. 


"My... Homelander is gone, right?" Ryan asked Superman. 
"Yes he is." Superman told him. 
"Do you think | could end up just like him?" Ryan said. 


"No | don't think you will because you have one thing he doesn't 
have: A family. My parents made me who | am today. I'm certain 
your mother will make sure you never become like Homelander." 
Superman said. 


Ryan processed Supermans' words. 
"Do you want to keep your powers, Ryan?" Becca asked. 
Ryan looked up at Superman. 


"It's your choice." Superman told the boy. 


"So what is it?” MM asked. 
"We're going after Vought. We have the green light." Mallory said. 


MM, Frenchie, and Kimiko smiled upon hearing that. Frenchie 
practically jumped in joy. 


"That's fan-motherfucking-tastic news to hear!" MM said. 


"We've been supplied Anti-V weapons and now have an official task 
force. You've all been pardoned as well in light of Homelanders' 
actions." Mallory added a grin on her face. 


MM smiled upon hearing the news. 

"| think | can stick around with you for a bit." MM said. 
"What's the news?" Hughie asked. 

Annie was with him and following her was Maeve. 


"We've been pardoned and are now Officially licensed, kid!" MM 


said. 


Hughie did not smile, however, much to their surprise. Instead, he 
had a rather uncomfortable look. 


"Apologies, Petit Hughie, | guess you're still hurt over Butcher." 
Frenchie said. 


"It's... It's not that." Hughie said. 
"We're staying here." Annie told them. 
This caught the others by surprise. 
"What?" MM asked. 


"Annie and | have been talking about moving here. My dad told me 
he wants to remain on Earth One too." Hughie said. 


They turned to Annie. 


"The League allowed it, so long as | have my powers removed. 
They're giving me a second chance." Annie told them. 


"You can't be serious?" MM questioned. 


"Look, there's no reason why | should keep doing this. A-Train, The 
Deep, Stormfront, Homelander, and Butcher are all dead. I'm sorry, 
but | want to move on from all of this." Hughie said. 


MM looked at them solemnly before hugging them. 


"| get it. You've chosen a dangerous world to live in. Good luck, you 
two." MM said. 


"Thank you." Annie said. 
"I'll try to remain safe." Hughie said. 


Frenchie went up to Hughie and Annie. He kissed them both on the 
cheek. 


"Bonne chance. Also, if you ever run into The Riddler. Tell him | 


solved his riddle: four." Frenchie told them. 
Hughie and Annie awkwardly stared at Frenchie, but smiled. 
"Will do." Hughie said. 


Kimiko went up to them and hugged them both. Tears started to 
form in her eyes. 


"I'll always remember you." She whispered into their ears. 


Hughie went to have one last talk with the others when Annie saw 
Maeve. 


"Annie, | just wanted to say thanks. For all of it." Maeve said. 
"You're welcome, so what now?" Annie questioned. 


"I've agreed to testify against Vought. Mallory says there's a chance 
I'll only serve a couple of years." Maeve said. 


"Are you sure?" Annie asked. 

"I'll be fine, Elena told me she'll wait." Maeve told her. 
"| hope you'll be alright. You and the twink" Annie said. 
"We will." Annie said. 


The two hugged one another. 


EARTH SEVEN - ONE YEAR LATER 


"The product, finally perfected." Stan Edgar cheerfully said. "Lex 
Luthor's formula reproduced perfectly but the nanites from his Earth. 
Now, without the bond between the two universes, Vought... I'm 
sorry, Victory International is free to enter the market with V24 and is 
officially out of the superhero business." 


Edgar received a standing ovation from his board members. Later, 
leaving the meeting room, he found Queen Maeve waiting for him. 


Dressed as casual Maggie Shaw and still horribly scarred from her 
cheek down. 


"It's not over, you know?" Maeve told Edgar and his bodyguard 
stepped in front of her. "Try anything I'll split your spine." 


"It's okay." Edgar told his bodyguard. "Queen Maeve, you don't work 
for us anymore." 


"It's just Maeve. And | thought you should know about my new 
career, movie director. I'm making a documentary all about how this 
company was founded by a nazi." 


"That is why we are rebranding." 
"It's gonna take way more than a new name. You're gonna lose." 


"We won't." Edgar said bluntly. "We always win. We're a registered 
trademark. Or are you ready to commit an atrocity to prevent us 
from making a profit?" 


Edgar waited for a response. Nothing, Maeve turned her back and 
left. As she walked by the hallways, Maeve saw a TV on and 
stopped to watch Professor Brink from Godolkin University being 
interviewed. She smiled, as she knew what was about to happen. 


Professor Brink was giving an interview in his office. He discussed 
the real serious possibility of Godolkin University closing doors or at 
least the Crime Fighting Program. As Brink brushed it off and 
insisted they were going strong, a group of armed men stormed into 
his office and pointed guns at him. Brink angrily got up and shouted. 


"What do you think you're doing!? You know who | am!? Who's in 
charge of this operation!?" 


"lam." Colonel Mallory said and pushed the warrant against Brink's 
chest. 


Upon reading it, all his bravado died. 


"Richard Brinklehoff, you're under arrest." Mallory said as her men 
handcuffed Brink. Grabbed her phone and made a call. "Boys, how's 
it going?" 


MM had Luke Riordan, Cate Dunlap and Andre Anderson laying 
down on the ground of God U's campus. He held a grenade 
launcher pointed at them as he answered Mallory's call. 


"| got Indira's pet. Her boyfriend and Polarity's kid were trouble but | 
took their powers too." 


Luke Riordan got up and tried to MM but he was powerless and was 
easily subdued. 


"Get off me!" Luke yelled. 


"| Know you're angry, kid. But you don't know who your friends are. | 
can take you to your brother." 


"What?" 


"Frenchie?" MM spoke on his phone. "You done?" 


The Woods were covered in blood, the bodies of dead soldiers laid 
shattered in pieces over cell doors. Dr. Cardosa desperately ran to 
the corpses of soldiers and grabbed his sonic weapons and pointed 
them at Kimiko and turned them on. Nothing happened. Frenchie 
walked behind Kimiko holding a boom box but it wasn't a regular 
boom box, there were several alterations to its machinery. 


"This won't work on her." Frenchie said. "This is creating a different 
sound frequency that doesn't let her hear yours." 


"Please, | have a family." Cardosa begged. 


Kimiko peeked inside the cells and saw the youths in chains. She 
remembered when Shining Light did the same to her and pulled 
Cardosa by the collar. 


"Eu so seguia ordens... !" Cardosa screamed as Kimiko ripped his 
face off his skull and ripped his arms off. 


Sam Riordan watched curiously from his cell as what he perceived 
as two puppets engaged in the scene. Kimiko smiled at him and 
opened his door. 15 minutes later, Sam was free and hugging his 
brother. 


Becca sat in front of her parents and family. They relayed what 
happened to her for the past few years. Her father was bringing up 
how Billy destroyed the tombstone. 


"Billy destroyed the tombstone. | never thought in a million years he 
would be right." Becca's sister, Rachel, told her. 


Becca chuckled for a bit before her mind went back to her husband. 
"We're sorry, dear." Her mother said. 
"It's alright, I'm just glad it's all over now." Becca told her. 


"What about the boy? Aren't you worried..." Her father asked clearly 
uncomfortable. 


"I'm not worried about that, Dad. Unlike someone that | knew, he'll 
be raised by someone who loves him." Becca said. 


"Whatever you think is best, dear." Her mother said. 
"I'm sorry, | didn't mean." Her father told her. 


"It's alright Dad, | can understand your worries." Becca told her 
father. 


She heard a ding sound and they all got up to join the table. Despite 
his hearing, Ryan did not come down to the table. So Becca decided 
to go up the stairs to her son's room and she knocked on her son's 
door. 


"Ryan, dinner is ready." She told him. 


"Coming." He said. 
He sped all the way down, but dropped a piece of paper. He 
seemed unaware of it. Becca picked it up, it was a drawing of 


himself wearing a costume similar to what Superman wore. Her 
mind trailed back to the past year. 


"Mom, | can explain." Ryan said. 


"Don't, | know who's outfit that is. The "R" is kind of a dead 
giveaway." Becca told her. 


"| was considering making it a""B"." He sheepishly told her. 
"It's your choice, Ryan." Becca told him before hugging him. 
"Thanks mom." Ryan said with a smile. 

"| love you." Becca told him. 

"Love you too, Mom." He said. 


Their Mother and son walked down the stairs to join their family. 


"Cheers!" MM and Frenchie simultaneously said as they clanged 
their drinks together along with Kimiko. 


"Fucking hell | always knew that God-U was fucked up, but that 
takes the cake." MM said. 


"Oui, what are your thoughts on Vought's rebranding?" Frenchie 
asked. 


"They can call themselves whatever the fuck they want, they'll 
always be Vought to you and me." MM told him before taking a sip 
from his drink. 


"They can't wipe away the truth, so long as there is a Homelander 
mural in just about every red state." Frenchie said before having 
another drink. 


"Yeah, though | heard a statue of his in Georgia got torn down by 
protesters. Fact is, he'll be remembered as a monster by some and 
he will never enjoy the love he'd get from the fuckwits who worship 
him now that's he's dead." MM said. 


"I'll drink to that." Kimiko texted. 

They both laughed upon hearing this before finishing their glasses. 
"Butcher would have loved this." Frenchie mused. 

"Yeah..." MM said solemnly. 


It had been one year since the death of Butcher. Despite all the 
problems he'd cause, a part of them all missed their deceased 
leader. Not wanting to sour the atmosphere, Frenchie thought of a 
different subject to focus on. 


"How are things going with Monique?" Frenchie asked. 
MM smiled. 


"We're taking things slow, but they are getting better. She's still in 
shock on account of all that multiverse shit. Monique lost someone 
she knew last year from The Joker's gas attack in Times Square. 
Some guy named Todd, he worked as a teacher." MM said. 


"| hope things work out well. Maybe if things turn out alright, | can 
finally be your best man." Frenchie said coyly smiled. 


"We'll see about that." MM said. "Now how about you two?" He 
asked. 


"She wants to get a mouse for the home." Frenchie said. 


"A mouse?!" MM asked, surprised that someone would consider 
adopting that as a pet. 


"Mice remind Kimiko of her brother." Frenchie told him solemnly. 


"Oh, I'm sorry." MM apologized. 


"Don't it's alright." Kimiko texted him. 
"I'm rooting for you two." MM told them. 


"Thanks, we appreciate it! On that matter, how do you think Petit 
Hughie and Annie are doing?" Frenchie asked. 


EARTH ONE 


There was a trailer on TV for a new show, something very familiar. 
Images of Vought advertisement, Hughie working on the store. 
Butcher entered and then came a title card announcing KARL 
URBAN. 


"I'm not gonna piss about it, Hughie. | know what happened to 
Robin. You ain't alone, son." 


When Hughie appeared on screen, title card JACK QUAID. The 
trailer proceeded to tell the story and introduced the characters they 
knew played by Erin Moriarty, Laz Alonso, Tomer Capon and others. 
Until one came as a surprise: Title card, JARED PADALECKI. Cut to 
the star of Supernatural dressed as the Deep offering Jessie T. 
Usher as A-Train a Fresca. The trailer went on and played Spice 
Girls' Wannabe. It ended up revealing Homelander. Title card: 
CHARLIE VICKERS. 


"I'm the Homelander, | can do whatever the fuck | want." Said the 
former star of the Green Lantern TV show dressed as Homelander 
and with his hair dyed blonde. The Seven were presented as 
working in a giant round satellite above the clouds. 


The show was called 'Earth Seven’, created by Eric Kripke, and was 
streaming on HBO Max. Hughie turned off the TV, he and Annie 
were sitting on the couch and had just watched said trailer, both with 
an odd sensation. 


"It looks cool..." Hughie awkwardly said. "They just changed Vought 
Tower because the audience wouldn't take the Seven seriously if 

they just worked at a regular building. Most of it they got right except 
for the actors who didn't want to be associated with Homelander and 


the Deep but it looks good. | mean, Karl Urban, he's New Zelander 
and couldn't nail Butcher's accent, he sounds Australian to me and 
you can tell they filmed it in Canada..." 


"We're not going to watch it." Annie interrupted. 


"Oh, fuck no. Definitely not." Just then, they heard the baby crying. "I 
got him." 


Hughie went to the baby's room and gave the bottle to his son. Baby 
Joel arrived 9 months after Hughie and Annie reunited at the 
Watchtower. Annie came in and took him into her arms. 


"You're late for that meeting." She said 
"Oh, shit, | am." Hughie ran to get his car keys. 
"Did you deposit the first payment on the mortgage?" 


"Done. We officially live in DC now." Hughie kissed Annie's lips and 
Joel's head. "Love you two, bye." 


Hughie left the house and went to his workplace, the Hall of Justice. 


Hughie entered the Hall of Justice and used his ID to get to a room 
full of cubicles and people in front of computers taking calls. As he 
entered, a brunette man snapped his fingers at Hughie to get his 
attention. 


"Hugh Campbell." He said. "| was waiting for you." 


They shook hands and the man snapped his fingers again guiding 
Hughie to his office. Hughie sat in front of him and began to speak. 


"| assume you already know who | am and what | did." 
"Are you still wearing that piece of jewelry?" 
Hughie lifted his pants and showed his ankle monitor. 


"4 months in a minimum security prison, plead guilty to facilitating a 


crime not go down as accessory to murder. All as a condition to stay 
on this Earth. 


"You paid your dues. Well done." 


"| also have to pay for baby food and diapers. And a loan | took to 
pay for a mortgage. That's why I'm here, to ask for a job." Hughie 
said. 


"Really? | think it's great and all but | didn't think we were your style 
of justice." 


"| think you are. It's not just that | need a job, | want to do something 
that matters the right way, not covered in quite as many guts. Look, 

the truth is, | never totally fit with the guys and | think it's time | stand 
on my own two feet." 


"Lucky you, the Hall of Justice is never short of spots for newcomers 
and as much you may have pissed off the League, Batman did write 
something about on his file that | think makes you a great 
candidate." 


"What Batman wrote about me?" 


"Endlessly loyal. Welcome, you now work for the Justice League 
Unlimited." 


"Thanks, Mr. Carr." They shook hands and Hughie was about to 
leave. Mr. Carr snapped his fingers and Hughie looked back. 


"Hey, Campbell, your fiancé is out there waiting for you." 


Hughie met Annie outside the Hall of Justice. She stood next to the 
curb waiting for him, he hugged her and then held her arms. 


"What are you doing here? Where's Joel?" He asked. 


"He's with your father. | just really wanted to know if you got the job 
and | knew you couldn't take phone calls during the meeting." 


"Well, | got the job." Hughie proudly said. 


They looked at each other's eyes. Hughie noticed Annie was out of 
the sidewalk and noticed the way he was holding her arms. It stirred 
an old familiar terror, this. If only for a moment. But she saw. And 
she smiled before saying: 


"It's okay. It's okay, Hughie." 
They kissed in each other's embrace. 


THE END 


On behalf of AGoodCraftsMan and myself, Thank you all for 
reading! We really appreciate all of the kind words and 
investment. 


Although, this is not the end. To see the continuation look at 
our story "There's a crack in the Multiverse" 


